




THE TRAGEDIES 


OF 

VITTORIO ALFIERI 

COMPLETE, 

INCLUDING 1IIS POSTHUMOUS WORKS. 


rtiAiWM .ULD FROM THE 1 TA 1 1 A A'. 


Kl'ITW) Is V 

EDGAR ALFRED BOWRING, C.B. 


AV TWO VOLUMES. 
VOL. II. 


LONDON: GEORGE DELL AND SQNS, YORK STREET 
COVENT GARDEN. 

1876 . 



bonbon : 

PRIXTKD BY WTfiLI AM CIA)WES AND SONS, 
J STAMFORD SlURl-T ANJ> CHARING CROSS- 



CONTENTS OF YOL. II. 


XI/. — The Conspiracy of the Fazzi .. 

, , 

I'ACV 

1 

XIII. — Don Garcia .. 

• • • • 


r> 7 

^XIV. — Saul 



.. 10V 

XV. — Aais .. 



.. 165 

XVI. — SoFlIONIBRA .. 



.. 219 

XVII. — The First Brutus .. 



.. 261 

XVIII.— Myrrh a 



.. 311 

XIX.— The Second Brutus 



.. 3 65 


POSTHUMOUS TRAGEDIES. 

XX. — Anton v and Cleopatra .. .. .. .. 41v) 

XXI. — Abel 469 

XXII. — Alcestis II. .. .. .. .. 525 




XII. 

THE CONSPIRACY OF THE PAZZI 


THE ARGUMENT. 

Tm, well-known* family of"tlio IJedici presided for many 
years over the destinies* of Florence. T1 jl<* famous Lorenzo 
do* Modj^i, commonly called The Magnificent, who Was 
born in 1448, succeeded his father Piero in 1469. His 
brother Julian, who was five years younger than himself, 
was afterwards associated with him in the government of 
the Republic, and they Were ruling it together at the date 
of the tragedy (1478) to the satisfaction, as history tells 
us, of the majority of its inhabitants, but to the ill-con- 
cealed dislike of some who feared, justly or otherwise, foi 
the independence of their country. Conspicuous amongst 
theso last was the distinguished family of the Pazzi, one 
of whom, Raymond, had married Bianca, the sister ol 
Lorenzo and Julian ; whilst tho head of the family was 
Raymond’s father, Guglielmo. These are tho two Pazzi 
who wore concerned in the conspiracy (ilhough the actual 
conspirators, according to history, were Giocopo, tho 1te>d 
hoad of tho family, and kta two nephews Francesco and Gug- 
lielmo, who — and not Raymond— was Bianca’s husband). 
Tho remaining personage in the play, besides the members 
of tho two families of Medici and Pazzi, is Salviati, Arch- 
bjphop of Pisa, who, notwithstanding his holy functions, 
ia shown by the history of tho time to have been* one of 
the chief actors in the conspiracy. 

The first Act opens with tho lamentations addressed 
by Raymond to his father Guglielmo at tho tyranny of tho 
Medici, and his regie ts at having allied himself with them 
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by marriage. His father urges on him prudence and 
patience, but implies that he will be ready hereafter, if 
necessary, to co-operate with him in procuring redress* 
When Bianca presently sees her husband, she suspects 
from his manner that so n^ calamity is impending, and 
tries to reconcile him to her brothers, but announces that 
in the event of hostility between them she will side with 
him rather than with them. 

Lorenzo and Julian next confer together. The former 
urges the necessity of stern action in order to root out the 
seeds of disaffection. Julian, who is of a gentler nature, 
is in favor of a milder course. They agree in thinking 
that Raymond is their most dangerous enemy. The two 
Pazzi then obtain an interview with them. The father 
begs them not to take the hostile step ascribed to them of 
deposing Raymond from the post of Gonfaloniere. Ray- 
mond howover uses haughty languago to them, denounces 
them as tyrants, and proudly departs. Lorenzo advises 
Guglielmo to induce his son to change his course of action, 
which can only end in his ruin. Bianca joins her brothers, 
but cannot bring about a reconciliation between them and 
Raymond. 

At tho third Act Salviati appearb, and informs Raymond 
of the approach of the forces sent by King Ferdinand and 
blessed by Pope Sixtus IV., intended to assist in the over- 
throw of tho Medici. Raymond tells him that he has not 
yet initiated his aged father in tho conspiracy, owing to 
his vacillating character. Guglielmo enters, and, overcome 
by the arguments of Salviati and Raymond, at length 
agrees to join th£ enterprise. 

The Medici have now learnt of the arrival of Salviati at 
.Florence, and Julian sends for Guglielmo, hoping to extract 
from him information as to what is going on, and in the end 
rhe latter promises to induce his son to go into voluntary 
exile. Lorenzo enters, and desires his brother to accompany 
him at once against the hostile invaders. Raymond aka 
Salviati now tell Guglielmo the details of the plot and the 
arrangements made lor slaying both Lorenzo and Julian 
in tho church, whore they are to go to ask for a messing 
Ian their arms. , Raymond announces his intention of 
striking the first blow at Julian, whom he expects to find 
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wearing, from his timid nature, a coat of jnail ; whilst 
Salviati exults in the thought of killing Lorenzo with a 
dagger blessed for the purpose by the Pope. 

A touching scene takes place d the beginning of Act V. 
between Bianca and Raymond. ; .From the disturbed night 
ho has passed, she is certain that a catastrophe is at hand. 
He discloses nothing to her, but departs to fulfil his part 
in the conspiracy, leaving her with his father, who tolls her 
what is passing and the danger in which, on the one hand, 
he and her husband are placed, and on the other Lorenzo 
and Julian. Just then tne bell tolls, which he knows to 
be the signal for him to joimthe conspirators. Ho departs, 
and Raymond, enters; dangerously wounded. He tells her 
that he has slain Julian, and in his blind fury inflicted a 
dreadful blow on himself also. Lorenzo appears in the 
last scene with his soldiers, and Guglielmo is brought iif, 
chained. Lorenzo announces that Salviati and the other 
conspirators have been all killed and the plot defeated, 
whilst Guglielmo is only to live long enough to see the 
previous death of his son. Raymond stabs himself with a 
dagger which he had concealed, and throws it to his father, 
inviting him to follow his example ; but Lorenzo snatches 
it from his hand, and orders him off to ignominious 
execution. Bianca clings to the neck of her dead husband, 
though he has slain her brother, and the curtain falls. 


The published dedication of this play to Gori Gandcllini 
(see post) differs altogether from its original dedication 
to him during his lifetime. In the latter, the poot states 
that he dedicates to him 44 this liberty-breathing tragedy ” 
because he is the only one of his contemporaries iittod both 
to appreciate it and to be one of its personages, and that, 
if he were willing, he would have yielded to him the part 
®f Raymond, although he was a Tuscan of the eighteenth 
century. 

Cesarotti, in a long letter to Alfieri dated Sept. 1785, 
tells htm that, although this play is remarkable for the 
force of its characters, and worthy of Tacitus and Machia- 
vejli for its politics, it sins in its subject, and that the 
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characters of the Pazzi are unduly and unliistorically 
raised above those of the Medici. Bianca ho looks on as 
an unnecessary and therefore cold personage, who produces 
no influence on the plot of the play. 

Alfieri himself, whilst admitting various defects in it, 
was proud of it, tod says that “on no account in the 
world would he not have written it.” He admits that the 
third and fifth Acts are the only indispensable ones, and 
that the first and second Acts contain nothing but small 
talk ( chiacchierd ). He thinks that the characters of Ray- 
mond and Lorenzo are the best. Sismondi says that the 
catastrophe is e^riiShg,* and pjfeises the character of Bianca. 
Schldgel does hot like the play. 



DEDICATION 


fO THE FRIEND OF MY HEART* 

FRANCESCO GOBI GAI0BI&BII, 

CITIZEN OF SIENNA, DEAD. 


Beloved and adored shade of the best, of the only true 
and warm friend that I ever had, or ever shall have ; I 
dedicate to thee this tragedy, far less mine than thine ; 
Bince it contains nothing but the quintessence (perhaps 
weakly, but truly expressed) of thy strong and sublime 
sentiments. Destined to thee while alivo, I dared not, 
notwithstanding, dedicate it to thee, because the receiving 
it might be imputed to thee as a crime. 

To thy happy shade, which, leaving me in tears, smiles 
at all frivolous worldly animosities, I now then dedicate 
it securely. 

Vittorio Alfieri. 

Paris, December 20, 1787. 




THE CONSPIRACY OF THE PAZZI. 


DRAMATIS TERSONiE. 
Lorknzo. Raymond. 

J ULIAN. DAL VI ATI. 

Bianca. Soldiers, 

Guglielho. 


Scene. — The State Palace in Florence . 


ACT I. 

Scene I. 

GUGUELMO, RAYMOND. 

Ray . To suffer, always suffer ? 0 my father, 

Is this the only counsel thou canst give me ? 

Art thou becomo so thoroughly a slave, 

That thou no longer feel’st the heavy wrongs, 

The insults of the Medici’s harsh yoke ? 

Gu. 0 son, I feel all keenly ; and far more 
The common danger than my private wrongs. 

But yet, what should I do ? To such a*pitch 
Florence by party-spirit is reduced, 

That the most inoffensive word may lie 
Fatal to us, propitious to our tyrants. 

0 sickly state ! it is too evident, 

That thou canst now change only for the worse. 

# Ray. Ah ! tell me, where is now the state ? Or how, 
If one there be, it can be worse?' Can we 
Be said to live? Live those, who, full of fear, 

And abject, and suspicious, drag along 
Their infamous and pining days ? To us 
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What harm can now aiise ? That in the place 
Of shameful, and inefficacious tears, 

"Blood should perchance he shed ? And what ? Dost thou 
Call shedding blood the greatest injury? 

Thou, who, a tlicttipand times, with noble joy, 

To me, a child, the ancient finals Vocalledst, 

And oxccratcdst these degen’rate days ; 

Thou now, like ev’ry vulgar citizen, * 

Submittest to the yoke thy passive neck ? 

Gu, There was a time, I seek not to deny it, 

When, all impatient at our many wrongB, 

And full of angei , and elastic spirits, 

I vould have sacrificed, without a thought, 

My wealth, my honors, and my life, to crush 
The usurpation of now tyrants,* raised 
On our misfortunes . to the fire of youth 
All things seem easy ; so they seem’d to me. 

But, finding to mv great designs few friends. 

And thoso few friends of wav’ring constancy ; 

Beholding ev’ry year that tyranny 
Its roots struck ever deeper in this boil ; 

Aitfd being, too, a father ; all induced me, 

To safer, but less elevated schemes, 

To turn my thoughts. The tyrants wbuld have found 
In mo a weak, and ineffectual foe : 

Hence sought I their alliance. I bestow’d 
On thee their sibter’* hand. Since we no more 
Flourish’d beneath the shade of libeity ; 

I hence would see thee, and thy future sons, 

Placed in the covejt of the plumes, at least, 

Of tyranny’s audacious, spreading wings. 

Bay, Protection infamous, and insecure. 

Bianca, though the sister of the tyrants, 

1h thence not insry^prtablo to me ; 

Her, and the sond whom she to me has given, 

Though nephews of the tyrants, hold I 
Mj blameless wife ^blameomt'fpr he/br<rfhers ; 

Thyself I blame alohe, for having mix’d 1 
Their blood with Ours. O father. In this act 
I would Hot thwart thy purpose : but, at last 
Thou dee’st the fruits of suen servility ; 
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SC. I.] . 

By this alliance thou didst hope to reap 

Both powV And honor ; and we thence have reap’d 

Contempt, disparagement, and infamy. 

The citizens abhor us, and with reason ; 

We aro the tyrants’ kiusft&fc : thence haw# they 
Exchanged their haired of d® for contempt 
And wo, who were pot citissjfos, deserve it. 

6u. Thou hadst found mo, in other climes, 0 so n, 

A spur to dcods illustrious, not a check. 

What it has cost my not ignoble heart 
To smother indignation, and to feign 
An insincere attachment, thou thyself 
Canst best conceive. E’en from thy infancy 
I have, ’tis true, discover’d in thy lioart 
The seeds of an impatient? liberty ; 

At times, I muBt confess, I saw with joy 
This of thy soul ; but far more oft 
I luv*ardly regretted, whon in thee 
I contemplated afterwards a soul 
Too fre? and lofty. Thence it eeem’d to me 
That the consummate sweetness of Bianca 
Was not ill qualified to mitigate 
Tliy perilous impetuosity : 

At length thou wert a father ; and art still so, 

Ab I am to my sorrow . . . Ah ! that I 
Had never been so ! Then at once with her. 

And for her, had my oouutry seen mo die.^ 

Bay. And yet thou madest me a father, 'whetfif 
To be a father, is to be a slave ? 

Qu. But then lnast our servitude was doubtful . . . 
Bay, Our infamy indeed was less confirm’d «. , . 

On, ’Tis true * I hoped, since to our 6&mmon wrongs 
All remedies we#*o fruitless and too late. 

That thou mighVpt pass thy days in quT^opss, 

Blest in a father’s and a husband’s feeling*? * . . 

Bay . But, eWth&pgh l Were sprung from other nlood, 
(Tan any man live in jaecurity# f ' , ^ 

In suoh a place, as husband and as father? 

I was nfct, no, assuredly to these > * 

Vain trappings of Vain magistracy, bom* 

Which make him seepytb? first, who is the last. 
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For this, perchance, the tyrants have to-day 
Assay’d to take them from me : trappings thgfee, 

So much the more disgraceful, as they are 
The cloak of simulated liberty. 

'Twas infamous to clothe me with them ; now 
’Twill be as infamous to rob me of them : 

0 cursed destiny ! 

Qu. Report of this 

Is spread : it even reach’d my ears ; but I 
Cannot believe it, no . . . 

Bay. Why not believe it ? 

Have not they shown us more offensive insults ? 
Possessions soized, dost thou no more remember, 

And statutes changed, alone to aim at us? 

Since we ignobly made ourselves their kinsmon. 
We’ve always been more exquisitely injured. 

Ou . Hear me, 0 son : and to my hoary age, 

My long experience, trust. The just disdain, 

Which in the deep recesses of my heart 

1 also cherish, with rash impotence 
Exhaust not thou : we yet awhile may bear : 

I ne’er can think that thoy would take from thee 
A dignity conferr’d, whate’er it be. — 

But yet, should they all bounds of silff’rance pass, 
Be silent thou : full oft rovengeful words 
Defeat revengeful deeds. A lofty vengeance 
Is the sure daughter of a lofty silence. 

The courteous carriage of the tyrants tow’rds us 
Gives thee a lesson in the art of hating. 

Meanwhile, 0 soj, I would alone exhort, 

And teach thee, to endure ... Nor afterwards, 

Shall I disdain, if one day it be needful, 

To learn from thee how to direct the blow* 

% * ,iA 

SciJtK II. 

t . 

Raymond. 

Bay. ...I dare not trust in Jfc^m . . . Let Salviati 
First to these shores return, -^-My father now 
Discovers nothing of my purposes ; 

He knows not that to-day it pleases me 
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More to exasperate than soothe these tyrants. — 

Ah father ! wouldst thou fain now be to me 
A teacher of endurance? Art thou ho, 

Than whom thy country formerly had not 
A more intrepid champion ? How propense, 

Chilly old-age, art thou to servitude ! — 

Ah ! if nought else by length of years is leamM, 

But how to tremble, to obey, to suffer, 

In silence to endure ; rather than learn 
Such abject arts, 111 choose a bitter death. 

Scene III. 

BIANCA, KAYM0XD. 

Bi. Consort, at last I find thee. Ah, with whom 
Wouldst thou fain be, if still from me thou flicst ? 

Bay. Here, with my father, I at length conversed 
A short time since : but 1 have not thence gain’d 
Alleviation to my wrongs. 

Bi. Ho is, 

Though good in all things else, the best of fathers : 

He fears not for himself ; but all his fears 
Are for his children roused. The good old man 
Smothers, for us, the anger in his breast : 

Believe not, no, that valor is exhausted, 

Or intrepidity in him subdued : 

Ah ! suffer then that I repeat it to thee ; 

Ho is the best of fathers. * 

Bay . 0 ! perchance, 

Thou wouldst acquaint me that I am no^ like him? 

Thou know’st, if nothing else avail’d, thy prayers 
Wore ever potent t6 restrain my wrath ; 

Thy prayers alone, Bianca, thy chaste lovp, 

And thy maternal fears. I have ^tee^'d thee 
Companion sweet, not sister, ofjgjp fctfe . . . 

? ut, does it seem to thee, to-da^lfehai still 
ought to hold my peace? to-day, decreed 
To see the forfeiture without just cause 
Of thisnny rank among tbe'|i^bpfe ? when 
We’re doom’d as fugitives this dwelling, 

Asylum sacred once to puWicireedom ? 
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Bi. Mighty they are ; what boots it then with words 
To anger those who answer not, but act ? 

Thy silence, better far than menaces, 

Might now appease them. 

May. And would I appease them ? . . . 

— But, to appoaso them nothing now avails 

Bi. Nothing? Is not my blood the saim as theirs? . . . 
Bay. I know it ; and I griove for it ; be silent ; 

Becall it not to mind. 

Bi. And what? For this, 

Art thou, or hast thou been, less dear to me ? 

Am not I ready, if to bear their sway 
Is irksome to thee, wheresoe’er tliou wilt 
To follow thee? or, if thy haughty soul 
Scorns hot to have in me a means of peace, 

Am I less ready for thyself to speak, 

To weop, to pray, and even, if I ought, 

By dint of force to make my brothers yield ? 

Bay. To pray for me? and whom to pray to? tyrants? — 
Canst thou intend it, madam? and canst thou 
Expect that I permit it ? 

Bi. Riches, power, 

Arms, partisans, hast thou, whence openly 
Thou canst make head against them r . . . 

Bay. In my breast 

A hate I cherish, equal to their hate ; 

Courage superior far. 

Bi. Alas ! what say’st thou ? 

Wouldst thou perchance attempt ? ... Ah I thou mayst 
lose • 

Father, jand consort, children, honor, life ? 4 » 

And what canst thou acquire ? Within thy heart 
The flatt’ring expectation chcrishjiflt : 

No genuine wish in this vile peopfo lives 
For pristine porfect liberty : from me 
Trust this assertion. ?Tnwt to mej ^ born, 

And in the lap of nascent tyranny " r 
Brought up, all its dependencies well know. 

Tools thou wilt find by thoue&ads and bv thousands, 

In their discourse ferocious^ ifi, their deeds 
Contemptible, in time of danger Nothing ; 
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Or skilful only in betraying thee. 

I am not so unnatural and cruel. 

As to abhor my brothers ; yet far less 
Have they been loved by mo, since I have seen 
Their arrogance tow’rds thee ; that arrogance 
Galls my afflicted spirit. If I am 
CompellVl by thee to make the fatal choice 
Twixt theo and them ; by thee I am a mother, 

Thy wife am I, thou art oppress’d ; I cannot, 

Nor ought to hesitate. Hut thou, awhile, 

Do thou resolve on naught : the enterprise 
To make thee, if not happy, safe at least, 

Leave thou to me ; let me at least attempt it. 

Or do I not pcrchanco yet fully know h 
How I, the consort of a citizen, 

Ought to address a tyrant ? Yet perchance 
Do T not know how far I may unite 
To not invalid reasons, lofty prayers ? 

I am a mother, sister, wife ; in whom, 

If not in me, canst thou confide ? 

Boy. 0 Heav’ns ! 

Madam, thy words afflict mo. Fcace would I 
Also obtain ; but, not with infamy. 

What to thy brothers couldst thou say for mo ? 

That I deserve not insults ? Well they know it ; 

Hence they insult mo : That T brook Dot wrongs? 

Why make that known which only from my lips 
They ought to know ? 

Bi. Ah ! ... if to them thou speakest, . . • 

Alas ! . . . • 

Bay. ‘WhaltTeay’st thou ? True it is, that I 
Can never change myjoul ; but, if I will, 

1 can be silent. Thottj beloved Bianca, 

Thou, and my sons, are always in my thoughts : 

Impetuous, intolerant, audacious 
If 1 was born, yet not on this account 
Do I let slip a word by accident : 

Composp thyself ; 1 also wish for peace. 

Bi. 'fret from thy countenance do I infer 
Thy heart is shaken by a frightful storm . . . 

In thee I no forerunners see pf peace. 
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Bay . I am not joyful ; but in me suspect not 
Cruel designs. 

Bi. I fear ; yet know not why . . . 

Bay . Because thou lov’st me. 

Bi. Ileav’ns ! and with what 

love ! . . . 

Ah ! if the path that leads to genuine glory 
Were open’d to thee now ! . . . But we are doom’d 
To drag out life in a corrupted age : 

Submission is our glory ; and self-love 
Our only virtue. What wouldst thou effect? 

One man could not regenerate a people ; 

And coadjutors hero thou wilt not find. 

Bay . Hence I pine inwardly, and hence . . . am silent. 
Bi. Come then ; and let us elsewhere turn our steps : 
My brothers sometimes place their judgment-seat 
In these apartments . . . 

Bay. This is the retreat, 

I know, in which to lying praise their ears 
They open, and their bosoms close to pity. 

Bi. Come then with me ; and mingle with the poison 
That subtly creeps through ev'ry throbbing vein, 

Some soothing balsam. Thou hast not to-day 
Embracod our children yet. Ah come, I pray thee : 

And with their innocent and silent kisses 
Let them, far better than I can with words, 

Remind thee that thou art a father still. 

Bay. Ah, could I, as to-day I recollect 
The name of father, that of man forget ! — 

But, let us now depart. — Thou shalt have proof 
Whether my children are beloved by i#ie.— 

Ah, thou know’st not (and mayst thou never know !) 

To what extremities his children drive 
A real father ; how he may be goaded 
To their destruction by excessive love. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. 

JULIAN, LORENZO. 

Lo. Brother, what boots it ? Thou hast hitherto 
Trusted to me : does it now seem to thee 
That, by my means, our pow’r has been diminish'd ? 
Thou talkest of restraining men : are these 
Restraint ? If such had met with tolerance, 

Say : had wo risen to our prcsont greatness ? 

Ju. ’Tis true, Lorenzo, a benignant star 
Shines on us hitherto. We owe in part 
To fortune our advancement ; but still more 
To our forefathers' lofty counsels owe it. 

Cosmo possess’d the state, but he possess’d it 
Undor the semblance of a private man. 

Nor are the fetters yet so iirmly fix’d. 

That with the outside form of royalty 
We may securely grasp them. Let us leave 
To fools, who form the multitude, the vain 
Appearances of thoir lost liberty. 

In its commencement, arbitrary powor, 

Tho less it is display’d, is more confirm’d. 

Lo, We, Julian, have not yet the apex reach’d : 

It is the time to dare, and not to weigh. 

Cosmo already centred in himself 
His universal country, and by all, 

As with one voice, was welcomed as a father. 

Little or nothing* to* the complex fabric 
Our sire, Piero, added : adverse fate 
Quickly cut short the few and feeble days 
That he survived his sire : he added little ; 

But meanwhilo he to Cosmo next succeeding, 

JYe to Piero, something is obtain’d 
In making thus the citizens respect 
Hereditary right. Our foes thenceforward 
Have Been each day dispersed, enfeebled, slain ; 

Our friends are forced or train'd to yield obedience : 
Naw, when all things invite us to complete 
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Cosmo’s magnanimous designs, shall we 
Be self-defeated by our cowardice ? 

Ju t Wisely we ought to bring it to an end ; 

But in a manner moderate and humane. 

Where gentle measures may effect our ends, 

With cautious speed, inflexible, yet mild ; 

And, when ’tis neodful, sparingly severe. 

Brother, believo me ; to eradicate 
Those seeds of liberty, by nature placed 
In ev’ry human breast, no little art, 

And management, besides a length of time, 

Are requisite : these seeds may be suppress’d, 

By spilling human blood, but not extinguish’d; 

And oftentimes from blood they shoot again 
With greater energy . . . 

Lo . And do I wish 

To shed the blood of these ? The axe in Rome 
Was Sylla’s instrument ; but e’en the rod 
Is too imposing hero : my words alone 
Suffice to make them tremble. 

Ju. Blind reliance! 

Ivnowest thou not, that none are to be fear’d 
Like men enslaved ? Sylla dismiss’d his guards, 

Yet hence was he not slain ; but girt with arms, 

With satellites, and mercenary spies, 

Nero, Domitian, and Caligula, 

And many others that have ruled o’er slaves, 

By their own minions butcher’d, fell ignobly. — 

Why irritate those who obey already ? 

Obtain fchy end by other means. ’Tis true, 

The people here were never wholly free ; 

But notwithstanding never slaves to one. — 

Thou shouldst benumb their minds ; and utterly 
Enervate their affections ; each high thought 
Subtly eradicate : abolish virtue, 

(If it exists), or turn it to a jest ; 

Install among thy creatures the most pliant ; 

Degrade the falsely proud, by giving honors ; 

Declaim in lofty and imposing tones 
Of clemency, of country, glory, laws, 

And citizens ; and, more than aught besides, 
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Affect equality with thy inferiors. — 

Behold the mighty means, by which in each 
Are changed, by little and by little, firet 
The feelings, then the customs, thence the laws ; 
Then the deportment of the ruler ; last, 

That which alone remains to change, his name. 

Lo . Our ancestors with happy auspices 
Already have adopted all these measures : 

The foolish quarrels of the citizens, 

If now a link is wanting to the chain, 

♦Should fabricate that link. One, only one. 

Openly dares, in short, to brave our power ; 

And ought he to he fear’d ? 

J )i . Fere »ci o us s< >n 

Of disaffected father, Baymond gives 
Just ground for apprehension . . . 

Lo. Botli should he 

f (And to tin’s project 1 address myself; 

[ Blasted by scorn ; e’en a revenge like that 
, Would be indeed delightful . . . 

“ Ju. And not safe. 

Lo. Great as the project is, my mind is fix’d.. 

: 1 from his rank will hurl that haughty youth; 

' And suffer him to scatter at his will 
Seditious words in vain : thus all shall see 
l How thoroughly 1 scorn his menaces. 

; Ju. A foe offended, and not slain? At this, 

| What bosom, e’en though mail’d with triple steel, 

; Would tremble not? Shouldst thou make him a foe 
! Whom thou eouldst extirpate? Why give* him thus, 
! Thyself, incautiously, so many pretexts 
f To agitate the state? Why make him thus 
The head, and loader of the malcontents V 
I And they are num’rous ; many, many more 
\ Than thou snspcctest. Open force they have not ' 

\ I trust that it is so : but who will guard 
[ Our back from treason ? Will suspicion, say, 

1 Suffice for this? It may suffice to spoil 
Our quiet, not to give security. 

Lo. Audacity will be our best defence : 

Audacity, which is to daring breasts 
VOL. 1J. 
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At onco a sword, and intellect, and shield. 

By silence, I’ll invite to now offences 
Tlie daring youthful rebel. Injured then, 

Not slain by those who might have slain him, he 
Will be the scorn of those whom now he loads. 


Scene II. 

LORENZO, JULIAN, GUGLIELMO, RAYMOND. 

Gu. Follow me now, 0 son ; and, I beseech thee. 
Sillier me here to speak alone. — 0 ye, 

(For yet I know not by what epithet 
I should accost you) in a suppliant posture, 

Behold me here your once implacable, 

And bitter enemy. I know that better, 

Better adapted to my age infirm, 

Would free expressions be, and freer deeds ; 

Nor with my naturo, though I use them, do 
These servilo ones accord. But 1 am not 
The only one remaining of my house ; 

Whence to.your fortune, and to tyrannous 
And hase necessity, 1 long have yielded 
Myself.miy life, my substance, and iny honor. 

My children, all did I confide to you ; 

Nor was I more reluctant to obey, 

Than others were. Thence can i scarce believe? 
That which is now reported ; that yo mean 
With wrongs unmerited to injure Kaymond, 

And me in him.* But, if indeed ’tis true, 

May I demand of you the cause of this ? 

Ju. Why from thy son dost thou not first demand 
The cause of his deportment, of his language? . . . 

Bay. I’ll not refuse to give account to him : 

Nor can I over meet with those, to whom 
I would more freely, than to you, confess 
My purposes . . . 

Lo. Thy purposes I know. — 

But, I would teach thee, that, if thou wouldst cops 
With those in pow’r, there’s need of enterprise 
Proportion’d to thy envy ; and, not less, 
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Strength to that lofty enterprise proportion’d. 

Say : fares it so with thee ? 

On. I hitherto 

Am chief of all our race ; nor is there one 
Who dares to move, if I precede him not. 

I speak of deeds. What? do ye in addition 
Pretend to sit in judgment on our thoughts? 

Are ineffectual words high treason here ? 

Are we so far advanced? — if rights like these 
Arc in you, I would ask you : What are ye. 

That men may loam more abjectly to fear ? 

Bay. What are they? Dost thou ask it? Do not 
they 

Tremendously, though tacitly, express it 
Upon their cruel and imperious faces ? — 

Yes, they are all ; and nothing we. 

Ju. We are 

The fearless guardians of the sacred laws ; 

We are exterminating flames from Heaven 
To culprits like thyself ; but, to the good, 

Heart-cheoring benefactors. 

Lo. In one w T ord, 

Stich are we, as to hold thee in contempt. 

Our will to thee assign’d the gonfalon ; 

Another will of ours, more just, recalls it. 

With honor undeserved invested by us, 

Thou askest by what right we gave it tliee ? 

Bay. Who knows it not? It was your terror gave it ; 
Your terror takes it from me : to yourselves 
Terror is law supreme and deity. * » 

What attribute of kings do ye possess not ? 

Already ye possess the public hate, 

Their cruel artifice, their frantic vices, 

Their infamous contrivances. Ye tread 
The gen’rous path trod by your ancestors : 

Proceed, O valiant ones, with spreading sails, 

While prosp’rous gales befriend you. Not wealth only, 

But life and honor ye will take away 

From thbso who give you umbrage : the sublime, 

And only right to your authority, 

Froyi waste of blood arises. Greatly dare : 

c 2 
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And try to imitate the many tyrants, 

By whom down -trodden Italy is scourged . . . 

Gu . My son, thou dost exceed all hounds. ’Tis true, 
That it is lawful for each man to speak 
His thoughts, while these have not thrown off the name 
Of citizens ; but we . . . 

Lo. Too late thou’rt cautious : 

Thy time hast thou ill chosen to restrain him. 

Fret not thyself; his words are thy begetting. 

Leave him to speak : on us depends to hear him. 

Ju . Audacious youth, minds ill-disposed already, 

What boots it to exasperate ? ’T would bo 

The best for thee spontaneously to quit 

The gonfalon, which in contempt of us 

Thou w ouldes t keep in vain ; thou seecst well . . . 

Hay. Am I so vile, as to deserve these insults? 

Hear me : these arts successfully perchance 
May he adopted to ensure command, 

But cannot gain obedience. If I yield, 

1 yield alone to force. Honor sometimes 
Is by submission gain'd, if we indeed 
Submit to nothing but to absolute, 

And dire necessity. — It pleases me, 

As I have told you mine, to hear your thoughts. 

Now, new means to new violence I wait 
To see, and be it wha+ it may, I swear 
That 1 will be of rising tyranny 
The victim, yes, but not the instrument. 

Scene 111. 

LORENZO, JULIAN, GUGLIETJ10. 

Lo . Go ; if thou carest for thy son, pursue him : 

To fit his conduct better to the times, 

Instruct him ; and to this do thou thyself, 

By thy example, aid him. Equally 
With him indeed thou hatost us, yet thou 
Hast yielded to us, and dost yield : engraft 
Thy own discretion on his headstrong will. 

1 do not e’en pretend regard for you ; 

111 have ye feign'd ; and nothing it annoys me : 
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Hate, but obey ; and in obeying, tremble. 

Go thou, and tell to this thy make-believe 
And pigmy Brutus, that his prototype, 

The genuine Brutus, fell in vain with Rome. 

Gu . T see my son wants caution. Yet I always 
Appliod to him a father’s wise reproofs ; 

I preach endurance ; but he learns it not. 

This is an art to which wo’vo not been used : 

Failings of youth are worthy of excuse ; 

He will amend. — But thou, O Julian, thou 
Who art with honors and prosperity 
Intoxicated less, thy brother soften ; 

And make him recollect, that if a Brutus 
Fail’d to regen’ rate Homo, yet many others 
Were, sacrificed, ere Rome and Brutus fell. 

ticKNB IV. 

LOKKXZO, JULLAN. 

Ju. Heard’st thou how these address us? . . . 

Lo . Yes, I hear. 

They’re garrulous, and thence I fear them less. 

Ju. One may hatch plots . . . 

Lo. But few will follow him . . . 

Ju. Raymond may ho that one. 

Lo. That he may be 

That one, is what I hope. I fully know 
His courage, his resources, and his force: 

Ho may attempt, but he will ne’er succeed : 

What can I wish for more? I look to liifn, 

Hoping that ho our mandate may transgress. 

Let him attempt it; we at once will thwart him. 

Each hostile enterprise confirms our power, 

And to our just revenge at once prepares 
An ample field for action. In calm seas 
Progress is difficult ; the earliest storm 
Will drive our vessel to the wish’d-for port. 

Ju. To wish for all at onco, often at once 
Causes^the loss of all. All danger’s doubtful ; 

Nor ho who fills the throne should e’er permit 
Ev$n the thought to cross his subjects’ minds, 
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That he’s assailable by other men. 

The multitude’s opinion, which esteems 
Our breasts invulnerable, is itself 
The very panoply that makes them so. 

Woe, if we leave the passage to our hearts 
Once obvious to the point of rebels’ swords ! 

A day will come when it will penetrate, 

And find a passage to the very hilt. 

To-day, 0 brother, credence give to me ; 

No, our authority put not to proof, 

Nor their rovcngo. Ah, yield thyself to me. 

Lo. To reason I am always wont to yiold ; 

And this I hope to prove to thee. — But see, 

Bianca comes to us in tears : how painful 

Tis, her laments to hear ! . . . yet we must hear them. 

Scene V. 

BIANCA, LOKENZO, JULIAN. 

Bi. And is it true, 0 brothers ? Is’fc your will 
To show yourselves to me oppressive lords, 

Rather than brothers ? Yet, if I to you 
Was ever dear, I am your sister still ; 

And ye to Raymond gavo me : is it ye 
Who thus are first to wound him ? 

Lo . Hast thou now 

Become, Bianca, to thy blood so hostile, 

That thou no more discornest equity ? 

Hast thou with Raymond learn’d so much to hate us, 

That now our hearts are known to thoe no longer V 

All that we wish to do is to defeat 

nis malice by our measures. Gentle means, 

Far gentler than he merits, we adopt, 

To obviate further mischief; this believe. 

Bi. Dear arc ye to me, brothers ; he to mo 
Is also dear : I would do all for peace. 

If he already was your foe, why did yo 
Give mo to him in marriage? If ye gavo me 
To him, why then insult him afterwards ? 

Ju. We hoped that thou at least wouldst bo a check 
To his temerity . . . 
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Lo. But hoped in vain : 

For such is Raymond, that ’twere easier far 
To kill him than to change him. 

Bi. But have ye 

Ever tow’rds him the manners used, that change 
A free, unconquer’d heart ? If you it grieves 
Not to bo loved by him, who, save yourselves. 
Prohibits his affection ? 

Lo. 0 my sister, 

How has the traitor utterly transfused 
His poison in thy heart ! IIo hath estranged 
Thee, our own sister, from all duteous thoughts ; 
Guess, then, how banofully his hostile words 
Will operate else whore. 

Bi. I might behold 

With some complacency your sovereign power. 

If one man I beheld, one, otily one, 

From your ferocious tyranny exempt ; 

And if that one were Raymond : ho, to whom, 
By an indissoluble sacred tie. 

Ye have united me ; with whom I’ve lived 
Inseparably join’d for many years, 

With whom I suffer, and with whom endure 
A thousand injuries ; to whom, moreover, 
Pledges of love and of eternal faith, 

(Unhappy mother!) J have giv’n already 
Too numerous and dear a progeny : — 

Raymond, to whom Pm ready to yield all. 

Ju. To take from him his office, is to wrest 
The pow’r of self-destruction from his ha^ds, 
Rather than that of injuring oursolvos. 

It would become thee well to l>e the first 
To lead him to renounce it . . . 

Bi. Ah ! I see, 

I manifestly see, by difFrent means, 

How to one end yo hasten. Of your views 
f was the earliest victim ; I was not 
To real peace, but to delay’d revenge, 

A sacrifice. 0, well ye understood 

To ape at once the hearts and pow’r ; of kings. 

With those resembling you, all ties of blood 
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Are treated with derision . . . Hapless I ! 

Why had I not discover’d this before ! 

Why knew it not bofore I was a mother ? . . . 

But such I am ; a lover, and a wifo . . . 

Lo. I cannot blamo thy grief ; . . . but longer now 
We cannot hear it. — Brother, let us go 
Whither our duty summons us. — And thou, 

Who dcem’st us tyrants in thy heart, think not 
Of that which he has lost, but rather think 
Of that which, nothing meriting, he keeps. 

Scene VI. 

1ST A NO A. 

Bi. . . . Not to deprive ; behold the gift of kings ! — 
With them my tears are vain : their hearts arc mail’d 
In adamant. Let me return once more 
To hapless Raymond : he at least beholds 
My tears without contempt. Who knows? Porchanoo 
My griefs may thus be lighten’d . . . Why perchance !r 
Can there be doubt of this ? We should behold 
Each father promptly for his children’s sake 
Resign his life, before a single prince 
Would to the tears of all, much less n sister’s, 

Sacrifice e’en one miserable whim. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. 

RAYMOND, SALVIATL 

Sal. Behold me here : this is the day appointed : 
I come ; and bring with me whate’er I promised. 
Already to the herders of Etruria 
Warriors advance in arms; King Ferdinand 
Pays them, the Roman Sixtus blesses them ; 

Ere they proceed, they wait to hear from us 
The signal of attack. Now say, hast thou 
All the assistance promised in these walls? 

Bay. My arm has long been ready for the blow : 
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And I have store of others also ready : 

But, whom to strike, or where, or how, or whey, 

Thoy know not ; nor befits it that they know. 

To the great undertaking yet is. wanting 
Its chief: iny aged father, Guglielmo, 

Tie who alone could the attempt inspirit, 

Knows nothing of it : to revengeful words 

His ears aro closed ; and thou wilt hear him speak 

Of suiT ranee yet. My thoughts are known to him ; 

For ill I hide them ; further knows he nothing : 

F deem’d it wisest to conceal from him 
This our conspiracy till thou cam’st hither. 

Sal . What say’st thou ? Nothing Guglielmo knows ? 
And tlii nicest thou that, at the close of day, 

He should bo ignorant of what ho’s destined 
To-morrow to accomplish ? 

Bay. Thinkest thou 

That it were wise to risk so great a secret? 

That to a man, (though enterprising once,) 

Infirm from years, ’twere wise to grant one night 
To after-thonghts ? Beyond a few brief hours 
Audacity dwells not in empty veins ; 

Prudence comes soon; irresolutiou thence, 
Procrastination and inconstancy. 

And the infecting others with alarm ; 

And, ’midst these doubts and fears, the enterprise, 

The time for its completion, and the wrath 
Ensuring its success, dissolve away, 

And guilty shame at last o crwhelms the whole. 

Sal. But how ? detests he not the dreadful yoke? 
And shares he not the gcn’ral indignation? . . . 

Bay. He hates it, but he fears more than he hates ; 
And thence he vacillates eternally 
’Twixt anger and dismay. Now he controls 
His wholesomo indignation, and he prays, 

And waits for, and half hopes for, better times ; 
l^nd now, as by a fatal flash reveal’d, 

The truth at once on his bewilder’d mind 
Bursts JTor tli, and all the heaviness he feols 
Of his unworthy chains ; yot dares not burst them. 

He was indeed incensed beyond all bounds 
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At the last outrage, which I would incur 
At all events. The useless gonfalon 
Which I have lost to-day, let others gain. 

I have, with many and repeated insults, 

Myself compell’d the tyrants to resume 
The honor they bestow’d. Yet not the less 
For this have I indulged in loud complaints ; 

Affecting an immeasurable grief 

For the invited injury. — 0 see 

What times and place we live in, where deceit 

With virtue must be mix’d ! — By arts like these 

I have, at least in part, to my designs f 

Silently bont my father's heart already. 

At length thou comest : thou shalt now divulge 
The king’s assistance, and the papal wrath, 

And means concerted. Let us wait him here ; 

For here wo are accustom’d to confer. 

Sal. Do not the tyrants oftentimes repair 
To these apartments ? 

Bay . We are now secure 

From their approach : before the stroko of throe, 

They finish’d here (and ill) their public; labors. 

The remnant of the day, which we consumo, 

We, the scorn’d multitude, in useless* tears. 

They spend in revels and m sensual joys. 

Hence I invited thee to meet me here ; 

My father I have also summon’d. Ho, 

At first, will- be amazed at seeing thee : 

In a short time I will reveal to him 
The indignation #nd the hardihood, 

And the immutable and stern resolve 
Of giving death, or dying, which wo feel : 

Mine be it to inflame him. But, meanwhile, 

Learn he at once that this conspiracy 
Both can bo form’d, and is already form’d. 

Sal. Thou dost admonish wisely : more and more 
I deem thee, as I listen to thy words, 

A worthy instrument of liberty. 

As these are bom oppressors, so art thou 
Defender of thy country. To induce 
Thy father to concur in our designs, 
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The sacred will of Rome will much avail : 

Those early principles with aged hearts 

Have mighty weight, which even with their milk * 

They once imbibed. Rome, evermore believed 

Implicitly by our forefathers, named 

Each enterprise that she deem’d hurtful to her, 

Impious ; and those, whatever they might be, 

Holy, that aided her ambitious views. 

If we are wise, this ancient prejudice 
May now avail us much : since, at this time, 

Not as he’s wont to be, the last successor 
Of Peter & the enemy of tyrants, 

At this time, more than all allies beside, 

Peter’s successor may our best friend be. 

Ray. It grieves me, I to thee alone confess it ; 

It grieves me not a little, thus to make 
Vile means subservient to a gen’rous end : 

To raise, as watchword in the cause of freedom, 

The name of Rome, tho home of guilty slaves : 

Ilero are tho times, and not myself, in fault ! 

And further am I grieved, that I’m constrain’d 
To make pretext of individual wrongs 
In this most righteous cause. The multitude 
Will think that I’m inflamed by low revenge ; 

And evon envious of the tyrants’ power. — 

0 Heav’n, thou knowest . . . 

Sal . Let not thoughts like these 

Divert thee from thy purpose ; speedily 
Tho foolish vulgar will be undeceived 
By our performances. 

Ray. The time to come 

Fills me with mournful and foreboding thoughts. 

Their nocks they have accustom’d to the yoke : 

Their natural rights forgetting, they know not 
That they’re in chains ; much less desire to burst them. 
SJav’ry to slaves seems nature’s law > more force 
Is needed to unloose them, than to bind them. 

Sal. Hence will the enterprise be more exalted, 

And worthier of thyself. In Greece or Rome 
’Twas meritorious, and not difficult, 

To turn free souls to freedom : but to rouse 
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Dead and degraded slaves at once to life 
And liberty, ah, this indeed requires 
StemGr devotion. 

Ray. It is true : yet fame 

Awaits the mere attempt. Ah, wore I sure, 

As of my own right arm and heart I am, 

Of those of my compatriots ! But by slaves 
The tyrant, not the tyranny, is hated. 

Scene II. 

GUGLIELMO, SAW1ATI, KAYMOND. 

Ou. Thou, Salviati, hero? I thought thou wert 
Pursuing honors on the Tiber’s banks. 

Sal. A mightier object to my native soil 
Restores me. j 

Gu. Lucklessly dost thou revisit 

A soil which it were better to forget. 

What foolish purpose guides thee back to us? 

Far from the tyrants thou didst dwell, and thou 
Roturnest to thy prison ? To the man 
Doom’d to behold his native land enslaved 
By cruel and by arbitrary power. 

What unfrequented and what distant spot 
(However savage and inhvjspitablo,) 

Can bo unwelcome ? Let my son to theo 
Be an example, if wo ought to look 
From these our Medicaean lords for aught, 

But outrages and scorn. In vain, in vain 
Rome with the flacrcd ministry invests thee : 

Their will supreme alone is here held sacred. 

Bay. Father, and know’st them whether he comes here 
Arm’d with endurance, or a shield less vile? 

Sal . Of bitter and retributory wrath 
I come the minister austere : I come 
Of plenary, inflexible? revenge, 

Though late, the certain messenger. I hope 
To wake you all from the vile lethargy 
In which yo all lie buried, abject slaves, 

Now that with me and with my wrath I bring 
The holy wrath of Sixtus, sov’reign pontiff*. 
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Gu. Arms wholly useless : wrath we do not want* ; 

We want support ; endurance or support 
We stand in need of now. 

Sal. * Support we bring, 

And more effectual than was ever proffer’d. 

I bring not words alone. — Hear ; for to me, 

In brief yet pow’rful language, it belongs 
The matter to divulge. There are, by whom 
I am commission’d to recall to thee, 

Provided thou canst yet remember them, 

Thy former boldness, and the ancient times : 

If not ; the painful duty then is mine 
The degradation of thyself and others 
To bring before thino eyes. If in thy veins 
Thero yet is blood left to revolt at this, 

Assistance is not far from us : already 
The Homan banners in Etruria’s pdtts 
Wavo to the wind ; and far more firm support 
The standard of King Ferdinand affords, 

Follow’d by thousand swords in firm array, 

Impatient for the fight, at one slight nod 
Of thine for any enterprise prepared. 

In thy arbitrament is placed the life 
Of the oppressors, thino and thy son’s honor, 

The freedom of us all. That which thy sword 
May yet obtain, that which thou yet mays! lose 
From cowardice ; thy doubts, thy hopes, thy fears, 

Our loss and our disgrace, maturely weigh ; 

And finally resolve. 

Gu. What do I hear ? • 

To thco can I yield credence ? Who obtain’d 
So much for our advantage ? Hitherto 
Profuse alone in empty promises, 

Sixtus and Ferdinand were tardy friends : 

Who now impels them, who ? . . . 

1%. Dost thou ask that? 

Hast thou so soon forgotten, then, that I 
Went to the Tiber and the shores of Naples ? 

That fourteen months I stay’d there ? To what clime 
Can I transport myself, and not inspire, 

Where’er I go, resentment and abhorrence ? 
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Among what people can I drag my days, 

Into whose bosoms I shall not transfuse 
All of my indignation ; and at onco 
Excite in them compassion for myself, 

And for my friends ? And now, who still remains 
Deaf to my lamentations ? — For our shame, 

Thou art alone so, father ; where thou oughtest, 

More than all others, to abhor the 3 T oko, 

And feel its weight : thou, whom I call my father, 

Art equally with me the tyrants’ foe ; 

And art by them, e’en more than I am, scorn’d : 

Thou, once the best among good citizens, 

For thy too easy criminal endurance 
Art now among the guilty ones the worst. 

Ah, make, with thy infirm refusal, make 
Our fetters and thy infamy eternal ! 

Let all perceive that we are fit to serve, 

But not to live : yes, wait, wait on for time. 

Till time is ours no more : those hoary locks 
For fresh disgraces keep ; and cover over, 

With pity false for me, which 1 abhor, 

Thy ignominious cowardice. 

Gu. ...My t son; 

For such indeed thou art, ; no less than thou. 

Fervid with youth and gen’rous vehemence, 

I once thus thunder’d ; but that time is past ; 

E’en now I am not vile, nor deem’st thou so, 

Who thus aspersest me ; but, I have ceased 
To act by' chance. 

Bay. • Thou art resign’d to live 

Each day by chance ; and wilt not act by chance? 

What art thou ? What are we? Would not the hope, 

The most precarious* of revenge, now bo 
A state more certain than the doubtful one, 

The apprehensive one, in which we’re doom’d. 

Trembling, to live ? 

Gru. Thou know’st that for myself 

I tremble not . . . 

Bay. For mo, then, wouldst thou say ? - 

Theo I absolve from all paternal care 
On my account. We both are citizens, 
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And notliinjpelse to-day ; and there remains 
Far more tor me than for thyself to lose. 

To the meridian of my days have I 

Scarcely attain’d, and thou tow’rds night declinest : 

Children thou hast, and I’m a father too; 

I have an offspring but too numerous, 

And of that helpless age that they are fit 
Only to wake compassion in the heart. 

Diff’rent, far different, are my ties from thine. 

I see a lovely consort, of myself 
The better part, eternally in tears 
Beside me pining : when they see her weep, 
children, weeping also, flock around me. 

Ignorant of their fate. Their sorrows rend 
My heart ; and I’m constrain’d to weep by stealth . . . — 
But, soon the sad remembrance disenchants 
Each soft affection of my wither’d heart. 

That ’tis not fitting for a slave to love 
Objects not his. My consort is not mine, 

My children are not mino, while I permit 
Him, whosoe’er he be, that is a tyrant. 

In this place to inhale the vital air. 

1 have no tie now loft in all the world. 

Except the stern inexorablo oath, 

Tyrants and tyranny to oxtirpate. 

Chi. Thou must get rid of two : to willing slaves 
Will tyrants e’er be wanting ? 

Ray. To the free 

Will swords be wanting? Let them rise by thousands. 
By thousands they shall fall ; or I will fail. 

Chi . I am subdued by thy decisive will. 

I, not unworthy of a son liko thee, 

Would to thy noble rage commit myself, 

If of our arms, and not of foreign powers. 

Thou wouldst avail thyself. I see not, no. 

For our sakes, Borne and Ferdinand in arms ; 

But only that the Medici may suffer. 

We place them in these walls ourselves ; but who 
At will* can chase them afterwards from thence ? 

The mercenary soldiers of a king 
Seem not to me the harbingers of freedom. 

Sal. I thus reply to thee. The faith of Borne, 
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The faith of Ferdinand I warrant not : 

It is the wonted plan of those who reign 
Alternately to give it or resume it. 

In the suspicion common to them both, 

Their mutual envy, and in what is call’d 
State policy, do thou to-day confide. 

Both fain would o’er us domineer ; but one 

Prevents the other. Pity for our state 

Their heart conceives not ; nor have I alleged it : 

But long experience, to our shame, persuades them. 
That popular and fluctuating rule, 

•The turbulence of faction, render us 
Slow to resolve, irresolute in act. 

Each of them fears that, on the Tuscan ruins, 

A single Tuscan chieftain should arise, 

Who may be able to resist the one, 

If with tho other leagued. Behold at once 
The royal knot untwisted : private ends 
Prompt both alliances. If otherwise, 

Think’st thou that I should ever dare to urge 
Beliance on the friendship of a king? 

Bay . And were it otherwise, dost thou believe 
That I would inconsid’rately relax 
The .roins that I so many years have* held 
Over the fury in my breast ? I breathed not 
By accident inflammatory words 
To thee ; by accident thou didst not hear me 
Exasperate with pungent virulence 
The tyrants’ wrath against mo. Long I spake not, 
While silence might assist mo ; but the proud, 
Imprudent tauntings that have madden’d them 
To injure mo, by prudence were inspired. 

To my vile fellow-slaves I had in vain 

Our common wrongs adduced ; for private ones 

Alone establish in corrupted minds 

Eight to retaliation, I could find 

Abettors of my vengeance, if alone 

I of myself discoursed ; but not one such 

Could I e’er find, when speaking of my country : t 

And hence (alas, opprobrious cruel silence, 

But indispensable f) I never dared 
To name my country, never. But, to thee, 
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Who art not^bf the common herd of men. 

Can I refrain from naming her ? Ah, no ! — 

One half tho work we have to do consists 
In slaying the two tyrants ; hut uncertain, 

And greater is the other, — that of making 
Our prostrate city once more poworful, 

And free, and sound, and capable of virtue. 

Now, say’st thou not that we’re confederate 
To a most holy purpose ? I alone 
Am leader of this lofty brotherhood ; 

He is but one, as thou mayst also be, 

Of its component parts. We have, thou seeest, 

Great instruments ; and courage greater still : 

Sublime the end, and worthy of oursolves. 

Thou, father, from a project great as this. 

Wilt thou shrink back dishearten’d ? Thy consent 
Grant me, O grant mo ; nothing else is wanting. 

Tho swords unscabbarded are raised already : 

Give, give tho signal only ; and thou’lt seo them 
In their devoted bosoms plunged at once, 

And make an ample space for liberty. • 

Gu. . . . Thou hast a hero’s mind. — A noble shame, 
Astonishment, resentment, hope, and rage, 

All hast thou raised in mo. The sense of age, 

The force of manhood, and the lire of youth, 

What hast thou not ? My guide and my commander, 

My deity art thou. — It shall be thine 
Alone, the honor of this enteijirise ; 

With thee its dangers only will I share. 

Thou say’st, that nought is wanting but njy name 
To perfect it ? Henceforward to thy will 
That name, and all its influence, I yield : 

Dispose, elect, and whomsoe’er thou wilt* 

Itescind from our confederates. Keep 6nly 
A weapon for thy father : thou slialt teach me 
What post I should fill up, what blow inflict ; 

All shalt thou teach mo, whon the whole is ready. 

In' thee and thy judicious rage I trust. 

Bay. Hut, , . . more than thou dost think, . . . that time 
* draws near. 

Thou wilt not be inconstant ? 

V*L. II. 


D 
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Gu. I’m thy father : 

Dost thou expect to change? 

Bay. Then whet thy blade, 

For at the dawn of day . . . But who approaches ? 

Bianca ! . . . 0 my friend, let us avoid her. 

The last directions to this mighty work 
Haste we to give. To thee I shall return, 

Father, ere long, and then thou shalt know all. 


Scene III. 

GUGLIELMO, BIANCA. 

Bi. I seek for Raymond ; and he flies from me? 

0 father, tell me why? with whom he flies? — 

What do I see ? Thou art bereft of reason ? 

What troublous thoughts estrange thee from thyself? 
Ah, speak : does any danger threaten us? . . . 

O’er whom does it impend ? . . . 

Gu. If agony 

Heavily sits upon my pallid face, 

Why shouldst thou be surprised at this ? I fear, 

And cannot hide my fears : and who fears not ? 

If thou look round, a pallidness like mine 
On ev’ry face is painted. 

Bi. But, for fear 

What fresh occasion ? . . . 

Gu. ’Tis not fresh, 0 daughter. 

Bi. But I have always seen thee hitherto 
Immovable : tfym fearest now ? and say’st it ? . . . 
And Raymond, who like an impetuous storm 
Of violent discordant impulses 
Seem’d hitherto to me, do I behold 
Assume the semblance of a tranquil man ? 

Not long ago, words breathing nought but peace 
He spake to me: and he, of all suspense 
The* instinctive enemy, professes now 
To hope alleviation from delay : 

He with a stranger flies from me ? and thou 
Stay'st agitated hero? ... Ah, yes ; there is ’ * 

Too certainly a secret : . . , and thou fcidest, 
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Prom mo thou hidest it ? My sire, my spouse, 

Vie in deluding me ? May Heav’n permit . . . 

Gu. Check these suspicions, check these tears : in vain 
Should I, alarm’d, exhort thee not to fear. 

Pear thou, but not for us. — Well said my son, 

That time alone can bring us consolation. 

Go to thy children : thou canst not perform 
A task more grateful to us than to guard them, 

And love them well, and nourish them to virtue. — 
Useful advice, if thou from me regard it, 

’Twill be to thee, that thou shouldst persevere, 

Where words avail not, in profoundest silence . . . 

Thus, 0 Bianca, thou wilt suroly win 
All our affections : and at once escape 
The persecution of thy cruel brothers. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

julian, and an armed Follower , 

Ju. Ho ! instantly bring Gugliolmo hither. — 

Scene II. 

JULIAN. 

Ju. Does Salviati then roturn to Florence ? 

Why should he stir from ltome? How dares he plant 
His footsteps on these thresholds ? Docs he thus 
Despise our hatred, and our pow’r, and us? — 

But yet, if he returns, his hardihood ■ 

Springs certainly from foroe ; . . . from borrow’d force.- 

Yes, now ’tis indispensable to use 

All arts to frustrate that which it wore vain 

,L&er to hope to mend. Be Guglielmo 

(First summon’d to our presenco ; haply he, 

jExhaust$d by the weaknesses of age, 

^lay by the bait of flatt’ry be surprised 
To indiscreet confession. To these traitors * 

* i> 2 
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Since Salviati now has join’d himself 
The messenger of papal subtlety, 

Great vigilance is needful ; wo must give 
Large promises, and gain both means and time. 

Scene III. 

GUGLIELMO, JULIAN. 

Ju. 0 Guglielmo, thou who dost possess, 

More than all other men, experience, years, 

And sense ; who all the past and present rightB 
Of this our country dost discern, and know, 

And understand ; ah ! listen to my words. — 

Already, by the pow’r which now is mine, 

1 am not blinded, nor have I consign’d 
To an unjust forgetfulness the name 
Of citizen ; I know full well liow brief, 

And how unstable are the gifts of fortune : 

1 know . . . 

Gu. What thou may st be, who knows? ’Tie true, 
Thou dost appear more lenient than thy brother ; 

But so corrupted is the vulgar mind, 

That though it fears thee less, it does not thence 
Detest thee less than him. Perchance a tyrant, 

Who forces to obey a race enslaved, 

Is more acceptable than one who stoops 
To dupe them go obedience. 

Ju. Yes, Lorenzo 

Is not as cautious as I fain would see him ; 

Nor is thy ltaymond so invincible 
As he believes himself : let us confer, 

Soften’d by more conciliatory thoughts. — 

Thou knowest that the citizens, inform’d 
And apprehensive of the ancient license, 

Committed to our trust the overplus 
Of liberty ; from whence the nobler parts 
Have since remain’d eternally untouch’d . . . 

Gu . Why dost thou thus confuse a simple matter, 
With subtle phrases destitute of sense? ? 

There is a proper name* for servitude. 

Call those who yield to despots, slaves at once. 
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Ju. And to thy freedom give the name of license : 

I came not for these flimsy arguments . . . 

Gu. ’Tis true, that only folly fights in words. 

Ju. Then liston to mo, ere I illustrate 
This truth with deeds. A fervid virulence 
Consumes thy Raymond’s heart : with youth and power 
Lorenzo also feols life’s pulse beat high : 

To thee, thy son, and to thy race entire, 

May ruin thence result : but also thence 
Our ruin may result by treach’rons means. 

I speak not of Lorenzo as a brother ; 

Nor speak thou, as a father, of thy son. 

We’re citizens, and thou tho best. Now say ; 

Should we not strenuously exert ourselves 
To hinder tumults, bloodshed, and disgrace ? 

And thou the more so now, as thou art placed 
In most alarming danger ? — Thou, who dar’st 
Call servitude, the keeping of the laws, 

Perceivcst, that amid new broils, to you 
The load will rather be increased than lessen’d. 

Bo thou at once a citizen and father : 

Make thy son somewhat yield ; if ho will only 
Confess that he is less.than we, with this 
Lorenzo will be pacified. It is 
To thee allotted with one word of thine 
To frustrate each pernicious conscquenco. 

Gu . Who could make Raymond yield? And should 
I do it, 

E’en if I could ? 

Ju. At once confess to mo : • 

If thou wert sov’reign here, and thou didst see 
Thy pow’r contemn’d by us, as ours is now 
By him despised ; what wouldst thou do with us? 

Gu. I should esteem that I, by ruling hero, 

So much more grievously insulted others, 

That of each insult offer’d to myself 
I should take no account. Of liberty, 

What less part can be left to those who lose it, 

Than to lament its loss ? Each man should speak, 

Were I in your place, as his judgment bids him; 

Bi\t act conformably alone to mine. 
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It is the silent man who should be fear’d : 

And soatter’d poison injures not its object. — 

Frankly I speak to thee : I do not deem 
My son for lofty enterprises fit : 

Ah, were he so ! Thou wouldst not hear mo thus 
Address thee abjectly ; nor hadst thou seen 
Me tremble, and obey. — ’Gainst foes like us, 

Contempt, when managed with dexterity, 

(’Tis but too true) is adequate defence. — 

Behold, it seems to me, that, though no tyrant, 

I can prescribe to thee, with decent skill, 

The laws of tyranny, the stratagoms, 

The conduct, and the principles sublime. 

Jn. What wouldst thou say to me ? And know I not, 
As well as thou dost know, this son of thine? 

Chi. And dost thou fear him? 

Ju. Fear’d, I fear again. — 

To simulate, or to dissimulate, 

Were idle now. Let us no longer utter 
Any fallacious and high-sounding words; 

Not from our country, not from laws, or freedom, 

But from self-love, and self-utility, 

And apprehension of contingent loss. 

Let us all take a truer rule of conduct. 

Lorenzo all the qualities possesses, 

By which a new state is increased and sway’d, 

Except forbearance and timidity: 

Nature hath form’d mo in another mould ; 

And that which is deficient in himself, 

In me is p’rhap^ excessive : bqt confess, 

Art thou not e’en more timorous than I ? 

Do not I see the spirit of mistrust 

And fear engraved in e’en thy smallest actions? 

No rock is firmer in the waves, well know I, 

Than Raymond and Lorenzo stand unmoved 
In their resolves : in nature they are equal ; 

Yet not in pow’r : but equal is our fear. 

As with my brother I e^ert myself, 

Do thou exert thyself with this thy son : 

Frhaps we may yet see other times. Few years 
Hast thou of life ; yet these thou wouldst desire, 
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Though burdensome ?and comfortless, to live ; 

Thou hast supported such . . . Wouldst thou preserve 
them? 

Ou. The terror of a father, and a tyrant, 

No one would place in counteracting scales, 

Save he who is a tyrant and a father. 

I feel my own alarm ; thine, thou alone 
Canst feel and estimate. — Paternal fear, 

Which is the most excusable, to-day 
Surmounts the other. Far as I avail, 

I will exert myself, that Raymond choose 
Spontaneous exile ; and ’twere best he did so ; 

For not for vengeance, but for fresh injustice, 

In these abhorred walls would he remain. 

Scene IV. 

LORENZO, JULIAN, GUQLIELMO. 

• Lo. Julian, what dost thou? Dost thou spend in words 
The time that others spend in deeds? . . . 

Ju. At last 

This old man yields to my persuasive speech : 

Dost spurn at peace, before I’ve made it sure? 

Lo. Who talks of peace now ? Salviati eomes T 
The source of all disturbance, the contriver 
Of every guilty, circumventivo plot . . . 

Ju . I know it ; but meanwhile . . . 

Lo. And dost thou know, 

That from the south he brings arm’d warriors here ? 

In truth, no martial race ; to whom we ought 
To show ourselves, and only show ourselves. 

At the first glitt’ring of our shields, at once 
Their marshy mist will be dispersed. Indeed, 

What courage, founded not on others’ fears. 

Was e’er display’d by Rome? 

* Gu. And what, my lord ? 

Can one defenceless citizen’s return 
From Tiber’s banks excite suspicion in thee ? 

And to your detriment would Rora& now arm, 

Who so infrequently’ and clumsily 
Coi^bats, and only in her own defence ? 



40 ' THE CONSPIRACY OP THE PAZZL [ACT IV. 

Lo. More than one hero hath been Made to tremble 
Before thejaithless race of Roman pastors. 

’Mid roses, and ’mid lilies, they conceal 
Daggers and poison. It is true, their arms 
Would, if foreseen, be always impotent. — 

Ye satellites of Rome, I leave you here : 

Plot ye, till I return. My brother, come, 

Let us depart : and wo will afterwards 
With these resume our conference : but first 
Let those pale timid banners that display 
The lying keys, bo taken or dispersed, 

Or burn’d, or trampled in the mire beneath 

Our conqu’ring hands. We first should somewhat shake 

The putrid aged trunk on which fraud leans ; 

Since it belongs to ages more remote 
Wholly to root it up. — Now let us go. — 

With joy my heart leaps up in thrusting thee 
Against an open enemy, 0 sword ! 

And only I fegret, if thou disdain 
Tq smite the back of hostile fugitives, 

That thou must here return, not fed with blood. 


Scene V. 

GUGLIELMO. 

Gu. He has a lofty soul ; a soul too great 
For tyranny. He doubtless hore will reign, 

Unless he fall a victim to^flur swords. — 

But reign, reign at thy pleasure ; thou wilt bo 
Quickly resembling thy perfidious brother : 

Crafty, flagitious, apprehensive, cruel : 

In short, what he who roigns, both is and should bo.- 
Now, night draws near already ; and my son 
Comes not to me ; nor Salviati comes. — 

But, of the Roman troops not yet in march 
How could Lorenzo hear? This enterprise 
Which we project is hard to execute ; 

’Tis doubtful too : but yet, the rage and hatred, 
Mingled with judgment, of my son, once more 
Assure me. Let me seek him . . . Here he is. 
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|? Scene YI. 

RAYMOND, SALVIATI, GUGUELMO. 

Gu. 0 ! tell me how our undertaking stands? 

Bay. Almost completed. 

Sal . Heav’n now smiles upon us : 

My hopes are more than realized. 

Gu. Far more 

Than I was heretofore, ye find me ready, 

And for an arnplo vengeance. Insolence ! 

Hero Julian took upon himself ere while 
To covenant with me for our disgrace ; 

And afterwards Lorenzo join’d his brother, 

Throat’ning and arrogant. 1 spake to him 
Now doubtful words, indignant now, now feign’d ; 

And most of them in servile tones disguised, 

To tyrants so acceptable : they deem « ,, ■> 

No crime so dire as that of fearlessness. 

I would not rouse suspicion in their souk ; T - 
The) think mo full of fear. — But, tell me how a 
The secret of the foreign armament 
Hath thus in part transpired ? Lorenzo seems, 

’Tin true, to view it v^itli consummate scorn, 

And to account it as the feeble fruit 

Of the intrigues which we have been preparing. 

Such confidence assists us ; and though Julian 
Hath intimated that he apprehends 
Domestic discontents, he fancies not 
The vengeance so inevitably ne^r, 

Or so alarming, as it is. Ah say, • 

Is our success then certain ? What assailant, 

What arms, what means, where, when ? . . . 

Bay . Hear thou the whole. 

Meanwhile with wonder be not stupefied 
At what Lorenzo knows. We artfully, 
yheir forces to divert, at first proclaim’d 
The foe’s approach. But in the vulgar ear 
The arms of Rome exclusively' resound : 

“ Tho holy Sixtus sends a little aid 
“ To? fescue from their novel servitude 
“ Tphe Tuscan people.” — This is the report, 
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By means of which I trusted that the grants, 

A scanty* but an open force expecting, f 

Would turn tow’rds this alone their ev’ry thought ; 

And rightly I conjectured. To tho camp, 

At dawn of day, Lorenzo hastes to go ; 

But too inevitably will arise 

That dawn for him, his last upon the earth. 

Both shall be slain to-morrow. I have chosen 
A few, but stubborn both in hand and heart, 

For the great enterprise. Ansel mo, Albert, 

Napoleon, and Bandini, and thy son. 

Kinato vile, dishonoring our race, 

Befused to be one of tho noble band. 

Gu. Coward ! and should he now betray us ? 

Bay . 0, 

That he could never do ! but, free from jrice, 

He has io virtue : speak of him no more. — 

Beady for ev’ry sign, Anselrao keeps 

His armed men ; but wherefore, this they know not : 

W § shall commence the’ attack at the same time 
That he will occupy the greater forum, 

The palace, and the many avenues 

Thitherward tending ; thence the populace 

Invite to freedom : we meanwhilo shall join them . . . 

Gu. But, in one place to put. them both to death 
Do ye expect ? Woe, if an interval, 

E'en of one moment, ’twixt the blows elapse ! 

Bay. Ere from these walls they issue to the camp, 

At dawn of day, both to the church will go 
To pray HeavVfc aid to theii tyrannic arms : 

There shall they both be slain. 

Gu. What do I hear ? 

In God’s own house ? . . . 

Sal. Yes, in the house of God. 

What victim can we offer up to Heav’n 
More welcome than an immolated tyrant ? 

Is he not evermore the first to mock 

Man, laws, and nature, and ^e’en God Himself? 

Gu. Thou speakest tmly : yet, . . * with human blood 
To desecrate the altars . . . 

Sal. 


Human blood, 
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The blood of tyrants'? They on human blood 
Feed over. For such monsters shall there be 
A sacred refuge ? Turpitude be safe 
There, where eternal justice has its throno ? 

Were they both clinging to their Makers image, 

For this 1 would not sheathe my lifted sword. 

Gu, Tho people, who behold with other eyes 
Actions like these, with thund’ring voice will call us 
Irrcv’rcnt, sacrilegious homicides. 

This universal prejudice alone 
Our enterprise may thwart, or wrest from us 
All its advantages . . . 

Bay, This prejudice 

May, on tho other hand, assist our purpose : 

Thero is no superfluity of time : 

To-morrow wo must strike them down, or never. 

That which wo need, is to ensure the blows ; 

Nor any place adapted to ensure them 
Is there like this.— Consid’rest thou the people? 

More man with anger, with astonishmont 
All innovation they aro apt to view. 

We will give orders, that, at the same momont 
In which wo draw our. swords, the sacred temple 
Shall echo with tho mighty name of ltome. 

Gu. Tis true, the name of Borne may do much here. — 
But, which of you the honor shall obtain 
Of tho first blow? What post shall I fill up ? 

Wrath, impulse, courage, here alone suffice not ; 

Rather, a will extravagantly warm 
May injure here. — A cold ferocious valor, • 

A prompt and steady hand, a face unmoved, 

A heart that has been train’d to human blood, 

A mute inflexibility of lip; 

Men should have these who are tyrannicides. 

A motion, nod, or look inopportune, 

Hay, e’en a thought, may break the fatal charm. 

The prince’s confidence may take away. 

Time for tho deed, the perpetrator courage. 

Bay . Wo have oursolvos arranged the first attack : 

The first blow shall be mine : to quenoh their thirst 
Then the less resolute shall venture forth 
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Soon as the dastard tyrants fall to earth, 

Welt’ring in blood, and praying for their lives. — 

Father, the signal heard, if thou repair 
Where stands Anselmo, thou wilt aid us much, 

Far more than in the temple ; from whoso shelter, 

Soon as the blow is struck, we shall rush forth. 

I grieve that I alone cannot at once 

Both of them slay. — 0 ! what said’st thou, my father ? 

A prompt and steady hand? This steel to-moi^ow 
Shall sooner fail, than my right hand and heart. 

Gu. Why emulating thee can I not striko? 

’Tis true, too true, alas ! that, weak with age, 

My trembling arm to my untrembling heart 
May give the lie. — Thou art a light from Heav’n 
Tp dissipate my doubts : thou hast thought well, 

For all hast well provided ; and in vain 
I speak. It pleases me that tho fitst blows 
Ye have awarded to yourselves alono. 

How much I envy you ! — I only fear’d 
Thou wouldst refuse, with victims so impure. 

To stain thy sacerdotal hand . . . 

Sal. How ill 

Thou knowest me ! Behold my dagger ; see’st it ? 

’Tis no less sacred than the hand that grasps it : 

The holy Sixtus, having bless’ A it first, 

To me consign’d it. — Yes, full many a time 
One hand has grasp’d the crosier and the sword : 

And, to crush tyrants or offending nations, 

The mighty God of battles has Himself 
Arm’d the infallible, and dread right hand 
Of His anointed priests. These arms I grasp, 

These consecrated, homicidal arms, 

Shall hang one day an off ring on theso altars. 

A fury more than human hath inflamed me : 

And, though I bring an arm unused to blood, 

To-day shall Heav’n inside the wicked heart 
Which I have chosen to transfix, conduct it. 

Gu. And thou hast chosen then ? . . . ^ 

Sal. Lorenzo. 0 

Gu. Ah ! 

The most ferocious# 
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Bay. Though I had preforr’d 

To slay the strongest, yet have I agreed 
In this to please him. Furthermore, I thought 
That most assuredly the abject Julian 
Would fence his cowardice in hidden mail ; 

Whence, as the enterprise most difficult, 

Him I accepted. Thou shalt have Lorenzo ; 

The guilty Julian is my destined prey : 

E’en now I grasp him : now within that breast, 

Receptacle of treachery and fraud, 

The sword I plunge up to the very hilt.— . 

Tho signal to unsheathe, and to assault, 

Will ho the sacred moment, when, by hymns 
Chanted in whispers, from His high abode 
Tho Son of God mysteriously drawn down, 

Enters the consecrated elements. — 

Now, thou know’st all :^as soon as thou shalt hear 
The tolling of tho sacred hell, rush forth ; 

And then remember, that our enterprise 
been defeated, or is perfected. 

Qu. I will do all. — Let us now separate: — 

0 Night, who art decreed to be the last 
Of servitude or life, haste on thy course ! — 

Do thou meanwhile inflexibly, 0 son, 

Distrust Bianca : lovo doth often make 
A woman’s heart consummate in discernment. 

And thou, 0 Salviati, recollect, 

That if thy first blow should be found abortive, 

Lorenzo is not ono to give thee time, 

Or opportunity, to aim a second. 

ACT V. 

Scene I. 

RAYMOND, BIANCA, 

Say. Whflft wouldst thou now? withdraw to thy 
apartments : . 

Leave me ; I shall return here pres#tly. 
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Bi. And may I not go with thee ? 

Bay . No. 

Bi. Ah, why ? . . . 

Bay . Thou canst not. 

Bi. Dost thou disregard me thus ? 

0 dear departed days, where are yo gone ? 

Then from thy side thou didst not banish me ; 

Nor didst thou ever move, but I moved with thee ! — 
Wherefore do I displease thee? and in what 
Have I offended thee ? Thou fliest from me, 

And, what is worse, thou driv’st me from thy presence. 
Ah, then, the sound of this my once-loved voice, 

No longer reaches, much less penetrates, 

Thy heart ? Unhappy I ! ... I will pursue thee, 

If only at a distance . . . 

Bay. But, what fear’st thou ? 

Or what dost thou suspect? ... 

Bi. > * Thou know’st. 

Bay. I know 

That thou lov’st me, that thee I also love ; 

Love thee indeed far more than thou dost think. 

My lips divulge it not ; but ev’ry gesture, 

My looks, my countenance, my heart declare it. 

Now, if I chase thee from me, or avoid thee, 

1 do it, since I wish to grieve thee less 
With my calamities : . . . what solace, say, 

Canst thou give me? 

Bi. Gaxmot I weep with thee? 

Bay. To see thee waste atfay thy life in tears, 

In useless tears, redoubles my affliction. 

I fly from all society, thou seeest ; 

And to myself am burdensome. 

Bi. I see 

Far more than this ; too certainly I see 
That thou mistrustest me. 

Bay. I tell thee not 

All my misfortunes? . , , 

Bi. Thy misfortunes, yes ; 

But not their remedies. With some great sfihdme 
Thy heart is laden. And thou deepest not 
hat thou shouldst tell it me ? Conceal it, then. 
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I ask of thee alone to follow thee ; 

And thou refusest it ? I may, perchance, 

A little help ; but never injure thee. 

Bay . . . . What say’st thou ? . . . Nothing in my heart I 
hide ... 

Except' my rage, as useless as *tis ancient. 

Bi. But yet this long uninterrupted night, 

Which scarcely yet the rising dawn disperses, 

How different, how very different, 

Was it to thee from all preceding nights ^ 

Not one brief moment did calm sleep descend 
Upon thy weary eyes. Thou closedst them. 

The better to deceive me ; but the thick, 

And frequent pantings of thy breast, thy sighs 
Suppress’d by force, thy face alternately 
Inflamed with fire, or bathed in hues of death ; . . . 

All I observed, yos, all, for love watch’d with me : 

I’m not deceived, in vain thou wouldst conceal . . . 

Bay . And vainly dost thou rave. — Above my head, 

’Tis +™e, no genial and profound repose 

Spread forth its wings ; but this oft happens to me. 

And who the blessedness of sleep enjoys 
Where tyrants dwell ? Eternally on high, 

Above the head of slates, a naked sword 
Hangs by a slender thread. Save idiots, here 
No other men repose. 

Bi. What wilt thou say 

Of thy so sudden starting froiq thy pillow? 

Is this thy wonted hour? Thd shades of night 
Were undiminish’d yet, when thou already 
Hadst leap’d abruptly from thy bed, like one 
Whom unaccustom’d care consumes. Towards me 
Did not I see thoe afterwards direct, 

Sighing, thy pitying eyes? and, scarcely risen, 

Thy children one by one embrace? What say I? 

Nay, rather to thy breast a thousand times 
Glue them, devouring them with eager kisses; 

Convulsed with agony, did not I see thee, 

With copious torrent of paternal tears, 

Their little breasts and faces inundate? . . . 

Thou, erewhile so ferocious ? Thou, a.man 
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Whose eyes are never visited by tears ? . . . 

And shall I think that in thy heart thou liid’st not 
Matters of most momentous consequence ? 

Bay. ... I wept ? . . . 

Bi. And thou deniest it ? > 

Bay . ... I wept ? . . . 

Bi. Thy pupils still are running o’er with tears. 

If in this breast thou shodd’st them not, ah, where ? ., . , 
Bay . Feel, feel, these eyes flStfre dry : . . . no tears are 
there . „ 

And, if erewhlfe I wept, ... I wept the fate 
Of the poor children of an outraged father. 

Must I incessantly not weep their birth, 

And tlioir existence ? — Hapless little ones ! 

What fate in this long death, which we call life, 

Awaits you ! To increase your infamy, 

Ye are at once the tyrants* slaves and nephews . . . 

I ne’er embrace you, but I weep for this . . . 

These pledges of our love, let them bo dear 
To thee, 0 consort ; since I, with a love, 

Love them too diff ’rent from thy love, and now 
Too ill-adapted for these times corrupt. 

Yet, notwithstanding, weep their destiny ; . . . 

And, to their father, take especial hoed 
They bo not like, if it can comfort thee, 

Rather to bring them up to servitude, 

Than to the practice or the love of virtue. 

Bi. 0 Heav’ns ! . . , what words ! . . . My childion ! . . . 

ah ! ... in danger ? . . . 

Bay. If peril crises, I to thee confide them. 

Do thou withdraw them from the tyrants’ rage, 

Should it be ever needful. 

Bi. Woo is me! 

Now I perceive, I understand, and now 
Am certain. Thou art como, 0 fatal day ! 

Now is the mighty enterprise mature : 

Thou wouldest change the state. 

Bay, . . . And if I would. 

Have I the strength for such a deed ? Perchance # 

I wish it ; but, these aTe but siok men’s dreams . . . 

Bi. Ah ! ill thou feignest : those beloved lips 
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Are not accustom’d to deceive thy consort. 

That thou dost undertake a mighty task, 

My terror tells me ; and those manifold 
Tremendous workings of thy countenance, 

That in a crowd in quick succession throng, 

Despairing agony, compassion, rage, 

Hatred, revenge, and love. Ah, by those children. 

Which thou, spite of thyself, dost so much love ; 

Not by myself, 0 no ! for I am nothing ; 

But by thy eldest child, our growing hope. 

Our mutual precious hope, I do conjure thee ; 

At least, in part, reveal to me thy thoughts ; 

Only convince me thou’rt exempt from danger. 

And I am pacified : if ’tis not so, 

Suffer me at thy side. Ah ! liow can I 
E’er save thy children, if I do not know 
What peril threatens them ? I prostrate fall 
Before thy feet ; and I will never rise, 

Till thou dost speak. If thou mistrustest me, 

Slay me at once ; if, on the other hand, 

Thou dost confide in me, why art thou silent ? 

I am thy wife ; and nothing else : ah, speak ! 

Bay. . . . Lady, . . . P rise ! Thy terror represents 
Dangers to thy affrighted phantasy, 

At present far removed. Arise ; return, 

And stay beside our children : I to them 
Will also come ere long : leave me. 

Bi. Ah no ! . . . 

Ray. Loave mo ; ’tis my command. 

Bi. Abaifdon thee '? 

Ah ! rather kill me : by no other means 
Shall this fond grasp be loosen’d . . . 

Ray . Cease. 

Bi. O Heav’ns ! . . . 

Ray. Desist ; or I . . . 

*Bi. I will pursue thy steps. 

Ray. Unhappy I ! Behold my father here ; 

Behold my father. 


VOL, II. 


E 
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Scene II. 

GUGLIELMO, RAYMOND, BIANCA. 

Gn. What dost thou do here? 

There are who now expect thee at the temple ; 

And meanwhile idle here ? . . . 

Bay. ITeard’st thou ? T go ; 

What dost thou fear ? Ah stay ! detain her, father : 

I fly, and soon return. — To thee, Bianca, 

I recommend our children, if thou lov’st me. 

Scene III. 

GUGLIELMO, BIANCA. 

Bi. What words ! Unhappy I ! to death he flies ! 

And thou forbiddest me to follow him ? 

Cruel . . . 

Gn. Stay, stay ; bo pacified ; ere long 
He will return. 

Bi. 0 cruel one ! Is this 

Thy pity for thy son ? Thou lea vest him 
Alone to meet, his death, and thou his father ? 

Abandon him if thus thou canst ; but ah ! 

Stop not my steps ; loose me, I follow him . . . 

Gu. Thy going now would be mistimed, and late. 

Bi. Late ? Ah ! it then is true, that he attempts . . . 

Ah ! tell me . . . Speak, or let me go . . . Where flies he ? 
To some most dang’rous enterprise, I know ; 

But ought I not to hear whatever affects 
One who’s a lining portion of myself? 

Ah, ye indeed remember more than I 

The blood from which I spring ! Ah, speak ! I am 

Now fashion’d of your blood : I do not hate 

My brothers, no ; but I love Raymond only ; 

I love him much as human heart can low ; 

And now I fear for him, lest, ere he take * 

The state from them, they take from him his life. 

Gu. If this be all thou fear’st ; and since thou seem’st 
To know so much already ; he assured ' 

Less doubtful is his life, than that of others. 

Bi. 0 Ileav’ns! are, then, my brothers’ lives in 
danger? . . . 
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Gu. Tyrants are never safe. 

Bi. What do I hear ? 

Alas ! . . . 

Gu. Think’st thou that one can wrest the state 
From those possessing it, and\iot their lives ? 

Bi. My consort then, . . . would treach’rously . . . my 
kindred? . . . 

Gu. Tee, it behoves us treach’rously to spill 
Their blood, ere ours they treaeh’rously quaff : 

And to the hard extremity by force 

They have compeird us. Yes, at any moment 

Thy spouse and children might be taken from thee : 

Ah, thence ’twas indispensable for us 
Their cruel purpose to anticipate. 

Myself, thou seo’st, to aid the enterprise, 

Have girt the sword, so many years disused. 

To my enfeebled side. 

Bi. . Ferocious souls ! 

Dissembling hearts ! E could not have believed . . . 

Gu. Daughter, what wouklest thou ? Necessity 
To this compels us. For us to retract 
’Tis now too late. Put up what vows to Heav’n 
Thou likest best : meanwhile departure hence 
Is not allow’d to thee : thou’rt guarded now 
By many arra&d warriors. — If thou art, 

As thou shouldst be more than aught else, a mother, 
Keturn to thy poor children, ah ! rotnrn . . . 

But now, methinks, I hear the sacred toll 
Of the lugubrious hell . . . I’m not mistakeq. 

0 son ! ... I fly to liberty, or death. 

Scl:tsti5 IV. 

Bianca, armed Soldiers. 

Bi. Ilear me ... 0 how he flies ! And I am forced 
T» tarry hero ? In pity let me go ! 

This is the only breast that, interposed, 

Can staunch that sea of blood . . , Are your hard hearts, 
Barbariahs, inaccessible to pity?- — 

Impious, flagitious, execrable marriage 1 

1 ought to have foreseen that blood alone 
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Could finish such immeasurable hate. 

Now I perceive why Raymond could not speak : 

In truth, thou hast well done to hide from me 
Such unimaginable wickedness : 

I thought thoo capablo of high revenge ; 

But never of an abject treason, never . . . 

What tumult do I hear ? . . . 0 Ileav’ns ! . . . What shrieks ! 
Methinks the earth doth shake ! . . . With what a loud 
And clamorous dissonance the air resounds ! . . . 

The name of liberty, of liberty, 

I hear distinctly ... 1 Ah ! perchance already 
My brothers are no more . . . Whom do I see ? 

0 Heav’ns ! ls’t Raymond ? . . . 

Scene V. 

RAYMOND, BIANCA. 

BL Wretch ! what hast thou done ? 

Speak. Com’st thou back, perfidious spouse, to me, 

Thy guilty dagger reeking with my blood ? 

Who would have ever thought thou wert a traitor ? 

What do I see? Alas ! from thy own side 
The blood spouts forth in ample streams ? . . . Ah ! 
husband ... 

Bay. . . . Bianca, . . . scarcely . . . 1 . . . support myself . . . 
Sustain me . . . Dost thou see ? That blood, which bathes 
My sword, it is the tyrant’s ; but . . . 

BL Alas ! . . . 

Bay, This my own blood ; ... I ... in my own side . . . 
BL 0 frightful wound ! . . . 

Bay, Yes, frightful ; I myself 

With my own hand, inflamed by too much rage, 

Inflicted it ... I threw myself on Julian : 

And plantod in him so, so many wounds, 

That I . . . with one ... at last . . . transfix’d my side. 

BL 0 fatal cruelty ! . . . 0 mortal blow ! . . . « 

How many of us hast thou slain at once ! 

Bay. I told thee not, 0 spouse ... Ah ! pardon me : 
Thee should I not have told ; nor shouldest thou 


1 The soldiers retire. 
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Have heard of it, till it was done : . . . and yet, 

At all events, I was constrain’d to do it . . . 

It grieves me that to consummate the deed 
My strength allows not ... If it was a crime, 

I come to expiate it with my blood, 

Before thine eyes . . . But, do I hear the cry 
Of liberty more fervently resound ? 

And I can nothing do ! . . . 

Bi. 0 Ileav’ns ! and . . . fell . . . 

Lorenzo . . . also ? . . . 

Bay. A most strict injunction 

I gave to his assailant for this purpose ... 

I shall die unlamenting, if I leavo 

Safe, and in liberty, . . . my sire, . . . my spouse, . . . 

My children, . . . and my fellow-citizens . . . 

Bi. Thou lea vest me to tears . . . But, can I live ? 

Give mo thy sword . . . 

Bay. Bianca ... 0 sweet spouse . . . 

Part of myself ; . . . remember, thou’rt a mother . . . 

Thou for our children shouldst consent to live ; 

Live for our children, ... if thou lovedst mo . . . 

Bi. 0 children ! . . . But the tumult grows apace ? . . . 
Bay. And it approaches ; . . . and 1 seem to hear 
Discordant cries . . . Run to the littlo ones, 

And leave them not : to their protection fly. — 

And now, . . . for me . . . no hope ... of life . . . remains.--- 
Thou seeest, . . . that . . . L am ... a dying man . . . 

Bi. What shall I do ? . . . Near whom shall I remain ? . . . 
What do 1 hear? The cry of “ Slay tho traitor ! ” 

The traitor, who? ... • 

Bay. The traitor, . . . is . . . the vanquish’d. 

Scene YI. 

louenzo, guglielmo, bianca, Raymond, and a reinforcement 
9 of Soldiers. 

Lo . Slay him ! 

Bay . 0 sight ! 

Bi. And dost thou live, my brother V 

Have pity . . . 

Lo. 


Here the miscreant sought a refuge ; 
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And slunk from danger to his consort’s arms ; 

In vain. Drag him by force . . . 

Bi. My spouse ! . . . my children . . . 

Bay. Thou manacled, 0 father ? . . . 

Gu. An d thou wounded ? 

Lo. 0 ! what do 1 behold ? thy faithless blood 
Thou sheddest from thy side ? Now, who forestall’d 
My arm ? 

Ray. Mine; but it err’d : this was a blo<v 
Aim’d at thy brothers heart. But, he from me 
Had many more like this. 

Lo. My brother’s dead : 

But I live, yes, I livo ; for killing me, 

A soul unlike that of an inexpert, 

Unlike that of a perjured dastard priest, 

Was needful. Salviati lifeless fell ; 

And with him fell his comrades : I reserved 
Thy father only, that to see thy death 
Beforo receiving his, might swell his pangs. 

Bi. What boots this cruelty? He languishes 
Half dead . . . 

Lo. And thus half dead, do I exult . . . 

Bi. He bears the punishment of Jiis offence. 

Lo. What do I see ! Dost thou embrace a wretch 
Stain’d with thy brother’s blood ? 

Bi. He is my husband ; . . . 

And ho is dying . . . 

Ray. Now, . . . why thus beseech him ? — 

See, if thy death were trusted to my power, 

If thou wouldn't live. 1 

Bi. 0 Heav’ns ! what hast thou done? . . . 

Ray. I . . . never . . . strike ... in vain. 

On. My son ! . . . 

Ray. 0 father ! 

Imitate me. Behold the steel. 

Bi. ’Tis mine ... f 

Lo. No, it is mine 2 . . . Thou slayer of my brother, 

1 lie plunges into his heart the dagger which he had hidden at the 
arrival of Lorenzo. 

3 He wrests the dagger from the hand of Guglielmo, who had taken it 
up as soon as Raymond threw it to him. 
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How many other deaths, 0 steol, art thou 
Ordain'd to give ! 

Bay. My wife, . . . farewell ... for ever. 

Bi. And shall I live ? . . . 

Gu. 0 dreadful sight ! — Quick, quick, 

Tut me to death : why dost thou hesitate ? 

Lo. Go now to thy degrading punishment. — 
Meanwhile, by force from that unworthy neck 
Jtemove the weeping lady. Time alone 
Can soothe her grief. — And time alone can prove 
That I'm no tyrant, and that these are traitors. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

Cosmo de 1 Medici, born in 1519, became Duke of Florence 
in 1537, and afterwards the first Grand Duke of Tuscany. 
He was a member of a collateral branch of the great house 
of Medici, whose fortunes culminated under Lorenzo the 
Magnificent, and became extinct in 1519, the year of 
Cosmo’s birth. He was a stern and successful ruler. He 
witn his wife Eleonora, and his three sons — Diego, the 
eldest and his heir, Piero, and Garcia — constitute the 
sole characters in the play. The occurrences on which it 
is based took place in 1562. 

At the commencement, Cosmo consults his three sons as 
to what course ho should adopt with regard to his cousin 
Salviati, whom he looks upon as the only, yet most dan- 
gerous, enemy of his dynasty. Diego recommends that ho 
should be put to death openly ; Garcia recites the history 
of the family, and strongly advises a conciliatory course. 
Piero, the youngest, himself of a deceitful character, urges 
his father to dissemble with Salviati and to promote him, 
when he will doubtless soon exhibit himself as a traitor 
and give Cosmo a just oxcuso for getting rid of him. 
Cosmo approves the advice of Diego, and reprimands Garcia 
for his language. When the three brothers are alone, 
Diego, who is haughty by nature, quarrels with Garcia, 
aifd they almost draw swords against each other. Piero 
interferes and Garcia departs ; when Piero artfully irri- 
tates Diego against him as their mother’s favorite, and 
hints that she is endeavoring to supplant Diego in 
Cosmo’s favor. 
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Cosmo next praises Diego to Eleonora as their most 
worthy son, and blarnos her for her excessive love of Garcia, 
whose conduct he denounces, whilst she defends him. Piero 
enters and says that ho has important private news to 
communicate to his father ; and when Eleonora has left, he 
recounts the late quarrel between his brothers, and does 
all he can to irritate Cosmo against Garcia. Cosmo tells 
him that he is aware that Garcia is an intimate friend of 
his own enemy Salviati, and Piero in reply announces that 
ho lias discovered the real cause, namely that Garcia is in 
love with Salviati’s daughter, Julia. Diego joins them, 
speaks kindly of Garcia, and asks his father to excuse the 
latter for their late quarrel. Cosmo laments to himself 
the inferiority of Garcia to his other sons, but blames 
Diego for his lenity in interceding for him, as not indi- 
cating a character fitted to succeed him on the throne. 

lie now sends for Garcia, and pretends that on consi- 
deration he is converted to Garcia's views about Salviati. 
Garcia is delighted at his father's change, and acknow- 
ledges to him his love for Jnlia, which, however, he says 
Salviati opposes. Cosmo then turns round, avows that he 
has been feigning all the time, and commands Garcia, 
under penalty of his own death, to allure Salviati into the 
palace and slay him thero with the sword he gives him for 
the purpose. Garcia is distracted. Eleonora enters when 
Cosmo has gone, and Garcia confesses his love, and tells 
her of his father's cruel orders. He urges her to place 
Julia in safety, and intercede with Cosmo, which she 
promises to do. Piero now comes and acquaints Garcia 
that Cosmo ha^ already put Julia into chains, with orders 
to have her killed if anything is done in her favor. Piero 
urges him to kill Salviati as the only means of ensuring 
Julia's safety, and at length persuades him to agree to 
that course. 

Diego is next seen on his return from hunting, and asks 
Piero the meaning of the excitement in which he has just 
seen Garcia. Piero tells him that Garcia was on his way 
to a secret council with Salviati, to conspire against their 
father, and advises him to hide himself m the neighbor- 
hood and learn what passes between them. He adopts 
Piero’s advice and departs. Garcia enters, and Piero 
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conceals himself. Garcia soliloquizes over the treacherous * 
deed he is contemplating, and of which he repents. 
Eleonora joins him and says that she is sent by Cosmo in 
Piero’s absence, to see if Garcia is preparing to kill Salviati, 
and that in the meantime Cosmo is holding a dagger oyer 
Julia. He, in terrible distress, hastens to consummate 
the deed, and Fioro, advancing, exults in the success of his 
stratagem. Garcia returns, tells him he has slain Salviati; 
and in proof shows him his weapon covered with blood. 

In the last Act, Cosmo enters and Garcia acquaints him 
with Salviati’s death. Cosmo says that in reward he shall 
marry Julia. Garcia spurns her hand as the price of blood. 
Cosmo demands proofs of Salviati being indeed dead. Garcia 
repeats the story, when Cosmo says that he has evidence 
that Salviati had not been in the place that night, or ever 
contemplated going there. Garcia is wild with terror. 
Cosmo goes to make further enquiries. Eleonora appears 
and urges Garcia to fly from his father’s fury. Cosmo 
rushes in with his drawn sword, surrounded by his guards, 
announces that the murdered man proves to bo Diego and 
not Salviati, and slays Garcia, who with his dying breath 
proclaims that both he and Diego are the victims of Piero’s 
treachery. 


This tragic story is based on the history of the times, 
which relates that Cosmo’s eldest son, Giovanni (here 
called Diego), who had been made a cardinal by the Pope, 
died suddenly while on a hunting expedition, and that ho 
was supposed to have been killed by his brother Garcia, 
who was killed by Cosmo in return. Eleonora, their 
mother, died soon afterwards, and Cosmo was accused of 
having stabbed her. His own account was that his wife 
and both sons died of a pestilence. Botta, in his History 
of Italy (book xii.), disbelieves the whole story. Alfieri 
|tates in his Life that in August 1776 he happened to hear 
some literary persons mention the historical anecdote of 
Garoia being slain by his father, Cosmo I. The fact struck 
him, and, as it was not in print, he procured the manu- 
script extracted from the public archives, and then planned 
the tragedy, sketching out the characters as follows: — 
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“Cosmo, cruel, choleric, loves Giovanni, hates Garcia; 
Leonora, good mother, loves all her sons, especially Garcia ; 
Giovanni, proud, disdainful ; Garcia, courageous, sincere, 
loves all, hut will not let Giovanni dictate to him ; Fer- 
nando (called in the play Piero), flatterer of his father and 
Giovanni, hates both of them, understood by his mother.” 

The author thinks that if the scene of the tragedy had 
been, instead of modem Pisa, ancient Thebes, Mycene, 
Persepolis, or Pome, it would have been deemed tragic in 
the first degree ; but the subject loses much of its perfec- 
tion from the want of real grandeur in the characters and 
of sublimity in the causes of such unheard-of crimes. JTe 
mentions that ho is rather ashamed of having himself in- 
vented the unhistorical character of Piero, tho third son, 
who is, after all, the real hero of the play ; but his intro- 
duction was necessary for the thread of the story and for 
bringing about the catastrophe. He calls attention to the 
fact that two personages of much importance to tho plot, 
Salviati and Julia, do not once appear, as they would 
have made tho play too long, and ho thinks this a good 
theatrical precedent. On the whole he is pleased with his 
work, and prefers it to The Conspiracy of the Pazzi , on 
account of the subject in itself being warmer, more pas- 
sionate, and more terrible. (Pa^ere &c.) 

Sismondi’s criticism is confined to a summary, in a few 
lines, of the argument of the play. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Cosmo. Piero. 

Eleonora. (j vroia. 

Diego. Guards . 


Scene. — The Palace of Cosmo in Pisa . 

ACT 1. 

Scene I. 

COSMO, DIEGO, PIERO, GARCIA. 

Cos. O sons, ye are not now assembled here 
In a light cause : ’twill be most grateful to mo, 
Since to the test ye now will all be brought. 

To make a trial of your sov’ral skills. 

But, each of you, ere I divulge my thoughts. 
Swear to me solemnly to speak the truth. 

And in the bottom of your hearts to hidfi 
The secret which I now to you unfold. 

Pi. I swear it by this sword. 

Pi. I by my father. 

Gar . I swear it by my honor. 

Cos . Hear mo then.— 

JVIy cause is yours : let not your hearts admit 
Hate, love, or passions, which are not my own. 
Such I esteem you ; henco I do not think 
That any counsel more than yours will serve me. 
’Twere bootless now to recapitulate 
Wherefore the gay inhabitants of Florence 
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To me are irksome ; wherefore I retired 
To seek in these beloved walls of Pisa 
A calmer dwelling-place, ye all well know. 

From hence with safer and as tight a curb 
I equally control the turbulont, 

Malignant, factious, faithless multitude, 

Unfit to rule, unwilling to obey ; 

Yet their obedience is no longer doubtful : 
Although, on this account, I do not sit 
Securely on the throne. Our ancestors 
Often encounter’d formidable perils ; 

And ev’ry object to my heart suggests 
A warning whisper, that I should not trust 
A transient sunshine, a fallacious calm. 

For the most part my foes have been subdued, 
Dispersed, or slain ; I see alone of these 
One formidable now remain behind : 

Ho is allied to me in blood, in mien 
Conciliatory ; though 1 heed it not, 

He evermore pursues me like my shadow. 

Modest in words, obsequious in his manners ; 

But, in his inmost heart, replete with rage, 

And circumvcntive purposes ... 

Di. IJe is ? 

Cos. The impious Salviati. — What though he 
Be my near relative ; although the son 
Of my own mother’s brother, he no less, 

Than was his father once, is our sworn foe. 

That fierce old man, (ye’ve heard me speak of him) 
Who preach’d of liberty, because tho throne, 
Although ho wish’d it, was beyond his reach : 

He, who attempted to dissuade me from it, 

E’en on the very day on which I was, 

By the concurring senate and the people. 

Invited to the throne. My mother’s tears, 

And his extreme old age, a pardon gain’d 
For his presumption and audacity : 

But this contested sceptre he not thus 
Could ever pardon me. What could he do, 

An impotent old man ? The messengers 
Of death, he heard, and sinking to the tomb, 
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That ineffectual poison in his heart 
Which he conceal’d, e’en to the very dregs 
He pour’d it in the heart of his vile son. 

Now, I am sure that, son of a scorn’d father, 

He hates me bittorly ; and, what is worse, 

He speaks it not : hence vigilance in me 
Is indispensable. My mother maybe 
Was, while sho lived, a hindrance to his views ; 

Now that she’s dead, we should no more delay : 

Wo should not only wrest from him the power 
Of hurting, but attempting it. The moans. 

The best and speediest for attaining this, 

Freely lot each of you point out to me. 

Di . Father, and lord, not only of ourselves. 

But of all here ; what can I say to thee 
Of policy of state, which thou know’st. not ? 

Methinks who pleases not his lord, of guilt 
Is, by this fact, sufficiently convicted : 

What then is ho who, hated, hatos again? 

Say, has a monarch relatives ? Since fate, 

When she bestows a throne, denies all friends. 

Excepting such as impious are, or false ; 

A prince should never tolerate a foe, 

Neither an open foo nor foe conceal’d. 

From him take warning who before thee held 
Tho Tuscan sceptre ; Alexander, he 
Who died, by treach’ry butcher’d ; he should teach thee 
E’en more than others to distrust relations. 

Feign’d amity, and long-feign’d services, 

And consanguinity, at length bestow’d * 

On that perfidious one, Lorenzo, means 
To plunge his dagger in the royal breast. 

Tho prince in part of his malignant mind 
Was well aware, yet would he not mistrust him : 

Nay, ho caress’d him, made him of his friends, 

So that at last he slew him. — Ah ! forestall 
The hato of others : lenity, display’d 
By those who can dispense with it, alone 
To terror is attributed : and kings, 

More than all thoughts, should hide their thoughts of fear ; 
’Tis the most jealous mystery of state : 
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Woe, if it be discover’d : thence at once 

The fears of others cease : and then, what happen* ? — 

*Tis my advice that Salviati perish ; 

But let him perish in the eye of day. 

Thee he offends, and thou condemn’st him justly : 

But, suffer not obscure and timid clouds 
To intercopt the vivifying rays 
Of thy unlimited authority. 

Gar. If to a prince born on the throne, and thence 
Beneath the tranquil shado of prosp’rous fate, 

Amid the luxuries of court matured, 

I hero wore call’d upon to speak, my father, 

Thou wouldst not hear from me a long address. 

To mould the monarch who has never seen 
The threat’ning aspect of adversity, 

Would be a vain, impracticable task. 

But, Cosmo, thou, who from the throne afar, 

And from its hopes, amid vicissitudes, 

Hast pass’d thy youthful years ; on Tiber’s banks, 
Now on the shores of Adria, now in turn 
’Mid lonely rocks of the Ligurian Alps, 

Long hidden by thy mother ; finally, 

Thou, who hast felt the weight of pow’rful hatred, 
Lend me, I pray thee, a benignant ear. — 

For many years have fortune, art, force, favor, 

Given the Medicaean race, by turns, 

An uncontrollable authority ; 

To which more splendor, strength, security, 

Thou hast since added ev’ry day. Thou knowest 
That Alexander s slayer hoped in vain 
In a free state to meet with an asylum. 

Thy sword in Venice reach’d him : unavenged 
He fell there, where impartial laws alone 
Maintain authority : and in his claws 
The mighty Leo saw the suppliant slain, 

Who in his roaring placed too firm a trust : 

He saw it, silently : thy dreaded name 
Made cither sea that bounds Italia tremble. 

What more dost wish? a throne without a foe ? 

That never was : to slay them all ? hast thou 
A sword to do such prodigies ? Reflect 
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Upon thy ancestors : which of them died 
Belove^eand mighty, in tranquillity ? 

Cosmo alone ; ho who enjoy’d what power 
To him was delegated ; he whom power 
Sought in proportion as ho sought it not. 

Think of the others : Julian put to death ; 

The bold Lorenzo scarcely saved alive ; 

Piero banish’d : Alexander slain. 

Yet, these of blood were never avarieious. 

Ah ! these impressively suggest to thee, 

How slipp’ry is the basis of that throne 
Founded on blood. — Thou’lt Salviati slay, 

Maybe not guilty : other foes will rise : 

Shall they be slain ? still others will succeed. — 
Suspicion’s sword at length will turn its odge 
Insatiable ’gainst him who grasp’d the hilt. 

Ere it descend, hold it aloft a little : 

Striko but one blow, and it will rest no more. 

Him who at once offends thy fame and thee, 

0 father, do thou pardon. 

Di . Ever thus 

From me he differs. 

Pi I, in years inferior, 

And thence in wisdom, since my sire commands, 
Will, notwithstanding, speak. Diego’s words 
Are, like his actions, bold ; nor do I blame. 
Although my judgment utterly dissents 
From hiH, the sentiments that Garcia utter’d. 

I, at the very name of Salviati, f 

Which sounds to me like guilt, profoundly shudder. 
Another Salviati dared to aim 
At our Lorenzo the perfidious sword. 

Father, I only grieve that hitherto 
Thou hast too openly his foernan been : 

Not that thou e’er couldst change that double heart, 
sluryving greater affability ; 

But, now and then it happens that a prince 
Incurs less blame when he destroys his friends, 
Than when he punishes his foes.— But one, 

Of the so many deaths with which the rage 

01 vile Tiberius ne’er was satisfied, 
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One only was acceptable to Borne. 

Whether Sejanus’s conspiracy 
Was true or false, his obsequies were mark’d 
With taunts, and songs, and smiles, and public joy. 
Friend to the prince, the foe to all besides : 

Thence unavenged, abhorr’d, and base, he fell. — 
Wouldst thou at once have Salviati slain, 

And stop the comments of invidious tongues? 

Do what thou hast not heretofore attempted. 

Feign love to him ; of pity thou dost rob him : 
Promote him ; a large field for fault thou givest : 
Howard him ; he will be at once a traitor. 

Beneath the semblance of just punishment 
Thus cloak revenge ; and thus the prince obtains 
His object, and the name of merciful. 

Cos. Yes, one may reign with counsel such as this ; 
But thine, Diego, I esteem more regal. 

He who can think it possible to govern 
Without deceit or terror, is a fool. 

Little a son’s, and less a prince’s thoughts, 

Garcia, in thee I recognize : speak’st thou 
To Cosmo king, of Cosmo citizen ? 

Wouldst thou that on the throne L recollect 
My cruel destiny ? — And I will do it, 

By baffling the attacks of adverse fate. — 

What strange perplexing jargon dost tliou use ? 

Thou callest terror, prudence ? abjoctness, 

Thou call’st humanity ? and when I ask thee 
How 1 may slpy my mortal enemy, 

Dost thou instruct me in the means to save him ? 

Di . Garcia, my younger brother, born to serve me, 
It is no wonder should he not possess 
A spirit correspondent to the throne ; 

And if he meek and private qualities 
Profess, or feign ... 

Oar, Virtue will always be 

The same ; for subjects and for kings the same. 
Question’d, I spoke my thoughts : if such a soul 
As thine be requisite to royalty, 

I feel rejoiced that I expect no sceptre : 

And if, as thou allegest, I was born 
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To serve^fr willing servant will I be, 

But his atone who knoweth how to rule . . . 

Cos. And I am he : and do thou recollect 
That I know how to make myself obey’d : 

Love and respect Diego as myself.— 

I sought alone to know your sentiments, 

And not to be advised. I saw, I knew, 

T heard : enough. — To you, in words and deeds, 

And even thoughts, I only now am law. 

SCUNK II. 

DIEGO, PIKRO, GARCIA. 

Gar. He from our deeds, far more than from our words, 
Between us can discriminate. — But yet, 

I feel no grief that I have thus reveal’d 
My judgment to my father : to my lips 
Perchance the feelings which my heart contains 
Should run less volubly ; but hitherto 
I have not learn’d the talent to suppress ; 

And now I fear it never will be mine. 

T)i. What more doth Cosmo want? Within his palace. 
Among his sons, he finds a lofty censor 
Who teaches him to reign. 

Gar . What fearest thou ? 

Thou ever wilt be more acceptable 
To him than I. To kings those are most welcome 
Who best know how in their sword’s edge to place 
Their reason and advice. # 

Pi. Why should your auger. 

Because ye differ in opinion, thus 
Transgress all bounds ? I too dissent from you ; 

I love you not the less on this account. 

Brothers, and sons, and subjects of one father 
We all three are : and so . . . 

(far. Let each of us 

Indulge his own opinions : praise I seek not ; 

Nor oast I blame on others. Certainly, 

I say, that we shall all the grievous load 
Of public hate endure, if Cosmo choose 
To use deceit or force : from this will rise 
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The scorn of other®, and from that their rage ; , 

Their vengeance from them both. 

Di. 0 ! wise and great 

Assuredly thou art : it pleases thee 
To sit as moderator of our youth. — 

Now, when wilt thou bo silent ? To our father 
Thou wert already known ; by him already, 

In suoh esteem as thou deservost, hold. 

Go ; if thou lovest darkness, live obscure : * 

But, since thou addest nothing to our brightness. 

Make us not shadows of thy central gloom. 

Gar . I call that infamy which thou call’st splendor. — 
But, my words cannot rob you of that peace, 

Which is not in yourselves : poaco ill is bought 
With universal cries ; ill with the blood 
Of guiltless citizens. A stranger I 
Am ’mongst you bom ; but, having been so born, 

Hope not that I shall ever hide the truth. 

Pi. Thou art not, Garcia, to thy siro a foe : 

Then why a friend to him that does offend him ? 

Gar . A friend of justice, and of nothing else. 

To you I thus address myself ; but keep 
Tow’rds strangers an inflexible reserve. 

I’m willing to believe that one solo lord, 

Where he doth keep himself within the pale 
Of natural rights, doth suit a people best ; 

But tyranny? ... It is my execration : 

And ah, my father doth too much affect it! 

I over was jppre tender of his honor, 

Than of his pow r : with a true love I love him. 

And if o’er him my prayerB will not avail, 

They shall bo turn'd to lessen tyranny. 

Di. And I (if I avail) will concentrate 
My efforts all to give stability 
To sacred pow’r, which this rash rebel dares 
To stigmatize unjustly. 

Gar . The design 

Is worthy of thyself. 

Di. Dost thou insult me ? 

I'll make thee ... 

Pi. Stop : 0 Heav’ns ! replace thy sword . 
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Gar . Permit him to display his sword, Piero. 

Ho gives a worthy sample of himself. 

A hopeful omen of his future reign, 

His sword against his brother I 
Pi. Ah, refrain . . . 

And thou, be sileht ! . . . 

I)i. Change thy style, or I . . . 

Gar. I clearly see : anger in thee supplies 
The place of Reason. I am not incensed, 

Whom reason only moves. 

I)i. Perchance thou art 

More backward in performance than in speech ; 

Hence art thou not incensed. 

Gar. Far more am I 

To terror, than to action, indisposed. 

Di. And who knows this ? 1 

Gar. My sword ; — and thou shouldst know it, . . . 

If I were not thy brother. 

Scene III. 

DIEGO, I’JERO. 

Di. Thou, my brother ? 

We evermore wore too dissimilar . . . 

Pi. Appease thyself ; thy generous resentment 
He merits not. ITeard’st thou his insolence? 

Jieard’st thou how proudly he exults in treason, 

Much less then blushes at it ? 

Di. Thou shalt see 

One day, that he will be compell’d to smotlfer 
Ilis foolish pride : wait till I reign, and then . . . 

Pi. To thee, ? tis true, the throne belongs by right ; 

But, not by accident speaks Garcia thus. 

Well know I, that my father hath reposed 
All his affection, all his hope in thee ; 

To him art thou far dearer than his eyesight ; 

But, ho descends tow’rds the decline of life. 

Thou know’st how love in ag&d hearts grows cold ; 

How feebly hoary age defends itself 
’Gainst female stratagems. This Garcia is 
His mother’s darling : she’s possess’d by him ; 

And loves us little, as thou know’st . . . 



70 


DON GARCIA. 


[ACT II. 

Di. What fear I ? 

The throne to me is due ; not e’en my sire 
Could take it from me. Grant that he could do it, 

I should suffice to re-obtain it. Well 
Our father knows us. 

Pi. It is true ; but art . . . 

DL Art to thjevile I givo. I know that he 
Is too dear to our mother. Equally 
Were he to Cosmo, should I heed it? no! ▼ 

I fear not, hate not, envy not my brother. * 

Pi. But, thou know’st not what culpable designs 
Within his heart hides Garcia . . . 

Di. Do I ever 

Investigate the purposes of others ? 

Pi. But unknown to our father . . . 

Di. And would I, 

Think’ st thou, repeat them to him ? That would be 
in me far viler than in other men : 

Since angry menaces have pass’d between us, 

Each word of mine would seem like craft, or vengeance. 

1 know my father ; and am well aware 
How little he is able to subdue 
The first assaults of rage : to fatal proof 
’Twere better not to bring him. U now Garcia, 

Left to himself, grows worse and worse, then let him 
Alone abide the consequence of this. 

But, if again ho ventures to offend me, 

1 hope that he can never say that I 
Have sought redress from any but himself. 

ACT II. 

Scene I. 

COSMO, ELEONORA. 

Cos. No, 1 am not mistaken, no : a son 
More worthy than Diego we possess not : 

The honor of the throne, his father’s safety, 

The universal peace, he has at heart. 
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1 had indubitable proofs of this 
From his own lips a little while ago. 

Ele . Then hast thou never in my Garcia found 
Love, judgment, gentleness of character, 

And pliancy of heart ? 

Cos . , m What words are |jtese ? 

How dost thou' designate that rebel spirit^ 

Among my sons, he is the only one 
Unworthy |jf the name. What do I say, 

Among nrf sons ? Far, far more than by him, 

By ev’ry other am I loved and rev’renced. 

A serpent, who turns all his rage against me, 

And his dire poison, in my breast I cherish. 

How difficult it was, when list’ning to him, 

My fury to restrain ! Surmise is now 
Matured to certainty : this Garcia is . . . 

Ele. What has he done ? What has lie said? In what 
Offended thee ? Alas ! 

Cos . What has he said ? — 

While t of a mortal foe I plan the death, 

He dares to counsel mo to pardon him. 

Thence, much as I abhor him, he abhors not 
The guilty Salviati ? Thence my foes 
Are not liis foes ? 

Ele. And is not ev’ry man 

Thy subject who dwells liore ? If this, or that one, 

It pleaseth thee to slay, dost thou not do it? 

Tis in a son a pardonable crime 
To supplicate his sire to be less cruel. 

’Tis true that nor Diego nor Piero • 

From bloodshed dared dissuade thee : Garcia dared : 
What doth this indicate, except that he 
Is more benignant, and for human blood 
Pants not ? 

Cos. This overweening, ill-placed love, 

More than it ought to do, thy judgment blinds. 

Thou mak’st an idol to thyself of Garcia ; 

Save him thou Iovest, and thou seeest nothing. 

What I call crime, thou dar’st in him oall virtue? 

This altercation is not new between us ; 

But ev’ry day it more displeases me. 

And thou wilt make an effort to myself 
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No little grateful, if within thy heart 
Thou hide a love so partial and unjust. 

Ele . An unjust lovj|? Ah ! if there he who thus 
Can prove it to me, I at once will change it. 

Not on the words, but actions of my sons, ' 

My observation has been fix’d. j 4 ^ 

Cos. ^ Jr. So be it* 

If then, in spite of me, thou will’st it, let him » 

Be dear to thee ; so that I never more % 

Hear thee excuso his failings. In my palace, 

The first and only virtue is to please me : 

This virtue hitherto I sec not in him : 

Tt doth belong to thee to teach him this ; 

To thee ; ... if thou sincerely lovest him. 

Ele . And hath not Garcia always bent his ow 
To thy behests ? 

Cos. What merit hath obedience ? 

And this sufficeth, then ? And not to do it, 

Who now would have the hardihood? — lie ought- 
To speak not only as I speak ; but ought 
To think e’en as I think : he who has not 
A nature like to mine, should change it ; yes : 

Not simulate, but change it. Of my race, 

And of my realm, I am the head ; the soul 
Am I, with which each living creature here 
Is animated. — Nor, on guilty Garcia, 

Had he not been my son, had I bestow’d 
Even a warning ere I punish’d him. 

Hence is his crime assuredly augmented ; 

But yet once m$re, before his chastisement, 

Once only will I make him hear a voice, 

That from perdition’s path may rescue him. 


'Scene II. 

COSMO, ELEONORA, PIERO. 

Pi. Father, a pressing matter brings me to thee : 
With thee I would confer at leisure. 

Cos . 0! 

What strange disturbance read I on thy face? 

^ Speak ; what hath happen'd ? say. 
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Pi I cannot speak it, 

Except to thee alone. * * 

Ele, What can a SGfkf 

Have of mysterious for a father’s ears, 

Which even Ills own mother must not know ? 

Cos, 1 am a father, it is true, but also 
] am a prince : nor hast thou hitherto, h . 

Madam, with me my public burdens shared*; 

Nor wouldft thou share them, if, as I suspect . . . 

Ele. Thou dost suspect the truth. Scarcely had I 
The native shores of ray Sebetus quitted, 

Than I, become the sharer of thy days, 

All my attachments, all my objects bouuded 
Within these royal walls. In me thou gainedst 
A consort, agul a handmaid, nothing more. 

Well saw I that my lord thought ev’ry proof 
Of love was eentrod in a blind obedionce : 

Hence always I obey’d ; this thou know’st well ; 

Often in tones of gratitude hast thou 

Praised me for this. — Wouldst thou remain alone? 

1 leave thee : and already I infer 
From him who tells it, what this secret is : 

And I know why I on{y should not hear it. 

But I wish not to hoar Fioro’s tongue, 

Possessing such alacrity to injure : 

If only to the detriment of strangers 
It were exerted, 1 should not at loast 
Then tremble at it, as 1 tremble now. 

I, of his well-known arts, am doubtlessly 
A most unwolcome witness. * 

Pi, Thou hast placed 

All thy maternal fondness on ono son : 

Hence are the others guilty ; and, meanwhile, 

Hence do I suffer heavy punishmont ; 

On me alone, forsooth, it all must fall ! 

My tongue is evermore prepared to injure ? 

This, thy belovid son asserts, to whom 
I bear no hatred, though I onvy.him ; 

Let him confoss, if, or in word or deed, 

I ever injured him.— A horrid stain 
Thou fixest on me, mother : yet should I, 
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If any other than my mother fix’d it, 

Be more afflicted } or if any one 
Heard it, besidfri-tn jHSather and my lord, 

To me imputed. But I know my duty ; 

I ought to suffer and to hold my peace ; 

I suffer, and am silent. 

Cos. Madam, wouldst thou, 

With manners such as these, in tumult throw 
Our palace? 

Bfe. Ah, that others would not do it ! 

And hath not an abominable pest 
Already fix’d its residence among us ? 

I yield my place : and may I never know, 

And never thou believe, his odious secrets ! 

Scene III 

COSMO, PIERO. 

Cos. Piero, speak. 

Pi. My mother’s prophecies 

In part are true. An execrable pest 
Kises among us. 

Cos. Where I reign, no pest 

Exists that can mature : e’en from the roots 
It shall be torn up : speak. 

Pi. I know full well 

That all depends on thee : of ev’ry wound 
Thou art the sov’reign healer ; hence I seek 
In thee alone a speedy remedy. — 

Erewhile there vose, ’twixt Garcia and Diego, 

A war of words : their fury with great pains 
I check’d ; but certainly ’tis not extinguish’d. 
Inflamed, and fierce, went Garcia out : with prayers, 
Mingled with force, Diego I restrain’d : 

Ne’er the aggressor will he be, no never ; 

But, from the other, if one look escape, 

One word, one gesture to provoke him ; Heav’ns ! 

I tremble to reflect on what may follow. 

Cos. Perpetual discord I already knew it : 

But what fresh cause impell'd them on so far? f 
Pi, When thou erewhile didst quit us, we remain’d 
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In earnest conference. Diego, fired 
In words, as well as deeds, with nettle ardor, 

With that imposing frankness he pfii}esst^ 

His brother Garcia blamed with openness, 

(And blamed, methinks, not wrongfully,) that he. 
Alone, dared in thy presence to defend . 

The guilty cause iif Salviati. Pierced 
E’en to his inmost heart (for the rebuke 
Was too well founded), Garcia had recourse 
To threats against his brother : and had he 
Outraged Diego only . . . But, to thee 
I ought not to repeat that which escaped, 

While hot with passion, from his breast : and maybe 
He thought it not ; for anger sometimes leads us 
To utter that which is not. And to mo, 

While I essay’d to reconcile them both, 

J le darted pungent and injurious words : 

But, this imports not. — ’Tis expedient now, 

That he should hear the thunder of thy voice, 

So that this contest gain no further strength. 

Cos. There is no doubt ; all things convince me of it : 
Garcia, that impious son, betrays his sire, 

His lord, his honor, and himself, at once. 

Ho would, by this aggression on Diego, 

Obliquely wound his father : he assumes 
Blind confidence from blind maternal love ; 

And to the highest pitch audacity 
In him is raised. Ere while, I wish’d to hear 
If he would venture plainly to disclose 
The vile and guilty friendship in my presence. 

That he hath long encouraged in his heart : 

And it is not, 0 no ! to me unknown, 

As much as in his folly he doth think. 

Pi. Thou, then, indeed dost know it, that he is 
Clandestinely of Salviati ? . . . 

Cos. Yes ; 

J* know it ; thoroughly convinced . , . 

Pi. f Himself, 

Against his will . . . 

Cos. ^ And why have ye conceal’d 

It hitherto from me ? * 



76 


DON GARCIA. 


[ACT II. 


PL He is our brother . . . 

Gob. And am noil the father of you all? 

PL I hoped, ifedeed, that to the path of duty 
He would return ; and still I dare to hope it. 

Still in that unripe age are we, thou seeest, 

When man most easily is led astray. 

Bach of us might, caught in such snares^ become 
Guilty of equal failings. 

Cob . Ah ! no snares 

Could ever make you traitors : for ye both, 

Diego, and thyself , . . 

Pi. Diego, never ; 

I hope so of myself ; and ev’ry man 
Affirms it of himself while he is sane. 

But, who can answer for the consequence, 

If love, the enemy of reason, rules him? 

Cob. What say’st thou ? Love ! 

PL If thou reflect on this. 

Less heinous will his fault appear to thee. 

Cob. Love, say’st thou ? Love for whom ? 

PL Thou know’st it, father. 

Cos. I know that he’s a traitor ; that he oft 
Dares meet in secret interview, at night, 

With Salviati in my palace, here : 

But that love prompted him, 1 never knew. 

What may this love be ? Speak. 

Pi. Unhappy I ! . . . 

I would excuse him ; and I have accused him. 

Cob. Speak : I command thee ; and hide nothing from 
me, * 

Or I . . . 

PL Ah ! father, pardon him, I pray, 

This youthful indiscretion, and ascribe 
Nought in him to an evil disposition. 

Love only makes him seem a traitor. He 
Loves guilty Salviati’s guiltless daughter : 

The gentle Julia, whom thou host perchance 
Retain’d a hostage for her father’s faith, 

* ’Mongst the illustrious damsels in thy *court ; 

Julia he loves : she, soon as seen, inflamed him. 

He loves her secretly ; aid, lovod again, 
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Ho lives in sweet though ineffectual hope. 

Now, that the father of a maid belovod. 

Should not appear as guilty to her lover, 

Why should this seem so wonderful to thee ? 

C08. All men, then, know the errors of my sons 
More than myself? All men excuse them ? hide them ? * 
His partial mother incontestably 
Is privy also to this guilty secret ; 

And seconds it perchance ... 

Pi. In truth, I think not . . . 

But yet, I do not know. 

Cos. This seeming love, 

What can it be, except a specious veil 
For future treasons? Can my son be dear 
To Julia for his own sake ? Is she not 
The daughter of my foe ? ■ And hath she not, 

E’en with her milk, hatred for mo imbibed, 

And for my blood ? Deep treasons are conceal’d 
Beneath this love : the daughter, doubtlessly, 

Is made an instrument of his revenge 
By the shrewd father ; I am not mistaken. 

And my own son ? . . . 

Pi. # Perchance thou readest well 

Their inner souls ; but think it not of Garcia : 

A fervid love assuredly excites him ; 

And the blind guide doth often not conduct 
To a good path : perchance ho henco has err’d. 

Now that thou know’st the whole, do thou restrain him. 
But with a gentle rein : do not so act, 

That I with reason may regret to-day * 

That I’ve betray’d, although by chance I did it, 

The jealous secret of his love. ’Tis true, 

He never told it to me ; but he is 
Kosorved to all, and most so to his brothers ; 

But yet, 1 knew it. — Now, since I have said it, 

# Turn it to his advantage. Wean him, father, 

From this disgraceful fondness ; and at once 
Appease his unjust rage against his brothers. 

Cos. Thou hast done well to speak : as son and subject. 
It was thy duty ; I shall seek to know 
More of this matter. But, Diego comes. 
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Scene IV. 

DIEGO, COSMO, PIERO. 

Cos. My son, what wouldst thou? Justice? Thou 
shalt have it. 

Di. Father, what ails thee ? On thy brow austere 
Sits dark displeasure. P’rhaps our strife hath wrought 
Disturbance in thee ? It had been, Piero, 

Better indeed for us to hide it from him : 

And what? Fear’st thou that for my brothers insult 
Anger in me all limits would transgress? 

All, let my father think no more about it, 

Nor let it raise in him resentful feelings. 

I do not feel offended ; I but pity 
Him who offends me : this is my revenge. 

Cos. 0, thou art worthy of a better brother 
Than Garcia is ! Fraternal injuries 
Thou dost endure ; and it becomes thee well : 

But, that he has infringed my laws, that ho 
Erewhile contended with thee, this is not 
The first sole cause of my profound disploasure. 

His turbulence, 1 clearly see, springs not 
From the impetuosity of youth ; 

’Tis the worse fruit of a malignant heart : 

I am compell’d e’en to the fountain-head 
Of the death-bearing pestilence to go ; 

I am compell’d to search into the whole, 

The whole to hear. It is of vast importance 
To know the deeds, affections, and the words, 

The enterprises, e’en the secret thoughts, 

Of one, a royal youth, who, more than others, 

Has pow’r to injure, and who loss may fear. 

Di. Yet, do not now ascribe to guilt in him, 

I pray thee, that which erewhile, when incensed, 

He said to me. 

Pi. Thou seeest clearly, father, 

If Garcia had a corresponding soul, 

Peace would bo permanent betwixt them both ; 

Nor doth Diego feign . . . 

Di. Nor hitherto 

Have I supposed that Garcia ever feign’d, 
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Or was malignant. No, my father, no ; 

Although he differ from mo, I perceive 
The seeds of virtue in him ; I esteem him 
As having only from the path of duty 
Perchance a little stray’d : he cherishes 
Private affections in his princely nature ; 

Hence are those words of his, which seem so strange ; 
Hence he so frequently dissents from us ; 

Hence the injurious lofty pomp, with which 
He preaches to us his ascetic virtues. 

I first, inflamed with anger, in thy presence, 

Calling him hypocritical and false, 

Dared to assault him : to a lofty heart 
Such contumely was insupportable ; 

And scarcely had my anger been appeased, 

When I repented of it. I come here, 

In the first place, expressly to recant ; 

And, if the words T utter’d have aroused 
Thy prejudico against him, to remove ' 

Impressions sinister, as they are false. 

Cos . Garcia assuredly is less a traitor, 

Than thou magnanimous. 

Di We are thy sons . . . 

Cos. Thou art, indeed : Piero, and thyself. 

Pi At least, I pride myself in thinking so. 

Di Ah ! do not deem thy other son yet lost : 

1 do beseech thee, to thyself, and us, 

Reclaim him, father ; but with gentle treatment. 
Advice, far more than force, will operate 
On his tenacious heart ; and never show him 
That, less than us, thou lovost him. 

Cos. Enough, 

My sons, enough. Withdraw : I will indulge you. 

Ere long to mo, Piero, hither send 

Thy brother Garcia ; I will speak to him. — 

Nor do I less commend in thee, Piero, 

The strict solicitude, than in Diego 
The magnanimity sublime of heart. 



80 DON GARCIA. [ACT HI. 

Scene V. 

OOSMO. 

Cos. Q worthy pair of sons ! — What star of mine 
Has join’d to you a third so different? 

Though I deem’d Garcia guilty, I ne’er deem’d 
His guilt was so atrocious. — But, meanwhile, 

With what impression ought I to behold 
Diego, who, though destined to command, 

Speaks but of pardoning received offences ? . . . 

It grieves me to bo forced to praise in him 

That with my tongue, which in my heart 1 blame . . . 

But yet ho is a novice in the arts 
Of government ; in time he’ll be moro wise : 

I see within him all the qualities 

That form a perfect prince. I must instruct him, 

By my example, that, to govern well, 

The less we should forgive, the more the ties 
Of blood are found existing ; and the more 
Offender and offended are allied. 


ACT III. * 

Scene I. 

COSMO, GARCIA. 

Gar . See me, 0 father, at thy call. — Thy words. 
If it be lawful «to anticipate, 

With prompt and humble filial deference, 

I now, by first accusing my own fault, 

May somewhat mitigate thy just displeasure. 

And my own shamo. 0, could I thus appear 
A little less unworthy in thy eyes 
Of pardon ! nought else in the world I wish. 
Stung by Diego, I insulted him ; 

.1 do regret this deeply ; nor couldst thou 
A punishment inflict that might compare 
With my repentance. Dearer to thyself, 

Older than I, and by long habitude 
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Of all my actions the appointed censor, 

Diego should find nothing else in pie, 

But full obsequious silence, patience, peace. 

Cos. What I would say to thee, thou hast in part 
Forestall’d ; but not the whole. It pleases me 
To hear that from thy breast all hate is banish’d ; 
Whate’cr may be its cause, I feel no wrath 
Paternal, that subsides not at thy words. 

I never yet have entertain’d a doubt, 

But that the rage would be no sooner cool’d. 

Which to exasperating words impell’d you, 

Than that both instantly would come to mo 
To make atonement. Now there doth arise, 

To cancel the first strife, betwixt you both 
The nobler strife of sell-disparagement ; 

Whence I absolve you both, and neither doom 
Guilty in this. — I further now would spoak. — 
Within my mind have l revolved thy counsel. 
Which, as inopportune and indiscreet, 
l blamed this morning. Thou shalt now see proof 
That tlio first judgment is not always best : 

K’en in proportion as I meditate, 

’Mid various other sentijnents, on thine. 

Less they displease me. Not that I believe 
That I should blindly trust in Sal via ti ; 

Too much he liates me : but he also fears. 

And fears effectively. Had I the power 
To introduce betwixt our mutual hate 
A valid obstacle ; or to devise 
Such ties as might reciprocally join us 
In firm alliance ; in one word a means, 

Whence common interests might league us both. 
And make us both secure ; 1 might perchance 
Not only wean my heart from schemes of blood, 
But further, with conciliatory thoughts 
Dispose it to relent . . . 

Oar . What do I hear ? 

Pan this be true, my father? What a tide 
Of lofty transport inundates my breast! 

Not that I dare found the presumptuous hope 
On my opinions, that I can instruct 

VOL. II. 
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My sov’reign lord ; but genuine joy I feel 
To be convinced, that, to obtain liis ends, 

My father rather chooses* to use means 
Of gentleness, than menaces and blood. 

In him who reigns, stands all ; ho, at his will, 

Can mitigate, or strengthen, fear or hate 
In all his vassals. Ah, could he but fully 
Eradicate them from the hearts of others. 

And from his own ! But, fate to kings forbids it. 

Cos. But, what would be the consequence, if I 
With too groat mildness should reproach myself ? 

Gar . Was a good heart e’er self-roproach’d for this ? 
Nor shouldst tliou fear that injury to thee 
Can tlience result. The customary hate 
Of those by royal prejudice pursued. 

To Salvati is unknown. IIo knows 
That ho has forfeited thy grace for ever : 

Ho hath no hope, nor hath he any fear, 

To check his projects : for himself he fears not ; 

He, when he lost thy favor, lost his all. 

Yet, notwithstanding this, he doth propose 
To all his deeds, one uniform condition. 

How he may please thee best : and thou by means 
Direct canst never lose him, if tliou dost not 
Take indirect ones to indulge thy rancor. 

Cos. There are, then, who deceive me ? . . . O sad lot 
Of those who are most mighty ! How ferocious 
Have others represented him to me ! 

Here, all are emulous! y fraudulent ; 

And each one Jo his private projects makes 
My pow’r subservient . . . 

Gar. It is known to all 

That ISalviati’s father was thy foe ; 

Hence each one emulouely paints his son 
To thee an infamous, perfidious rebel. 

Cos. Ah, thou dost speak too truly ! Ill a prince, 

If others penetrate his heart, can know 
The hearts of other men. - But tell mo further : 
Whence dost thou now so accurately know 
What are his dispositions? Although he 
Has follow’d me to Pisa, in my court 
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Him have I never seen : what do I say, 

In court ? all human converse he avoids, 

And drags on such a solitary life, 

That one would say, that he in secret broods 
O’er heavy incommunicable thoughts ; 

And that of ev’ry man he is mistrustful. 

Gar. If it were lawful, 1 would say . . . 

Con. Speak on : 

The truth is pleasing to me ; I delight 
To hear thee. 

Gar . In thy footsteps here he came, 

But only to remove from thee all doubt 

Of his fidelity : for in the midst 0 

Of factious spirits, with whom Florence teems. 

Thou always would st have held that faith precarious. 

With him soino times 1 have had interviews ; 

This I deny not : ah, liadst thou but heard him ! 

Jlis heart surcharged with bitterness and anguish, 

With what respect and fear he mourns thy error! 

And, never tlioo, but thy perfidious friends, 

The persevering foes to truth alone, 

Ho blames for this ; and even deems not thine 
Thy own suspicions . . .. 

Cos . But that thuu’rt my son 

lie knows ; how tell thee this V . . . 

Gar. Perchance he thinks me 

Of pity capable . . . 

Cos. I understand : 

Thy influence with me in his favor ... 

Gar. lie 

Knows that my words with thee are ineffectual . . . 

Cos. Thou hast perchance divulged to him thy secrets : — 
Thou, always sad, and, like himself, alone : — 

P’rhaps common sympathies unite you both. 

Pitying thy wrongs, as thou dost pity his, 
does not hate my blood without exception ? 

He hears thee, speaks to thee ? far different . . . 

Gar. Yes, different from that which fame reports him. 
Thou dost inspire mo with a hardihood, 

Which 1 had never of myself assumed. 

Know, that thy doarest friend, (choose whom thou wilt 
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’Mon gat those whom thou with honors and with gold 
Hast laden, surfeited I will not say,) 

I swear, is less devoted to thy service ; 

And loves thee less ; and less would risk for thee, 

Than that obscure, degradod Salviati, 

Assured in heart of his own innocence, 

Which, to increase the burden of his woes, 

He’s not allow’d to prove. If, when disgraced, 

He such is found, reflect what he would bo 
If worthily esteem’d. 

Cos. . . . This man, in truth, 

Hath .roused a tender int’rest in thy heart : 

Thy words arc strong, yet hence I blame thee not. 

Since thou assertost it, he must at least 

Have some good qualities : but, speak ; and speak 

The truth ; thou know’st not how to lie already : 

Now do his virtues only thus excito 
Thee to commend him ? 

Gar . Ah ! since thou dost think 

I know not how to lie, I will not now 
E’en partially conceal from thee tho truth. 

Love also rouses me : 1 burn for Julia ; 

And hence have double pity for the.father. 

Cos . And he knows this ? 

Gar . I told it him. 

Cos . He aids thee? 

Gur . No, he condemns it : 1 condemn it also. 

Ah ! what dost thou suppose me ? 

Cos . Cireumspept ; 

But, not in time. 

Gar . Lovo doth not blind me, no ; 

Nor doth it rob me of integrity. 

I speak to thee in praise of Salviati, 

Since in subservience to his principles 
He holds all solflsh int’rests : otherwise 
I would have represented him to theo, 

If I had found him otherwiso; were he, 

Ah he is adverse, to my lovo propitious. 

I have not loarn’d to varnish o’er the truth : 

Nor do I even with a latent hope 
Foster the passion that consumes my vitals ; 
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Which, neither 1 will nourish in my heart, 

Nor evor can extinguish. Well I know 
That thy inflexible and austere will 
From Julia parts mo, and eternally. 

Pity from thee I do not ask : too well 
I know, for this incurable deep wound 
I have no other remedy than death ! 

1 have entreated for her guiltless father, 

For such I know he is ; but, wore lie not, 

Love would ne’er lead me to betray my own. 

Cos . Perfidious, I would hear from thy own lips 
The whole : — but, thou speak’st not the whole to me. 

Thy love for Julia is thy least offence. 

Gar. 0 Heav’ns ! What do 1 hear ? Must I ne’er deem 
Goodness in thee sincere? 

Cos. Thou never shouldst, 

'Thinking of thee; no, never! Fully thou 
Dost know thy heart ; thou, traitor. — I erowbile 
Have sought the means, whence 1 might hike away 
That miscreant from my eyes : and fortune now 
Brings them to me ; and indicates at once 
The instrument. Is it thy wish to clear 
Thyself of turpitude in my opinion ? 

Would st thou that 1 should deem love thy sole crime? 
Little of this declining day remains : 

At the first gathering of the shades of night, 

Let guilty Salviati come unknown, 

Clandestinely, within my palace walls, 

As heretofore he has been wont to come ; 

Do thou invito him ; and do thou conduet*him 
To the accustom’d haunt, in which so oft 
He has conversed with thee : and there do thou 
(Woe fall on thee if thou refuse me this !) 

Plunge in his breast this sword. 

Oar . 0 Ileav’ns ! . . . 

Gas. Be silent. 

xhou hast betray’d thy sire, thy lord, thyself: 

This is the penalty. What ? when I order, 

Dar’st thou resist ? 

Oar . And dost thou stand in need 

Of otliey hands more infamous for this ? 

Cos. 1 have selected thine : let that suffice. 
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Gar . I will first perish. 

Cos. Say not so : my hand 

Grasps the sure earnest of thy prompt obedience. — 

SCENE II. 

GARCIA. 

Gar. What looks ! ... Alas ! ... 0 father, hear . . . 0 
words ! . . . 

But, of what earnest speaks he? Through each vein 
I feel an unaccustom’d chillness creep : 

P’rhaps ho alludes to Julia ? Yes ; what pledge 

Can vie with her ? 0 Ilcav’ns ! . . . What do ? . . . I run . . . 


Scene III. 

ELEONORA, GARCIA. 

Ele. Son; whither dost thou go? Ah, stay; to me 
Interpret the mysterious words of Cosmo. 

Hither hath he dispatch’d me to afesist thee ; 

Wherefore? Say what has happen’d? . . . 

Gar. * O my mother ! . . . 

What did ho say to theo? 

Ele . “ Go ; give advice 

“ To thy beloved Garcia ; now he needs theo ; 

“ And make him recollect.” Nor added more ; 

But with a countenance more discomposed 
Than over I beheld in him. pass’d on. 

Now speak ; dday not ; what has happen’d ? 

Gar . Mother, 

Know’bt thou this sword ? 

Ele . I, at thy father’s side, 

Have always seen it hang : and what of this? . . . 

Gar. This is an instrument of government : 

Ah, were it Cosmo’s only ! Ne’er should I 
With it contaminate my guiltless hand ! 

But to my hand, alas, my cruel father 
Himself consign’d it ; and insists that I 
Plunge it by stealth in Salviati’s breast. 

Ele . What do I hear ? 0 Heav’ns ! . . . But, why to thee 
Commits he such a terrible revenge ? 
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Gar . Ho only chooses me because I feel 
Pity for Salviati ; and because 
I am not yet contaminate with blood ; 

Because the daughter, the unhappy daughter, 

Of that unhappy father, I adore . . . 

Ele. What hear I ? Julia ! 

Gar . I love Julia ; yes ; 

And indiscreetly I myself declared 
That love to Cosmo : hence in him arose 
The* unnatural wish, one worthy of him only, 

To make the father of the maid beloved 
Die by the lover’s hands. Time serves not now 
To say to thee how I was first enthrall'd 
By so much beauty, join’d to so much virtue ; 

.Nor, if 1 told it, wouldst thou blame it, mother; 

I only now assure thee, that I love her. 

And that 1 will far sooner sacrifice 
My own life than her father’s. 

Ele. Ah ! . . . my son 1 . . . 

Alas ! . . . What sayest thou? . . . What shall I do? . . . 

0 fatal love ! . . . Although I love thee far, 

Par more than aught besides, I cannot praise it. 

Oar. Julia is over at thy side, 0 mother: 

Thou knowest well, and equally dost prize 

Her rare accomplishments ; and thou dost love her 

More than all other damsels of thy court : 

Thence thou mayst well infor that I deserve 
At least to be excused, if not commended. 

But, if thou rather wilt, then blaino me : never 
Ilave I displeased thee, mother : 1 have held 
Thy smallest wish inviolably sacred. 

And 1, if from my heart I cannot drive 
This love, can moderato its ecstasies. 

1 only ask of thee that, thou wouhlst save- 
That heav'nly and defenceless innocenco 
From Cosmo’s pitiless and fatal grasp. 

I wish to save her, not to make her mine. 

Incensed, and loading mo with frantic threats, 

Cosmo departed hence : perchance one crime 
Will not suffice to his ferocious heart ; 

Frhaps Julia too ... 0 Heav’ns ! . . . Ah, mother, fly ; 
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If I was ever dear to thee, go now, 

Watch o’er my lovo. Who knows ? . . . 

Ele. Thy love excites 

Tn thee excessive fear. 

Gar . All may ho fear’d 

From Cosmo’s deadly rage : thou yet hast time ; 

Thou hast the remedy ; it now behoves thco 
Ilis fury to' delude ; ’twere vain to soothe him. 

As best it may be done, deliver Julia ; 

And meanwhile feign that 1 am now almost 
Prepared to yield : time, and nought else, I ask. 

In fine, thou art a mother ; and the love 
Thou bear’st thy son shall animate thy heart. 

Thou oughtest from so horrible a crime 
To save a son ; thou oughtest to deliver 
From unjust violence a guiltless maid. 

Thou sec’st me humbly now give way to fears, 

And supplicate, while yet a hope remains : 

Woo, if my father goad me to revenge ; 

Woe, if he dare to wreak his rage on her, 

In whom alone I live ! Whole streams of blood 
Shall then be shed to inundate tho palace ; 

And this niy arm shall shed it. Then no more 
Shall I hear reason ; then no more shall deem 
Myself a son . . . 

Ele. Ah, calm thyself ; what say’st thou ? 

Thou seeost things that are not : far from thee 
Be e’en the thought of such extravagance . . , 

Gar . Do thou, 0 mother, then anticipate 
That which th«u canst not afterwards prevent. 

From this severe extremity, to which 
I’m driven b;y my father, do thou find 
Some method of escape for me, that I 
Bo not a traitor. 

Ele . Yes, son, yes ; but calm 

Thy irritated soul : to him I fly. 

Ah, may 1 change his horrible resolve I 
Julia I will at least in safety place. 

To give thee peace. Meanwhile I interdict 
Thee from attempting aught till I return. 
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Scene IY. 

GARCIA. 

Gar . If Julia is not safe, I will do nothing. — 
Alas ! what do I hope ? that to cheat Cosmo 
My mother may avail, who bears the marks 
Of apprehension in her ev’ry look ? . . . 

0, from what father am I sprung ! Alike 
Crafty and cruel, he can bo deceived 
As soon as moved to pity . . . Yet, he will not 
IIave wreak’d his rage upon the timid maid, 

Ere he has leam’d that I refuse to strike 

The wicked blow . . . And I, shall I consent? . . . 


Scene V. 


PIERO, GARCIA. 

Pi. Brother, what hast thou done? Alas! . . . 

Gar. What ails thee ? 

Pi. In truth I now do pity thee sincerely. 

Gar. Now? . . . What has happen’d ? 

Pi. 0 unhappy brother ! 

Cosmo doth threaten thee, and darkly frowns, 

Pronouncing thee a traitor. 

Gar. Such I am not. 

Pi. But yet, my father is exasperate 
Beyond all bounds. ITe hath already summon’d 
Into his presence Salviati’s daughter, 

Laden with heavy and opprobrious chains . . . 

Gar . 0 lleav’ns ! Yile tyrant ... I wiH rush . . . 

Pi. Ah!... Where? 

Gar . To drag her from unworthy chains. 

Pi. Thou mayst 

Drag her to horrid death, by thy imprudence. 

Under the penalty of death he gavo her 
Into the custody of cruel Geri. 
if he, by whomsoever it may be, 

Perceives the smallest action in her favor, 

Geri is bidden instantly to slay her 
With his own hands . . . 

Gar. We soon shall see . . . 



90 


DON GARCIA. [ACT III. 

Pi. Ah, stop ! 

What wouldst thou do ? 

Gar . ... To slay her? 0 distraction ! . . . 

But, had my mother not appear’d before him ? . . . 

Pi. She came orewhile ; but then the cruel order 
Had been pronounced. She sought to speak to him ; 

But her indignant consort silenced her : 

She wept ; but tears, lie told her, were not wanted : 

He said : “ To exculpate himself from all, 

“ I to thy Garcia have consign’d the means.” 

Gar. From what, from what, to exculpate myself? 

Being thy son ? Indelible that blot. — 

Gave me the means? Thou see’st what means: this 
sword, 

Which in the breast of wretched Salviati 
I am appointed treach’rously to plunge. — 

Ah, Cosmo, why am 1 a son of thine? 

Ah, were I not, this sword would then, indeed, 

Bo the best moans to exculpate myself. 

But against theo I cannot ; 0 distraction ! . . . 

Against myself . . . 

Pi. What wouldst thou do ? Desist . . . 

Gar. Rather than see that much-lovod maiden dragg’d 
To Ignominious death ; rather than bo 
Polluted with her father’s blood, I hero 
Will kill myself . . . 

Pi. Ah, pause ; . . . .attend to mo ; . . . 

Reflect that Cosmo is unchangeable. 

Ho, at all risks, wills Salviati’s death : 

And if from theb ho wills it, by thy death 
Thou sav’st not him ; but rather keepost him 
For pangs more exquisite : ah, well thou knowest, 
Whether, because defrauded of its means, 

Cosmo’s revenge abates. The guiltless daughter, 
Perchance she too . . . 

Gar. 0 Ileav’ns ! . . . # 

Pi But why perchance? 

It is too sure ! If thou refuse obedience, 

Father and daughter he will immolate. 

Gar . Thou mak’st me shudder with excess of horror. 

But how can I destroy, and treach’rously, 
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An innocent just man ? How hither draw 
At night, and under the flagitious mask 
Of simulated amity, a friend, 

The father of the woman 1 adore ? . . . 

Pi. Ah ! surely such extremity as thine 
Was never heard before ; nor are there minds 
So firm, as not to shrink from such a trial. — 

But yet, what wouldst thou ? What elso oanst thou do? 
Each other course would be far worse than this. 

Let one alone expire ; that were tho best . . . 

Oar . And shall I live ? . . . 

Pi. Ah ! . . . hear me. He’s the culprit, 

Who forces thee to such a crime, not thou. — 

But, 1 can still in part diminish for thee 
The horror of this stratagem, if thou 
Permittest that tho messenger bo sent 
By me to Salviati in thy name. — 

Resolve ; resolve at once : and 0 ! Toflect 
In what unutterable agony 
Thy Julia languishes . . . 

Oar. Beloved Julia ! . . . 

And shall I kill thy father? ... No, I cannot . . . 

Yet, if 1 slay not him,. I murder thee . . . 

For I can neither perish nor avenge, thee, 

And scarcely can 1 save thee ! - But, 1 ought, 

Ero I resolve, once more to hear my mother : 

Perchance my grief, my rago, my desp’rate love. 

May point another path. 

Pi. Ah no ! . . . 

Gar. But jV.t, 

If ’tis my fate, that I this horrid crime ... — 

Hear mo : if 1 return not in an hour 
Hither to thee, it is indeed too true 
That I was forced to choose to immolate 
The father of my Julia.- -Then I lcavo 
Tp thee, since thou w r ilt have it so, the task 
T*o send the impious messenger of death. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. . 

HERO, DIEGO. 

Di. Say ; what does Garcia in his thoughts revolve ? 
For, like a man whose reason is bereft, 

I Baw him come, and go, and corno again. 

Pi. Dost thou not know that he ... ? 

Di. What should I know 

Of him ? Thou see’st that from my fav’rite woods 
Weary and breathless 1 return. I know 
That 1 bring back rich spoils : I know nought else. 

But, like an arrow darting silontly 
And swiftly by me, Garcia towards me cast 
Inflamed and furious looks. Say, what new rage 
Invades his heart ? 

Pi. Ah ! *tis not new : for he 

Always avoids, blames, envies, even scorns thee, 
Whenever he can do it. P’rhaps to see thee 
Of all thy regal ornaments divested, 

As now thou art ; without tliy sword beside thee ; 

And, in thy aspect, rather like to one 
That dwells in forests than a monarch’s son ; 

P’rhaps this oxcitcd him to cast upon tliee 

Such supercilious glances. Kvormore 

That which he does not, ho condemns in others. 

Di. ’Tis a propensity, methinks, more royal 
To hunt wild boasts in the adventurous chase, 

Than, evermore immured ’mid pond’rous volumes, 

Wrapt in soft indolence, to learn to fear. 

His supercilious looks excite my pity. — 

But, whither goes he in such wondrous haste ? . . . 

Pi. Great projects he revolves. His father now 
He seeks in haste, now to his mother flies, 

And thus employ’d, with zealous speed improves c 

The interval. Diego absent, I 

Excluded from these interviews ; thou seeest, 

The moment is propitious for his schemes. 

I know no further : but the guilty friendship 
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Of Garcia and this Salviati, once 

Call’d treason, now is call’d a slight imprudence : . 

That oft-repeated railing talk with thee, 

Which once was insolence, in other language 
Is designated now a youthful fire : 

And that contempt for individual power 
Which he professes openly, I hear 
Now call’d a thoughtless eccentricity. — 

Just indignation ov’ry clay 1 see 
Arise in Cosmo : hut the senile flame 
By female artifice is soon extinguish’d. 

In short, this morning Garcia heard himself 
Pronounced a traitor : and this very day 
(Before ’tis dosed) he hears himself lrom all 
Exculpated, defended, and oxalted ; 

And even yet, perchance, he may behold 
Himself rewarded. 

Di. What indeed docs that 

Import to us? Shall I afflict myself 
That Garcia gains once more my father’s favor? 

P’rhaps this alone may lead him to reform. 

Pi. And am I more invidious than thyself 
Of other men’s advantages ? But yet 
The treach’ry grieves ino, and, o’en more th%n this, 

Tho fatal and inevitable ruin 
Tlircat’ning our race, our father, and thyself. 

Di, Our father? and myself? Say, wliat would Garcia? 
Wliat can he ? 

Pi, He would reign : and may indeed, 

If thou art silent. » 

Di, lieign ? . . . But have I not 

A sword ? 

Pi, Far di if rent arms ho wields. Erewhilo, 

A transient wrath against himself inflamed thee ; 

Thou know’st not how to hate, or recollect 
The injuries thou suffer’ st : hut, if others 
Conceal them in the bottom of their hearts ; 

If black and fervid anger rankle there, 
lieady at ev’ry instant to explode . . . 

Di, But hath not Cosmo that late impious contest 
Consign’d to deep oblivion ? . . . 
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Pi. So he deems ; 

But Garcia otherwise doth think. 

Di. — But thou, 

Thou seem st to come to me to stir up strife. — 

How can my brother injure me ? 

Pi. In truth, 

I am the brand of discord ’twixt you both : 

Do thou, abandoning thy judgment, stand 
Securely in tliy valor ; I, like thee, 

Might bo secure, if 1 did love thee less. — 

Attribute it to thy propitious fate, 

That I discover’d his designs in time. 

Now thy security and ours at once 
Compel me to develop them to tlieo : 

For, had I wish’d to raise disturbances, 

I had divulged them only lo my father: 

But yet I will go there, if thou rofuso 
To hear me. 

Di. What lias happen’d then? Relate. 

Pi. The silent night with more than usual gloom 
Already is advanced. Within the cave 
Which terminates the hollow avenue, 

Buried in shade of lofty cypresses, 

Thither doth Salviati now repair, 

By Garcia bidden, to a guilty council ; 

Perchance already lie is hidden there, 

And ev’ry moment the'*© expects his friend. 

There they’ve agreed to fix the means together 
Of final vengeance. 1 have team’d the whole 
From him who avas their chosen messenger. 

Prayers, menaces, and vigilant ospial, 

Much art, and brills, have now disclosed to mo 
The dreadful mystery : in short ... But, what 
Do I behold ? For once at least I see 
Amazement stamp’d on thy intrepid face? . . . 

Yet, that which f affirm to theo is little : 

Bo thou indisputably now convinced 
By thy own oars : and be thy eyes alone 
The witnesses of my voracity. 

Di . But what a miscreant is he then ? The day, 
The very day on which my father pardons 
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His past offences, new ones he projects ? — 

He runs to certain ruin. 

PL But to it 

He goads us first. Thou know’st, by Salviati 
Thou art not less detested than thy father. 

Scarcely will Garcia have divulged to him, 

That thou advisedst Cosmo first to slay him, 

Than he ... T tremble to oxpress it . . . Both 
Are madden’d with resentment : artifice 
To malice will be join’d ; for stratagems 
The time is opportune : . . . and wilt thou be 
Neglectful ? Be so, then : 1 seek my father ; 

Happen what may.- The method I devise 

To obviate more mischief, to procure 

Deliv’ ranee for us all ; and thou dost spurn it ? 

My father shall provide the remedy. 

And he, the witness of their trait’rous plot, 
fcihall go to them with me. 

TJL All no ! desist : 

Think that a man can ne’er be the accuser, 

Who holds himself not worse than the accused. 

By what means wouldst thou that 1 thwart the traitor? 
Speak ; I will do it. 

PL Thou sliouldst first hear all : 

Tis easy from detected stratagems 
To extricate oneself. Thou mayst alone, 

Without the interference of thy father, 

When thou hast once convicted him of treason, 

Keep, with thy valor, Garcia at a distance; 

Inspire his heart Avith salutary fear ; 

And even yet to duty’s path restore him. • 

Ah, go 1 already is the hour arrived : 

Now hide thyself within the gloomy cave ; 

And there thou’lt hear of unexpected things. 

Di, Tliou dost compel me to it ; and I yield, 
Although against my will, that to this place 
My father may not be by thee conducted : 

He would inflict a too severe revenge. 

PL Ah, yes ! 1 also tremble at the thought : 

Yet ’tis our duty to anticipate 

The ill designs of others . . . But, inethinks . . . 
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I hear a noise ... it is himself: step softly ; . . . 

’Tis Garcia. — Come ; go in unseen ; make haste., 


Scene II. 

1‘IEIiO. 

Pi At length ho’s safqly lodged. — I’ll hide myself ; 
And listen to discover, if I can, 

Whother this other doth maintain his purposo. — 


Scene III. 

GAKCIA. 

Oar. Alas ! who doth impel my footsteps hither? . . . 
Where am I ? . . . This is most assuredly 
The cave of death. For a most noble combat, 

In truth, 0 Garcia, thou dost gird thyself. 

0 Heav’ns ! what am I doing V . . . Innocence, 

Thou which wert heretofore my only boast, 

Thou art no longer mine : the impious blow 

I’ve pledgod myself to strike . . . And shall I strike it v . . . 
In ev’ry corner of this gloomy cave 

1 hear a sound of death : and oil myself 
Alone 1 cannot now that death inflict ? . . . 

0 cruel destiny ! . . . Night’s thickest shades 
Already cover all things . and ’tis come, 

Nay, ’tis exceeded, that too fatal hour : 

Assuredly Piero did dispatch 

The messenger flf death ; why should I doubt ? 

Did he e’er hesitate to do a thing 

That might endanger others ? The vilo message 

Too certainly was sent 1 . . . Unhappy friend ! 

Thou with security awaitest me, 

Within the impious cave, thy destined tomb . . . 

Thy tomb? . . . Shall I destroy thee? Never, nover. 

Why do I grasp thee, hated sword of Cosmo ? 1 

Far from me, cursed instrument ! . . . 
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Scene IV. 

ELEONORA, GARCIA. 

Ele. 0 son ! . . . 

Gar . Mother, why comesfc thou ? to rescue me 
From this commanded crime ? ‘ 

Ele, 0 Heav’ns ! to thee 

Thy cruel father sends mo. 

Gar . What wills he ? 

Ele, That I should come, alas ! to ascertain 
With these my eyes, if thou prepare thyBelf 
His orders to obey. This wicked task 
Was to Piero giv’n ; he found him not : 

Hence he chose me . . . alas ! And I to him 
Am instantly commanded to return ; 

What shall I say to him ? 

Gar. That hitherto 

My hand is pure : ah, that my lips were so ! — 

But, if I promised it, I now refuse 

That promise to fulfil. Go, tell him this . . . 

Ele. 0 Heav’ns I dost thou not know ? ... If I should 
(hire 

To say this to him, thee T should expose 
To dreadful danger. He is blind with rage . . . 

Gar, Let him bo so ; and let him murder me ; 

This 1 expect. 

Ele . And Julia ? . . . 

Gar . 0 that name ! 

Ele. On her take pity : if thou dost refuse it 
Both to thy wretched mother and thyself. • 

Gar. — Go then, and say to him, . . . that I oboy : 
Meanwhile, without delay my Julia rescue . * . 

Ele. Kescuc? Docs Cosmo trust to simple words? 

With his own eyes ho hero will see the victim. 

Ah sou 1 it tortures me to goad thee thus 

To an unworthy deed ; . . . but yet, . . . reflect . . . 

Gar. Is it impossible that Julia then ? . . . 

Ele. I dare not tell thee all ; . . . yet, if I'm silent . . . 
Gar , Ah, speak! Unhappy I! Thou mak’st me 
tremble. 

Ele. While I confer with thee, . . . thy father, he . . . 
vo u II. u 
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Holds o’er the bosom of the trembling maid 
An unsheathed dagger . . . 

Gar. 0 atrocious sight ! 

Stop, father, stop thy arm ; I will destroy him ; . . . 

Soon I’ll return ; . . , 0, stop ! . . . thou shalt behold me 
Swimming in blood . . . Where is my sword? . . . the 
sword? . . . 

’Tis here ; I fly ... 0 father . . . Hoav’ns ! . . . 1 fly. 

SCKNE V. 

HERO. 

Pi. 0 thou disciple of romantic virtue, 

Thou too dost tread expediency’s broad path ! 

Jt were indeed a miracle, liadst thou 
Belied the character of all our race. — 

Now go ; and plunge thou in a guiltless breast 
Thy reeking dagger.— What will thence ensue? 

I do not know : but, be it what it may, 

The knot inextricable, which hath been 
By chance and art entwined, the sword alone 
Can disentangle. — Let us hear . . . But what? 

Do I hoar Garcia now return already ? 

Quickly returns he : should he have repented ? , . . 

It is not, is not so ; for I behold him 
Come like a man whom his misdeeds pursuo. 

Scene VI. 

m GAllCIA, PIERO. 

Gar. W T ho art thou ? . . . who . . . presents himsolf to 
me . . , 

Upon the thresholds of mortality ? 

Pi. Thy brother ’tis, Piero . . . 

Gar. Cosmo’s son? 

Pi. And thou, art, thou not so? 

Gar. I am so, . . . yes ; . 

Now that I am a traitor. 

Pi. Hast thou slain him ? 

Gar. Dost thou not see it? by my steps, ... my 
gestures, . . . 
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My trembling voice, . . . the unaccustom’d fear . . . 

Which smites my heart? . . . 

Pi. I pitied thee before, 

And now much more. — But, thou hast saved thy Julia. 
Gar . 0 Heav’ns ! who knows if yet my father ? . . . . 
Pi. Hence 

I fly to him. Soon as I bring to him 
The proof that by thy hand fell Salviati, 

Julia will bo in safety. 

Gar. Proof ? behold 

My sword ; it trickles t yot with smoking blood. 

Go, take it now . . . Alas ! ... if it should meet 
His daughter’s eyes, ... 0 Heav’ns 1 . . . 

Pi. But, art thou sure 

Thou tookest aim effectively ? . . . Fell ho 
At the first blow ? And spake he not ? . . . 

Gar. Fear’st thou 

That he is yet alive ? Or doth it please thee 
To hear from me tho fearful narrative. 

To fill thy bosom with malignant joy ? 

Thou slialt be satisfied : then tell my father. — 

Soon as I entor’d in the cave, I heard, 

And seem’d to see, my victim groping there. 

Who had preceded mo : 1 quickly raised 
My arm to smite him ; hut my arm foil down . . . 

Already I retreated ; when, methought, 

A shriek from Julia, like a shriek of death, 

I heard, and spite of mo it drew me back. 

Hearing a footfall, fcalviati rush'd 

Meanwhile towards tho entrance ; and approach'd me. 

At once I planted, even to the hilt, 

Tho execrable dagger in his heart . . . 

Ono sigh alone, one bursting sigh of death, 

Falling, ho breathed . . . 0 horrible to tell! . . . 

I felt myself with spouting blood besprinkled : 

A death-like chillncss crept through all my veins ; . . . 

And scarcely I . . . restrain’d myself . . . from falling 
Upon the blooding corpse . . . Wretch that lam!... 
Groping with trembling hands, ... I scarcely gain’d 
The mouth of that abominable tomb . . . 

Hast heard enough? — Rejoice now in the news. 

h 2 
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Pi. Why should st thou wrong me thus? — In one 
respect 

Fortune, at least, has been to thee propitious : 

That I alone beheld thee quit this cave. - - 
My father will hereafter well know how 
To give what color serves his purpose best 
To this calamity. Time cancels all things ; 

Even affliction yields at length to time. 

If thus my father will'd, the guilt is his : 

Thanks, not dishonor, thou shouldst reap from it ; 

Besides that he especially will wish 
For over to conceal it. — Calm thyself : 

Light is a crime, that ne’er will bo divulged. 

Gar. What, thanks to me ? — death now is my desert. 
Where shall I hide myself? This guiltless blood, 

With which I am polluted and besmear’d, 

What could e’er cleanse it? Not my useless tears, 

Nor the last drop of all my blood could do it. — 

Go thou to Cosmo ; give him back his dagger ; 

Do thou receive his recompenses. Thou 
The cruel messenger of death didst send : 

Thou didst exult, perfidious brother, thou, 

That I became, as thou thyself art, base 

And infamous. Thou art the genuine son 

Of Cosmo. Go; this instant ieavo me. — Heav’ns ! 

Where can I ever from myself escape ? . . . 

Where shall I hide myself? . . . Ah ! how shall 1 
Sustain the glances of Diego now, 

Now that he’s justified in calling me 
A traitor? of Diego, who, though dear 
To you, had never been himself a traitor ? . . . 

0 rage ! . . . 0 shame that ne’er can bo effaced ! . . . 

Pi. Thou canst not instantaneously resume 

Collected thoughts . . . Appease thy just regrets : 
Meanwhile 1 will precede thee to thy father. 

1 hope thy crime will always be unknown 
Both to Diego and to all mankind. 

Gar. All men shall know it : such a punishment 
I have already to myself prescribed, 

That false suspicion may not fall on others. 

Obtain alone that I, on my arrival, 
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ACT V. ) 

Find that unhappy Julia is restored 
To liberty ... It afterwards depends 
On me to take full vengeance for my crime. 


ACT Y. 

Scene I. 

COSMO, GARCIA. 

Cos. Advanco, advance still nearer. What ? thou 
trernblest ? 

Dost thou deserve reward or punishment ? 

What hast thou done? This instant tell me ; speak. 

Gar. Before to-day, didst thou e’er see me tremble ? 
Thou ougktest to bo well aware how fear 
Ever accompanies a guilty conscience. — 

My brief address, 0 Cosmo, hear. At length 
1 have, thou knowest, with my dastard hand 
.Accomplish’d thy magnanimous revenge. 

And I way taught to think that Julia’s safety 
Would recompense the slayer of her father : 

For thou erewhile didst generously promise 
That 1 should purehaso, by the blood of one, 

The freedom of another innocent. 

Ah ! loll mo : hast thou then in truth released 
Julia from chains? Will that unhappy maiden 
Life and security at least retain ? . . . 

Cos. Not only I release her, but with thefc 
Will join her, if thou hast perform’d the deed. 

' Gar. Join her with me ? 0 crime ! — And thinkest 

thou 

That I am so consummately thy son ? 

Thy son am I ; hut not to that extent. 

Jf I have treach’rous been, Hoav’n knows the reason . . . 

*Co8. Thou better know’st thyself. But why are now 
Thy mad audacity, thy pride, thy threats, 

In thee redoubled? 

Gar . Why ? Defiled with blood, 

I am tho instrument of thy commands, 
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And should I not be fill’d with haughtiness ? 

Since I the guiltiest am of all thy sons, 

Am I not now the dearest of them all ? 

Cos. Miscreant ! ere long and thou indeed A shalt 
tremble . . . 

Gar. 1 trembled, while T yet was innocent : 

Now am I reckless. I but ask thee now 
Thy promise to fulfil. My destiny 
I have already, and for ever, fix’d. 

Cos. More fix’d porchance my will. She ne’er shall bo 
Released, if she is not thy consort first : 

Or thine, or in eternal chains. Shall I 
Suffer her ancient rancor, her new wish 
Her father to avenge, to be hereafter 
Tier wedding dowry to another spouse ? 

She’s thine alone. 

Gar. Alas ! what have I done ? . . . 

0 ! what art thou ? . . . No . . . never . . . 

Cos. Cease ; this ought 

Not to afflict thee now : thou’rt. call’d upon 
First to convince mo that with thy own hand 
Thou hast slain Salviati. — Know’st thou this ? • 

What proofs of it canst. thou adduce to me? 

Gar. What proofs? 0 guilty grief! doth it not then 
Suffice to be a miscreant ? Is there need 
Also to triumph in committed crimes? 

Ah, see my guilt upon my face engraved, 

Sec it exultingly. My desp’rate deeds, 

My eyos, my gestures, and the tones of death 
Most audible ii/ev’ry word I utter ; 

Do not they all express it? And the blood, 

With which I am defiled from head to foot, 

Yet crimson, smoking yet? . . . 

Cos. I see that blood : 

But, whose it is, I have not yet discover’d. 

1 only have a perfect certainty 

That it is not the blood that I demanded. 

Gar . 0 rage ! dost doubt? . . . Then tliitlier go thyself ; 
Plant thou thy feet within the dreadful cave ; 

That wretched victim in a lake of blood 
There wilt thou see extended. Go ; and feed 
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On the dire spectacle ; go ; satisfy 
Not thy sight only, but thy other senses : 

Touch with thy hand the gaping wound of death ; 

Feed on his quiv’ring heart ; and, tiger, drink 
In copious draughts its blood ; thy regal rage 
Vent to the full upon that lifeless breast. 

Once, twice, and four times, nay, a thousand times, 

Plunge in that form that can contend no more 
Thy doughty dagger : there make noble proof 
Of all thy prowess, sceptred hero, there ; 

Thou hast no other place. — Unheard-of death ! 

Unheard-of pangs ! A parricide am I, 

The son of Cosmo, I ; and innocent 
That Cosmo would account me ? 

Cos r. Who denios 

That thou’rt a miscreant ? who ? Thpu, 1 believe, 

Hast kill’d a mail ; but not the man whose death, 

From the complexion of these dang’rous times, 

Is no less indispensable than just. 

Thou art, but not of that my enemy, 

The slayer : more I know not ; but ere long 
T shall know all ; 1 quickly shall behold, 

With ray own eyes . . % 

Gar . Hast thou not seen Piero? 

And said he not to thee that Salviati, 

By his contrivance, enter’d first tho cave ? . « . 

Cos. Yes, yes, Piero came ; and said to me 
That Salviati in that cave this night 
Hath never enter’d, nor e’en thought to do so. 

Thither I now repair, whore thou hast staiil’d 
The soil with blood. If he has not there fallen, 

Tremble thyself. My fury, destined all 
To wreak itself on that devoted head, 

Who knows?. . . perchance, . . . to-day, . . . may shortly. — 
Tremble. 

Scene II. 

GARCIA. 

Gar. . . . What do 1 hear ? 0 Heav’ns ! that in that 
cave 

The feet of Salviati have not enter’d ? 
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Piero says bo ? and to Cosmo says it ? . . . 

0 horrible and fatal mystery ! 

Whose is that blood, then, that I thus have shed ? 

0, how I shudder with affright ! . . . But yet, 

What other murder were a crime like this ? 

Ah ! were it true that this my impious hand 
Had slain all others rather than himself ! . . . 

Whom hast thou slain, then ? . . . But, I well remember, 
That, when I issued breathless from the cave, 

Piero stood before me suddenly ; 

And seem’d to hesitate . . . What did he say ? . . . 

0, well I recollect : ho was disturb’d, 

And manifested great anxiety 

To hear my narrative : for me ho waitod : 

His words were broken, doubtful, apprehensive . . . 

Nor Salviati’s danger nor my own, 

Could over wake in him such agony . . . 

If he himself within that cave had laid 

Some snare for my destruction ? ... Yet, tho man 

Whom I transfix’d appear’d to me unarm’d : 

1 first assaulted him ; no word he spake . , . 

What boots it ? more obscuro than endless night, 

Who, except Cosmo or Piero, can 

Unravel thee, thou horrid mystery ? — 

But, more and more I fool myself o’erwholm’d 
With unaccustom’d foar : within my heart 
An unknown terror rises. — 0 suspense, 

0 thou, the chief and worst of ills, no more, 

No more thy torments wrili I harbor thus. 

Thither I go ; thither I go myself, 

To see what death . . . 

Scene III. 

ELEONORA, GARCIA. 

Ele. 0 son ! what hast thou done ? . . . 

0 Heav’ns! Ah, fly! . . . 

(Jar. Fly ? I ? and wherefore ? whither ? 

Ele. Fly, fly, 0 son ! ... 

Gar. Ah, no ! I will not fly. 

My father, on my ruin bent, contrived 
The crime, whate’or it be ; I fly not, no. 
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Ele. Ah ! if thoxi careBt for thyself, for us, 

For mo, withdraw thyself without delay 
From the first outburst of thy father’s fury. 

Gar. Fury ? what have I done ? and what can add 
Force to his natural ferocity ? 

Ele. Hear’st thou ? — On ev’ry side with piercing cries 
The palace echoes. What canst thou have done? 

Preceded by a hundred torches, Cosmo 
Enraged within the cavern ran ; in arms 
Others went with him : all at once cried out 
The name of Garcia. What canst thou have done ? 

Thou know’st him well ; ah, fly I — 0 Heav’ns ! he comes: 
What stunning clamor ! Didst thou hear the cry £ 

“ Treason ! and to the traitor !” ... 0 my son ! 

Gar. The treason is from Cosmo ; Cosmo is 
The traitor : but I’m doom’d to be the victim ; 

I have deserved it. Let him come, I fear not. 

Ele. Unhappy I! with sword unsheath’d, behold him . . . 
At least, within my arms . . . 


Scene IV. 

ELEONORA, garci-a, cosmo, with naked sword ; Guards with 
torches and arms. 

Cos. On ev’ry side 

Close up the avenues. — Where is the traitor? 

Slunk to his mother’s arms ? In vain . . . 

Gar. From thence 

I’ve freed myself. What wouldest thou with mo? 

What have I done ? * 

Ele . 0 pity ! thou’rt a father . . . 

Cos. I was so once. 

Ele. 0 Heav’ns l . . . 

Gar. What have I done ? 

Cos. Askest thou that, when thou hast slain Diego? . . . 

f ie. My son ? . . . 

ar. Diego? . . . 

Cos. Lady, get thee hence . . . 

Ele. Yet he’s thy son . . . 

Gar. Behold my breast . . . 

Ele. Ah ! pause . . . 



106 


DON* GARCIA* 


[ACT V. 


Cos. Die. 

Ele. What ! My son ? . . . 0 blow ! . . . 1 
Cos. Thou impious one, 

Is he thy son, who hath thy son destroy’d ? 

Oar . Wo all . . . are impious . . . Never did the sun . . . 
Visit a more flagitious race than ours. — 

Father, ... I swear to thee, ... I knew it not . . . 

If ... by this hand of mine . . . Diego fell, 

Piero . . . plann’d . . . the execrable scheme . . . 

Father, ... I ... die ; and dying ... I invoke . . . 

The Iloav’ns ... to witness . . . that ... I speak the truth. 

Cos. Beloved Diego, do E lose thee ! . . . Heav’ns ! 

And in the life-blood of another son 

I’ve bathed this dagger ? ... In the arms of death 

My consort lies : on my remaining son 

Frightful suspicions fall ... 0 state ! . . . To whom 

Can I now turn ? . . . Alas ! ... In whom confide ? 

1 She falls in a swoon. 



XIV. 

SAUL. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

The characters in this fine tragedy are Saul; Jonathan, 
his son ; David ; Michal, Saul s daughter and David’s 
wife ; Abner ; and Ahimelech, the priest— all taken from 
the Bible narrative in the First Book of Samuel. The 
p lf, y opens with the appearance of David at Gilboa. 
at the time when he was a fugitive from Saul. He 
announces his intention of surrendering to the king. 
Jonathan enters, and is delighted to see liis friend again. 
He tells David how Saul is under the influence of an evil 
spirit, how Abner has gained the mastery over him, and 
how Michal laments her husband’s absence. Just as David 
asks when he can see her again, she enters and announces 
to Jonathan that she intends to go in search of her hus- 
band. David, who had drawn aside, joins her, and a 
happy meeting takes place. They all agree that he should 
seek a propitious moment for appearing before Saul and 
obtaining a reconciliation. 

The next Act discloses Saul conversing with Abner. 
He bewails liis past greatness and present misfortunes, all 
of which Abner attributes to David. Saul tells him of a 
dream he has just had, in which tho shade of Samuel had 
ta^en the crown off his head and tried to place it on 
David’s, hut the latter refused to take it, and induced 
Samuel to restore it to Saul. Jonathan and Michal enter, 
and by persuasive language prepare Saul for the return of 
David, who next appears, and submissivoly asks Saul to 
employ him again against the Philistines. When Saul is 
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softening towards him, Abner accuses him of rebelling 
with the prophets against Saul. David proves his inno- 
oence by showing the piece of Saul’s robe which ho had 
cut off in the Cave of En-gedi, when he might easily have 
slain Saul. Saul is satisfied, admits his error, rejoices over 
David’s return, entrusts him with the command of his 
armies, and desires Jonathan to fight by his side. 

When the third Act begins, Abnor expounds to David 
his proposed plan of battle, which the latter praises highly, 
and desires Abnor to lead the main body of the army, whilst 
lie and Jonathan fight near Saul’s tent. When David is 
alone, Michal comes and tells him that Abnor has once 
more roused Saul’s fury against, him, and discloses all her 
apprehensions for his safety. Saul and Jonathan join 
them, and all Saul’s language shows that the attacks of 
madness, which have so often come over him of late, are 
again returning. Ho ends by bursting into tears, and 
Jonathan asks David to complete his cure by singing some 
of the divine strains in whioh he excelled, and which in 
happier days ho had so often sung to Saul. David accord- 
ingly does so in a succession of lyrical poems of varying 
metres, adapted to the different themes he commemorates. 
The concluding warlike verses, however, <mco moro re- 
kindle Saul’s madness, and he attempts to seize his sword 
with the object of striking down David ; but his children 
restrain him and David escapes. 

The fourth Act shows Jonathan and Michal lamenting 
over Saul’B condition. He enters, and desires Michal to 
bring David to him. When alone with Jonathan, ho tells 
him of all Ills conflicting feelings of love and hatred 
towards David, which Jonathan attributes to tho power 
of Heaven. Abner enters, bringing Ahimelcch with him, 
and tells tho king that when the hour of battle arrived 
David was missing, and that the priest had been detected 
in the camp. When the latter avows that he is Ahimo- 
leoh, Saul upbraids him for having sacrilegiously given 
Goliath’s sword to David out of the* tabernacle, and de- 
nounces the priestly race. Ahimelech defends David, 
foretells Saul’s approaching fate, and points out Abner to 
him as his evil genius. Saul orders him to instant death, 
despite the entreaties of Jonathan, and tells Abner to alter 
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all the battle arrangements made by David, saying that 
he means to fight in the morning and not in the afternoon 
as David and Abner had arranged, with the view of having 
the sun in the enemy’s faces and on their own backs. 

In the fifth Act David and Michal are seen taking, a 
tender farewell of each other, as David insists on her not 
undergoing the hardships he must encounter in his in- 
tended flight, on which ho had resolved on hearing of 
Saul’s cruelty. Michal is left alone, and hears the un- 
expected sounds of battle in the distance, and Saul lament- 
ing madly in his tent close by. He enters in delirious 
excitement, and reproaches himsolf with the murder of 
Ahimelech, while avenging spectres surround him on all 
sides. Abner, accompanied by a few flying soldiers, rushes 
in, tells him that the Philistines have attacked them un- 
awares, and, having defeated the king’s forces, are advanc- 
ing against Saul himself, whom ho entreats to fly. He 
refuses to do so, but directs Abner to remove Michal to a 
place of safety. The victorious Philistines enter as Saul 
stabs himsolf with his own sword, and the curtain falls. 


All critics agreo in considering this as the finest of * 
Alfieri’s tragedies, his severe style being especially suited j 
to the simplicity of tlio patriarchal age. Even Schlegel * 
says that “ this piece is favorably distinguished from the 
rest by a certain Oriental splendor, and the lyrical sub- 
limity in which tho troubled mind of Saul gives utterance 
to itself.” Sisniondi gives a detailed aflalysis of and 
copious extracts from this play, which he thinks is con- 
ceived in the spirit of Shakspearo. He points out how 
little action there is in it, as “ Saul perishes the victim, 
not of his passions, not of his crimes, but of his remorse, 
augmented by tho terror which a gloomy imagination 
has cast over his soul.” Another critic says that “ Saul 
is*the finest of Alfieri’s plays. The author has imparted 
an Oriental and biblical adoring to the language and 
the situations of his personages, which, together with the 
fine lyric passages expressive of the changes in SauPs 
mental alienation, give a peculiar, an epic interest to this 
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play.” ( c Penny Cyclop.,’ art. Alfieri.) Madame de Stael 
says that Alfieri “ has made in his Saul a superb use of 
lyric poetry.” 

Alfieri himself considered the fourth Act as the weakest 
part of the play, but expected a great theatrical sucooss 
from the rapid and eminently fatal effect of the catas- 
trophe. He was in hopes that some eminent actor might 
be found who could render with due emphasis the difficult 
lyrical passages in the third Act, which ho thought should 
be accompanied by a harp behind the scenes, lie oxplains 
the apparently unnecessary introduction of Ahimcloch by 
saying that he thought it desirable that a priest should 
appear to develop the throatoning and angry part of the 
Deity, whilst David only develops His compassionate side. 

This was the last of the original sot of fourteen tragedies 
written by Alfieri in the seven years ending with 1782. 
lie then wrote opposite it : “Here I lay down tho buskin 
for over.” But seven years later he added : “ Fool that 1 
was, I thought so then ; but I had scarcely begun,” 



DEDICATION 

TO THE NOBLE LORD ABBOT, 

TOMMASO VALPERGA OF CALUSO. 


Since death has deprived me of the incomparable Francesco 
Gori, whom you well knew, no other friend of iny heart 
remains to me, except yourself. 

lienee 1 should not have seemed to myself, as far as I 
was able, to have perfectly completed this tragedy, with 
which, perhaps wrongly, 1 am singularly pleased, if it did 
not bear on its title-page your most beloved name. I de- 
dicate it therefore to you ; and so much the more willingly 
and heartily, as you, learned in many other sciences, are 
known by all to be most thoroughly skilled in the sacred 
writings, which, from your profound knowledge of the 
Hebrew tongue, you imbibe at the fountain-head. 

On this account Saul , moro than any other of my tra- 
gedies, belongs to you. I do not doubt that, in considera- 
tion of our friendship, you will accept it with a good 
grace : 1 ardently desire that you may esteem it worthy 
of you. 

Vittorio Alfieri. 


Trent, October 27, 1784. 




SAUL 


DRAMATIS PERSONAS. 

Saul. Abner. , 

Jonathan. Ahutulkcii. * 

Michal. Soldiers of the hr iclites. 

I > AVI D. Soldiers of the Philistines. 


Scene. — The Camp of the Israelites in Gilboa. 


ACT L 
Scene L 

• • DAVID. 

Da. Here, God Omnipotent, wilt Thou that I 
Restrain that course to which Thou hast impel I’d me ? 
Here will 1 stand. — These are Gilboa’s mountains, 

Now forming Israel’s camp, exposed in front 
To the profane Philistines. Ah, that 1 
Might fall to-day beneath the focman’s sword ! 

But, death awaits me from the hand of Saul. 

Ah, cruel and infatuated Saul ! 

Who, without giving him a moment’s respite, 

Through caverns, and o’er cliffs, dost chase thy champion. 
And yet the self-same David formerly 
Was thy defender ; all thy confidence 
In fne hadst thou roposed ; me didst thou raise 
To honor’s pinnacle ; and as a spouse 
I was by thee selected for thy daughter . . . 

But, as an inauspicious dowry, thou 
Didst ask of me, dissever’d from thy foes, 

VOL. II. 
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A hundred heads : and I have brought of them 
To thee, full faithfully, a double harvest . . . 

But Saul, I clearly see, in thought is stricken ; 

Long hath he been so : to an evil spirit 
His God abandons his perverted mind : 

0 Heav’ns ! Distracted mortals ! what are we, 

If God forsakes us ? — Night, do thou soon yield 
Thy shades to the glad sun ; for he to-day 
The witness of a gen’rous enterprise 
Is destined to shine forth. Gilboa, thou 
Shalt, to the latest ages, be ren own’d ; 

They shall record of thee, that David here 
Himself surrender’d to ferocious Saul. — 

March forth, 0 Israel, from thy peaceful tents ; 

March forth from them, 0 king : I challenge you 
To-day to witness, if I yet am versed 
In military arts. And march thou forth, 

Impious Pliilistia ; march thou forth, and see 
Whether my sword have yet the pow’r to smite. 

Scene II. 

JONATHAN, DAVID. 

J<m. What voice hath caught my ears ? I hear a voice 
Skilful to penetrate my heart. 

Da. Who comes ? . . . 

0 that the dawn would rise ! Fain would not I 
Liko a base fugitive present myself . . . 

Jon. What ! ho ! Who art thou ? Near the royal tent, 
What art tbou doing ? &peak. 

Da. *Tis Jonathan . . . 

Courage. — A son of war, and Israel’s stay, 

Am 1. And the Philistines know me well. 

Jon. What do I hear ? Ah ! David could alone 
Thus answer. 

Da. . Jonathan . . . 

Jon. Heav’ns ! David, . . . brother . . . 

Da. 0 joy ! ... To thee . . . 

Jon. And can it, then, be true ? . . . 

Thou in Gilboa? Fear’st thou not my father? 

1 tremble for thee ; ah ! . . . 
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Da. Why speak’st thou thus? 

Death present, in the fight, a thousand times 
Have I beheld and braved : for a long time 
I have since fled thy father’s rage unjust : 

But to the valiant, fear alone is death. 

No longer now I fear : with mighty danger 
The monarch, and his people, are encompass’d : 

Shall David be the only one meanwhile 
To skulk securely in untrodden forests ? 

While imminent o’or you the weapons hang 
Of the unfaithful, shall I take a thought 
Of my own safety ? I come here to die ; 

But, like a hero, iu my country’s cause, 

Amid the clash of arms, and in the camp, 

And also for ungrateful Saul himself, 

Who now pursues mo with the cry of death. 

Jon. 0 virtue of a David ! God’s elect 
Thou art assuredly. That mighty God, 

Who with such superhuman thoughts inspires 
Thy lofty heart, gave thee a hoav’nly angel 
To be thy guard. — Yet, to the monarch’s presence 
How shall 1 bring thee? He believes, or feigns, 

That thou’rt enroll’d among the hostile squadrons ; 
And taxes thee as a rebellious traitor. 

Da. Alas ! too forcibly ho tompted me 
To seek a refuge ’mid his enemies. 

But if those foes impugn him with their arms, 

1 war with them, for him, till they’re subdued. 

Thon let him afterwards repeat to me 
My ancient recompense ; fresh hate, and death. 

Jon. Unhappy father ! There are who deceive 
him. 

Perfidious Abner, a dissembling friend, 

Is ever at his side. The ghastly demon, 

That hath possess’d, and subjugates his heart, 

At least bestows on him a transient respite ; 
But*Abner s unrelenting artifice 
Never forsakes him. IIo alono is heard, 
lie only ; he alone is loved : to Saul, 

Like a malignant parasite, he paints 
All that surpasses nis frail excellence, 

l 2 
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As dang’rous and uncertain. With my fathor, 

In vain thy wife and I . . . 

Da. My wife ! Loved name ! 

"Where is my faithful Michal, where ? Does she, 

Spite of her cruel father, love mo still ? . . . 

Jon. Lovo thee, say’st thou ? . . . She, too, is in the 
camp . . . 

Da. 0 Ileav’ns ! Shall I behold her, then ? 0 joy ! 

How came she in the camp ? . . . 

Jon . Her father felt 

Pity for her ; alone he would not leave her, 

A victim to her sorrow, in the palace : 

And even she, though always sad, affords 
To him some comfort. Ah ! since thy departure, 

Our house, indeed, has been the house of tears. 

Da. Beloved spouse ! From me thy tender looks 
Will banish ev’ry thought of past distress ; 

Will banish cv'ry thought of coming woo. 

Jon. Ah, hadst thou seen her ! . . . Scarcely had she lost 
thee, 

When ev’ry ornament her grief disdain’d : 

She strew’d with ashes her dislievell’d hair ; 

Pallor and tears sat on her sunken cheeks ; 

Profound mute grief was in her trembling heart. 

A thousand times each day she prostrate fell 
Before her father ; and with sobs exclaim’d : 

“ liestOro my David , thou didst give him to me.” 

Her garments then she rent ; and, weeping, bathed 
Her father’s hand, that even he shed tears. 

Who did ndt shed them ? — Only Abner; he 
insisted that, half dead e’en as she was, 

She should be taken from her father’s feet. 

Da. 0 sight ! 0 what dost thou recount to me ? 

Jon . Would it were not the truth ! ... At thy departure, 
Peace, glory, enterprise in arms, departed : 

The hearts of Israel are benumb’d with dread ; 

Philistia’s sons, who heretofore appear’d 

Mere striplings when we fought beneath thy banners, 

Now, since no more we have thee for our leader, 

With port colossal stalk before our eyes : 

Pent in this valley, mindless of ourselves, 



Threats, insults, and derision, we endure. 

Why should we wonder ? Israel hath at once 
In David lost her judgment and her sword. 

I, who, pursuing thy heroic steps, 

Elate with conscious glory trod the camp, 

Now feci my right hand impotent to smite. 

Now, that so often 1 hcliold thee, David, 

Exposed to hardships, sever’d from my side, 
Pursued by danger ; now, no more I seem 
To combat for my monarch, and my father, 

My wife, my children : far more dear to me 
Art thou than country, father, wife, and children . 

Da. Thou lovest mo, and more than 1 deserve ; 
May God reward tliy love . . . 

Jon . The God of justice, 

The swift rewarder of true excellence, 

He is with thee, By dying Samuel thou 
In Kama wort received ; the sacred lips 
Of thu anointed prophet, by whoso means 
My sire was crown’d, great marvels prophesied 
Of tliee in after-times : hence, in my sight 
Thy life is no less sacred than beloved. 

The cruel perils of the court alone 

For thee alarm me ; not those of the camp : 

But death, and treachery, death’s harbinger, 
Bound these pavilions hover evermore : 

Death, Abner gives it ; often Saul commands it. 
Ah, David ! hide thyself; until, at least, 

The mountain echoes with the warlike trumpet 
To-day 1 deem that wo shall be compell’d 
To meet our foes. 

Da. And shall a deed of valor 

Be, like a scheme of guilt, by stealth transacted ? 
Saul shall behold me, ere I meet my foes. 

I bring with me what must confound ; what must 
Reform the hardest of all harden’d hearts, 

I bring ; and first the fury of the king, 

Then that of hostile swords, will I confront. — 
What canst thou say, 0 king, if I to thee 
Bend, as thy servant, my submissive brow ? 

I, who, the husband of thy daughter, ask 
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Pardon of thee for ne’er committed faults : 

Thy ancient champion I, who in the jaws 
Of mortal danger, as thy comrade, shield, 

Or victim, offer now myself to thee. — 

The sacred old man dying greeted me 
In Bama ; and address’d me like a father : 

And in my arms expired. As his own son 
He formerly loved Saul : hut what reward 
Had he for this? — The holy, dying man 
Enjoin’d my love and homage to the king, 

Not less than blind obedience to my God. 

His latest words shall be, e’en till I die, 

Indelibly engraven on my heart : 

“ Ah, wretched Saul ! if thou art not more wise, 

“ The wrath of the Most High will fall upon thee.” 
This Samuel said to me. — My Jonathan, 

Fain would I see thee from the just revenge 
Of Heav’n exempt : and thou, I trust, wilt be so ; 

And so we all shall be ; and Saul, who yet 
May pardon seek, and reconciliation. — 

Ah, woo, if the Eternal sends His bolt 
Of vengeanco from the gaping firmament! 

Thou know’ ist, that often in the fierce career 
Of His rotributory punishments, 

Ho hath involved the guiltless with the guilty. 

His irresistible, impetuous flash 
Extirpates, crumbles, and beats down to earth, 

And utterly destroys the flow’rs, fruits, leaves, 
Equally with the foul and tainted plant. 

Jon . — David can do, with God, full much for Saul. 
Oft in the visions of the night I’ve seen thee, 

And so sublime in look, that at thy foot 
Prostrate I’ve fallen. — More 1 shall not say ; 

Nor more shouldst thou to me. Long as I live, 

I swear no sword of Saul shall e’er descend 
To injure thee, no, never. But, 0 Heav’ns ! . . . 

How can I screen theo from vile stratagems ? . . . 
Here, ’mid the pleasures of the costly banquet, 

Here, ’mid the harmony of festal song, 

Is poison oft imbibed in faithless gold. 

Ah ! who from this can guard thee ? 
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Da. Israel’s God, 

If I deserve deliv’ranee ; not a host, 

If I doserve destruction. — But inform me : 

Before my father, can I see my wife ? 

Till the dawn breaks, I would not enter there . . • 
Jon. On downy couch doth she await the day ? 
Before the dawn she ever comes to me 
To weep thy absence ; and together here 
We put up prayers to God for our sick father. — 
Behold ; a form in white not far from us 
Gleams indistinctly : it is she, perchance : 

A little step asido ; and listen to her : 

But, if it be another, do not now, 

I pray theo, show thyself. 

Da. I will obey theo. 


Scene III. 

MICUAL, JONATHAN. 

Mi. Abhorr’d, eternal night, wilt thou ne’er vanish : 
But, doth the sun, indeed, for me arise 
The harbingor of joy? .Unhappy I ! 

Who in an everlasting darkness live ! — 

Hast thou, my brother, left thy bed before me ? 

Yet, certainly, my frame, that never . rests, 

Was most exhausted. But, how can I rest 
On easy pillows, while on the hard earth, ^ 
Banish’d, a fugitive, within tho dens 
Of cruel beasts, and watch’d by ambush’d foes, 

My loved one lies ? Ah, father, fiercer far 
Than rav’ning monsters of the wilderness ! 
Hard-hearted Saul ! Thou takest from thy child 
JTer husband, and thou takest not her life ? — 

Hear me, my brother ; here no more I’ll tarry : 

’Tyfill be a noble deed, if thou go with me : 

But, if thou go not, I alone will venture 
His footsteps to trace out . I am resolved 
To find my David, or to suffer death. 

Jon . Delay a little while ; and dry thy tears : 
P’rhaps to Gilboa will our David come . . . 



120 SAUL. [act I. 

Mi. What say’st thou ? Can he e’er approach the place 
Which Saul inhabits ? . . . 

Jon . David will bo drawn, 

Drawn irresistibly by his fond heart, 

And his unswerving constancy, to seek 

The place where Jonathan and Michal dwell. * 

Dost thou not think that his prevailing love 
Can bid defiance to the pow’r of fear ? 

And wouldst thou wonder, if ho dared como hither ? 

Mi. O, I should tremble for his life . . . But yet, 

The seeing him would make me... 

Jon. And if he 

Fear’d nothing? . . . And should he with arguments 
Defend his unexpected daring ? — Saul, 

Loss terrible in his adversity 
Than in prosperity, bewilder’d stands, 

His strength mistrusting;, this thou knowest well : 

Since the invincible right hand of David 
For him disperses not the hostile ranks, 

Saul fears ; but, arrogant, he speaks it not. 

Each of us in his face can well discern 
That hopes of triumph are not in his heart. 

Perchance this moment ho would see thy spouse. 

Mi. Yes, it is maybe true : but he is far ; . . . 

Ah ! where? . . . and in what state? ... Alas !.. . 

Jon. He’s near thee. 

More than thou thinkesi. 

Mi. Heav’ns ! . . . why mock me thus ? . . . 

SCKNE JY. 

DAVID, MICHAL, JONATHAN. 

Da. Thy spouse is at thy side. 

ML 0 voice ! . . . 0 sight ! 

0 joy ! . . . I cannot . . . speak. — Supreme amazement ! . . . 

And is it true . . . that I at last embrace thee ? . . . ¥ 

Da. Beloved wife ! . . . Hard has my absence been ! . . . 
Death, if I’m doom’d to meet with thee to-day, 

By all who love me, and by all I love, 

1 am at least surrounded. Better die 
At once, than languish on in solitude 
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A weary life, where thou by none art loved, 

And where thou lovest none. Thou thirsty sword 
Of Saul, I here expect thee ; take my life : 

Here will my eyes at least be closed in death * 

By my beloved wife ; my limbs composed ; 

And bathed by her with tears of genuino grief. 

ML My David ! . . . Thou at once the source and end 
Of all my hopes ; ah, may thy coming hero 
To me be joyful ! God, who rescued thee 
From such prodigious oft-repeated dangers, 

Restores thee not to us in vain to-day ... 

O, with what strength thy sight alone inspires me ! 

So 'much I trembled for thee when remote; 

Almost I cease to tremble for thee now . . . 

But, what do I behold ? In what uncouth 
And savage garment wrapt, the dawn of day 
Displays thee to my eyes? My long’d-for champion ; 

How art thou stripp’d of ev’ry ornamont? 

Ku more thou wear’st that robe of gilded purple, 

Which these hands wrought for theo ! In all this squalor, 
Who would deem thee the monarch’s son-in-law ? 

Thou seem’ st a vulgar warrior, and no more, 

By thy accoutrements. 

Da . We’re in the camp ; 

Not in the centre of a timid court : 

The common garment, and the sharpen’d sword, 

Are most befitting here. I am resolved 
To-day once more in the Philistines’ blood 
My garments to impurple. Thou, meanwhile, 

Kely with me on Israel’s mighty God, 

Who from destruction can deliver me, 

If I deserve not death. 

Jon. Behold, the day 

Is fully now Toveal’d : to linger here 
Thou canst not with impunity persist. 

Although, perchance, thou comest opportunely, 

Still it behoves thee to advance with caution. — 

Each mom we are accustom’d at this hour 
To meet our father : we will scrutinize 
How be to-day is govern’d and possess’d 
By his distemper’d humor : by degrees 
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We will prepare him, if occasion smiles, 

For thy reception ; and will take good caro 
That no one first to him malignantly 
Eeports thy reappearance. Thou, meanwhile, 

Keep thyself separate ; lest any one 

Should recognize thee here, and then betray thee ; 

And Abnor even causo thee to be slain. 

Lower the visor of thy helmet : mix 
Among the undistinguish’d warriors here, 

And, unobserved, await till I return 
To thee, or send for thee . . . 

Mi. Among tho warriors, 

How can my David be conceal’d ? What eye 
Equal to his from ’neath tho helmot darts ? 

Who wields a sword that may with his compare ? 

And whose arms clang with such a martial sound ? 

Ah, no ! my love, ’twere better thou wert hid, 

Till I return to thee. Unhappy 1 ! 

Scarce found, must I surrender thee already ? 

But only for an instant ; after that, 

Never, no never, will I leave thee more. 

Yet first would I see thee conceal’d in safety. 

Behold ! dost thou not see a spacious cave 
In the recesses of this gloomy wood ? 

There oft have I invoked thee, from the world 
Retired, and sigh’d for theo, and thought on thee ; 

There with my bitter tears have I bedew’d 
Tho rugged stones : in this conceal thyself, 

Till the time copio when thou shouldst show thyself. 

Da. In all things, Michal, I would yield to thee. 

Go in implicit trust : I am impoll’d 
By a sure instinct ; I at random act not ; 

I love you both ; for your sakes do I livo : 

And in Jehovah only I confide. 
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ACT II. 

SCENK I. 

SAUL, ABSEU. 

Sa. This dawn how beautiful ! To-day the sun 
Arises not in bloody mantle wrapt ; 

He seems to promise a propitious day. — 

0 my past years ! where are ye now all fled ? 

Saul never from his martial bed, till now, 

Rose in the camp, without the certain trust 
That, ere at eve his pillow he resumed, 

He should be victor. 

Ab. Wherefore now, 0 king, 

Dost thou despair? Hast thou not heretofore 
Discomfited Philistia’s pride? The later 
That thou begin n’st this fight — this Abner tells thee — 
The nobler, fuller, triumph thou shalt win. 

Sa. O Abner, with what diff’rent eyes do youth 
And hoary age contemplate the events 
Of human life ! When with a well-knit arm 

1 grasp’d this ponderous and gnarled spear, 

Which now I scarce can wield ; I ill conceived 
The possibility of self-mistrust . . . 

But, I have now not only lost my youth . . . 

Ah l were but the invincible right hand 
Of God still with mo ! ... or with me at least 
David, my champion lost ! . . . s 

Ab. What then are we ? 

Perchance without him we no longer conquer? 

If I thought that, I never would unsheathe 
My sword again, except to pierce my heart. 

David, who is the first, the only cause 
Of all thy misadventures . . . 

* Sa. Ah ! not so : 

All my calamities may be referr’d 

To a more dreadful cause . . . And what ? Wouldst thou 

Conceal from me the horror of my state ? 

Ah 1 were I not a father, as I am, 

Alas ! too certainly, of much-loved children, . . . 
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Should I desire life, victory, or throne ? 

I should already, and a long time since, 

Headlong have cast myself 'mid hostile swords : 

I should already thus at least at once 
Have closed the fearful life that I drag on. 

How many years have pass’d now, since a smile 
Was seen to play upon my lips? My children, 

Whom I so dearly love, if they caress me, 

Most frequently inflame my heart to rage . . . 

Ever impatient, fierce, disturb’d, and wrathful ; 

I am a burden to myself and others ; 

In peace I wish for war, in war for peace : 

Poison conceal’d 1 drink in ev’ry cup ; 

In ev’ry friend I see an enemy ; 

The softest carpets of Assyria sewn 
Planted with thorns to my unquiet limbs ; 

Anguish is my short sleep ; my dreams aro terror. 

What more? who would believe it? war’s loud trumpet 
Speaks to my ears in an appalling voice ; 

The trumpet fills the heart of Saul with fear. 

Thou seeest clearly that Saul’s tott’ring house 
Is desolate, bereft of all its splendor ; 

Thou see’st that God hath cast me off -for ever. 

And thou, thyself, (too well thou know’st the truth,) 

Dost sometimes, as thou art, appear to me 
My kinsman, champion, and my real friend, 

The leader of my armies, the support 
Of my renown ; and sometimes dost appear 
The interested minion of a court, 

Hostile, invidious, crafty, and a traitor ... * 

Ab. Now, Saul, that thou hast thus regain’d thy reason, 
Do thou, I pray theo, to thy mind recall 
Each past transaction ! Art thou not aware 
That all the wounds of thy afflicted heart 
From Rama spring ; yea, from the dwelling spring 
Of Rama’s many prophets? Who to thee 
First dared to say, that God had cast thee off? 

The daring, turbulent, ambitious Samuel, 

The crafty, doting priest ; whose palsying words 
His sycophantic worshipers repeat. 

The royal wreath, which he thought his, he saw 
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Glitt’ring upon thy brow with jealous eyes. 

Already he accounted it entwined 
Around his hoary locks ; when lo ! the voice, 

At once unanimous, and loud spoken, 

Of Israel’s people, to the wind dispersed 
His wishes, and a warrior king preforr’d. 

This is thy crime, this only. Hence, when thou 
Ceasedst to bo subordinate to him, 

He ceased to call thee the elect of God; 

This, this alone at first disturb’d thy reason : 

And then tho eloquence inspired of David 
The injury completed. He in arms 
Was valiant, I deny it not; but still 
He was implicitly the tool of Samuel ; 

And fitter for tho altar than the camp : 

In arm, a warrior ; but in heart, a priest. 

Of cv’ry adventitious ornament. 

Be truth divested ; thou dost know the truth. 

1 from thy blood am sprung ; what constitutes 
Thy glory, constitutes my glory too : 

But David, no, can never raise himself, 

If first he tread not Saul beneath his feet. 

So. David? ... I hate him . . . But yet I to him 
Have yielded as a consort my own daughter . . . 

Ah ! thou canst never know. — That self-same voice, 
Imperative and visionary voice, 

Which as a youth my nightly slumbers broke, 

When I in privacy obscurely lived 

Far from tho throne, and all aspiring thoughts ; 

For many nights that solf-saiue voice hath been 
Tremendous, and rcpell'd me, thund’ring forth, 

Like the deep roaring of the stormy waves : 

“ Depart, depart, 0 Saul ...” The sacred aspect, 
Tho venerable aspect of the prophet, 

Which I had seen in dreams, before ho had 
Made manifest, that God had chosen me 
For Israel’s king : that Samuel, iu a dream, 

Now with far ditfrent aspect I behold. 

I, from a hollow, deep, and dreadful valley. 

Behold him sitting on a radiant mount ; 

David is humbly prostrate at his feet ; 
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The sacred prophet on his forehead pours 
The holy oil ; and with the other hand, 

Extending to my head a hundred cubits, 

He snatches from my brow the royal crown ; 

And seeks to place it on the brow of David : 

But, wouldst thou think it ? David prostrate falls, 
With pitoous gesture, at the prophet’s feet, 

Refusing to receive it ; and he weeps, 

And cries, and intercedes so fervently, 

That he refits it on my head at last . . . 

* — 0 spectacle ! 0 David, gen’rous David ! 

Then thou art yet obedient to thy king ? 

My son ? my faithful subject ? and my friend? , . . 
Distraction I Wouldst thou take from me my crown ? 
Thou, who daredst do it, insolent old man, 

Tremble . , . Who art thou ? . . . Let him die at once, 
Who e’en conceived the thought . . . — Alas, alas ! 

I rave like one distracted 1 , . . 

Ab . Lot him die ; 

Let David only die : and with him vanish 
Dreams, terrors, omens, and distresses. 

Scene II. 

JONATHAN, MICH AT, SAUL, ABNER. 

Jon. Peace 

Be with the king. 

Mi. And God be with my father. 

Sa. ... Grief always is with me. — I rose to-day, 
Before my custpm’d hour, in joyful hopo . . . 

But, like a vapor of the desert, hope 
Hath disappear’d already. — 0 my son, 

What boots it now tho battle to defer ? 

To dread defeat is worse than to endure it ; 

And let us once endure it. Let us fight 
To-day ; I will it. 

< Jon. We to-day shall conquer. 

Father, resume thy hopes : hope never shone 
With more authentic brightness on thy prospects. 
Ah, calm thy looks again ! my heart is big 
With presages of victory. This plain 
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Shall with the bodies of our foes be cover’d ; • 

And to the rav’nous vultures will we leave 
A horrid banquet . . . 

ML To a calmer spot 

Within thy palace wo will soon repair, 

0 father. Thore, amid thy palms enthroned, 

Joyful thyself, thou, by restoring to her 
Her much-loved husband, wilt restore to life 
Thy mournful daughter ... 

Sa. . . . Evermore in tears ? 

Are these, indeed, the pleasing objects destined 
To renovate Saul’s languid, wither’d mind ? 

Art thou a solace thus to my distress ? 

Daughter of tears, depart; go ; leave me ; hence ! 

ML Alas ! . . . Thou wouldst not, father, that I wept ? . . . 
Father, and who in overlasting tears 
Now keeps me, if not thou? . . . 

Jon. Refrain ; wouldst thou 

Bo irksome to thy father? — Saul, take comfort: 

A minister of war and victory 

Stands in the camp : a spirit of salvation, 

With dawning light descended from the skies. 

Which o’er all Israel’s host will spread to-day 
Jlis brooding wings.* A certainty of conquest, 

E’en on thy heart, will quickly be impress’d. 

Sa. Now, p’rhaps, thou wouldst that I should take a 
part 

In thy weak transports ? I ? — What victory ? 

What spirit comos ? . . . Let us all weep. To-day 
That venerable oak, torn up, will show , 

Its squalid roots, where heretofore it spread 
Its stately branches to the gales of Heaven. 

All, all is weeping, tempest, blood, and death : 

Rond, rend your garments ; scatter on your hair 
Polluting dust. Yes, this day is the last ; 

To us, the final day. 

Ab. Oft have I said it : 

Your importuning presence evermore 
Redoubles his fierce pangs. 

Mi. And what ? Must we 

Leave our beloved father ? . . . 
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Jon . At his side 

Presutncst thou alone to stand ? Dost thou 
Presumo.that in thy hands ? . . . 

8a. What, what is this ? 

Page sits upon the faces of my children ? 

Who, who has wrong’d them? Ahner, thou perchance? 
These are my blood ; dost know it not ? . . . Remember . . . 

Jon. Ah, yes ! we are thy blood ; and for thy sake 
Hold ourselves ready all our blood to shed . . . 

ML Father, when I of thee my consort seek, 

Am I by selfish love alone impelled ? 

I ask of thee the champion of thy people, 

The terror of Philistia, thy defender. 

In thy disconsolate fantastic hours, 

And in thy fatal presagos of death, 

Ah! did not David sometimes solace thee 
With his celestial music ? Was not ho 
A very beam of joy across thy darkness ? 

Jon. And I ; thou knowest, if I wear a sword ; 

Bat, what boots that, if the resounding steps 

Of Israel’s warrior to my steps give not 

The law supremo ? Should we of fighting speak. 

Were David hero? We had already conquer’d. 

8a. 0 times long past ! . . . 0 my illustrious days 
Of joyful triumph ! . . . Lo ! they throng before me, 
Triumphant images of past success. 

I from the camp return, with bloody sweat 
All cover’d, and with honorable dust : 

In my extinguish’d pride, behold, I walk ; 

And praises to*tlio Lord ... I, praise the Lord? . . . — 

The ears of God are closed against my voice ; 

Mute is my lip . . . Where is my glory ? where, 

Where is the blood of my slain enemies ? . . . 

Jon. Thou wouldst have all in David . . . 

ML But, with thee 

David is not, 0 no : to banishment 

Thou drov'st him from thy presence, sough t’st his death . . . 
David, thy son ; thy noblest ornament ; 

Modest and docile ; more than lightning swift 
To serve thee ; and in loving thee more warm, 

Than thy own children. Father, ah 1 desist . . , 
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Sa. Toars from my eyes are gushing? Who hath thus 
Forced me to unaccustom’d tenderness ? 

Let me dry up my eyes. 

Ah . I counsel thee, 

0 king, to thy pavilion to withdraw. 

Thy marshall’d forces, ready for the combat, 

Ere long I will display to thee. Now come ; 

And bo convinced that nothing is in David . . . 

Scene III. 

DAVID, SAUL, ABNER, JONATHAN, MICHAL. 

Da. Except his innocence. 

Sa. What do I see? 

Mi. 0 Heav’ns ! 

Jon. What hast thou done ? 

Ab. Audacious . . . 

Jon. Father . . . 

ML Father, he is my spouse ; to me thou gav’st him. 

Sa. 0 what a sight is this ! 

Da, 0 Saul, my king ! 

Thou dost demand this head ; for a long time 
Already hast thou sought it ; here it is ; 

Sever it now, *tis thine. 

Sa. What do I hear ? . . . 

O David, . . . David ! In thee speaks a God : 

A God to-day doth usher thee to mo . . . 

Da. Yes, monarch ; Ho who is thj only God ; 

He, who in Elah prompted me to meet, 

Although a stripling, and yet inexpert, 

The menacing colossal arrogance 
Of fierce Goliath, clad in mail complete : 

That God, who thence on thy wide-dreaded arms 
Heap’d victory on victory ; and who, 

‘ Always in His designs inscrutable, 

Chose, as an instrument, my hand obscure 
For signal exploits : hither now that God 
Doth usher me to thee, with victory. 

Now, as thou likest best, a simple warrior, 

Or leader of thy bands, if I deserve 
Suoh a distinction, take me. On the earth 
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First let thy foes be strewn : by the keen breath 
Of northern blasts be all the clouds dispersed, 

That gather in dark masses round thy throne : 

Thou afterwards, 0 Saul, with death shalt pay me. 

Not one faint strugglo, not a single thought, 

Should my death cost thee. Thou, 0 king, shalt say : 

“ Bo David slain and Abner instantly 

Shall slay me.— I will grasp nor sword nor shield; 

Within the palace of my sov’reign lord 
All weapons misbecome me, saving patienco, 

Humility, and prayers, and passive love, 

And innocence. I ought, if God so will, 

To perish as thy son, not as thy foe. 

Thus was the son of the first ancestor 
Of Israel’s people ready to resign, 

On the great mount, his sacrificial blood ; 

No disobedient word or sign escaped him : 

Already had his father raised one hand 
To slay him, while he fondly kiss’d the other. — 

Saul gave my life ; Saul takes that life away : 

Through him I gain’d renown, through him I lose it : 

Ho made me great, and now he makes me nothing. 

Sa. 0, what a thick mist from ijiy aged eyes 
Those words disperse ! What voice sounds in my 
heart ! . . . — 

David, thou speakest as a man of valor, 

And valiant were thy deeds ; but, blind with pride, 

Thou dar’dst despis^ me afterwards ; dar’dst raise 
Thyself above me ; to my praise pretend, 

And clothe thysolf with my reflected light. 

And, were I not thy king, does it become 
A warrior young to scorn an aged warrior ? 

Thou, great in all things, wert not so in this. 

Of thee the daughters of my people sang : 

“ David, the valiant, his ten thousands slew ; 
ht Saul slew his thousands.’* To my inmost heart, 

David, thou woundedst me. Why saidst thou not : 

44 Saul, in his youth, not only slew a thousand, 

•* But many thousands : ho the warrior is ; 

“ Me he created ” ? 

Da. 


I indeed said this ; 
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But those, who to thy hearing gain’d access, 

More loudly cried : “ Too powerful iB David : 

“ In all men’s mouths, and in the hearts of many; 

“ If thou, Saul, slay him not, who will restrain him? ” — 
With less of art, and more of verity, 

What said not Abner to the king ? : “ Ah, David 
“ Too much surpasses me ; hence I abhor him ; 

“ llgnco envy, fear him ; hence I wish him dead.” 

Ab. Miscreant! tho day that thou clandestinely 
Didst with thy prophets trait’rously cabal ; 

When for thy monarch thou didst spread in secret 
Infamous snares ; when shelter thou didst seek 
E’en in the bosom of Philistia’s sons ; 

And spending days profane with foes impure, 

Didst meanwhile with domestic traitors hold 
A secret commerce : now, do I perchanco 
Only allege this? or didst thou not do it? 

At first, who more install’d thee than myself 
Within thy monarch’s heart ? Who prompted him 
His son-in-law to make thee ? Abner only . . . 

ML Twas I : I at my father’s hand obtain’d 
David as consort ; his I sought to bo ; 

I, smitten by his virtues. He inspired 
My earliest sighs ; the idol of my heart, 

My hope, my life was he, and ho alone. 

Although disguised in base obscurity, 

Reduced to poverty, yet evermore 
David had been more welcome to my heart, 

Than any proud king whom the east adores. , 

Sa. But thou, O David, canst thou controvert 
Tho charges Abnor brings ? Didst thou not seek 
A shelter in Philistia ? Didst thou not 
Sow in my peoplo seeds of black revolt? 

Hast thou not plotted many times to take 
Thy monarch’s life, thy second father’s life? 

I)a, Behold ; this border of thy royal garment 
Answers for me. 'Dost recognize it, thou ? 

Take it ; examine it. 

Sa, Give it to me. 

What do I see ? ’Tis mine ; assuredly . . . 

Whence didst thou take it ? . . . 

k 2 
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Da. From thyself I took it, 

With this my sword, from off thy royal robe, 

My own hands sever’d it. — Remember’st thou 
En-gedi? There, where barbarously thou 
Pursuedst mo, a banish’d man, to death ; 

There was I, in the cave, that from the fount 
Derives its name, a friendless fugitive; 

There, thou alone, thy warriors having station’d 
To guard the rugged entrance of the cave, 

On downy pillows, in calm quietness, 

Didst close thine oyes in sleep . . . Didst thou, 0 Hcav’ns, 
With rancorous and bloody thoughts inflamed, 

Yet slumber there? Thou seo’st how mighty God 
Defeats the schemes of human subtlety ! 

There with impunity I might havo slain thee, 

And by another issue havo escaped : 

This bordor of thy robe sufficiently 

Proves this to thee. Behold thee, thou a king, 

A haughty and a great one, in the midst 
Of arm’d battalions, fallen in the hands 
Of the proscribed calumniated youth . . . 

Abner, the valiant Abner, where was he ? 

Thus does he guard thy life? Tl?ns serve his king ? 

Thou see st in whom thou hast reposed thy trust ; 

And against whom thou base thine anger turn’d. — 

Now, art thou satisfied? Now hast thou not, 

Saul, of my heart proofs incontestable, 

And of my fealty and innocence ? 

Not proofs persuasive of the little love, 

Of the malignant and invidious rage, 

And the precarious vigilance of Abner? . . . 

Sa. My son, thou hast prevail’d ; . . . thou hast prevail’d. 
Abner, do thou behold him ; and bo dumb. 

Mi. Ojoy! 

Da. 0 father ! . . . 

Jon. 0 auspicious day l 

Mi. 0 husband ! . . . 

Sa. Yes, this is a day of joy, 

A day of restitution and of triumph. 

I will that thou to-day command' my armies : 

Abner, oppose not ; for I will it so. 
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Let no contention ’twixt you two arise, 

Except an emulation which shall slay 
Most of our enemies. Thou, Jonathan, 

Beside the brother of thy heart shalt fight : 

David to me is surety for thy life ; 

And thou art so for his. 

Jon. When David loads 

Our armies, God TTimself becomes our surety. 

ML God doth restoro thee to me ; Ho will save thee . . . 
8a. Lot this suffico. Before the fight begins, 

Come to tho tent, 0 son, a little while, 

And rest thy wearied limbs. Thy Bpouse beloved 
Shall soothe the long affliction of thy absence : 

With her own hands meanwhile shall she provide 
And minister thy food. My daughter, now 
Repair in part (for thou alone caust do it) 

Tho unintended errors of thy father. 


ACT III. 

. Scene I. 

DAVID, ABNEK. 

Ab. Behold me : at thy summons I appear, 

Ero scarco tho king hath from the banquet risen. 

Da. T wish’d to speak to thco in secret here. 

Ab. Thou wouldst perchance hear of the coming 
fight?... 

Da. And at the same time tell thee, that thou’rt not 
Subordinate to me ; that both alike 
Our people and our lawful king we serve, 

And Israel’s mighty God. Let not our breasts 
Harbor another thought. 

Ab. I, for our king, 

From whose blood I descend, had in the camp 
Already brandish’d my ensanguined sword, 

Before the shrill twang of thy sling was heard . . . 

Da. The monarch’s blood runs not within my veins : 
My deeds are known to all : I boast not of them : 
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Abner well knows them. — In forgetfulness 
Let them be buried ; only recollect 
Thine own : and, rivalling thy former fame, 

Seek only to surpass thyself to-day. 

Ab . I hitherto believed myself the leader : 

David was not here then : I ventured hence 
To order all things for the victory : 

Hear what I should have done, had I commanded. — 
Pull in our front, from north to south, the camp 
Of the Philistines fills the valley’s longth. 

Behind it rise thick bushes ; *tis defendod 
By lofty banks in front : eastward ’tis flank’d 
By a not lofty hill, of gentle slopo 
Towards the camp, but rough, precipitous. 

Upon the other side ; an ample outlet 

Lies amid mountains to the west, through which 

By a vast plain the traveller may go, 

Exempt from hindrance, to the murmuring sea. 
There, if we thither can decoy our foes, 

Our triumph in the war will be assured. 

But, to accomplish that, ’tis needful first 
To feign retreat. In three battalions form’d. 

If we towards the valley’s left side. bend, 

We shall in front encounter their right flank. 

The first battalion with forced march advances. 

And seems to fly ; the second, moving slowly, 
Remains behind, in thin, disorder’d ranks, 

A sure temptation to the enemy. 

Meanwhile, a band conspicuous for its valor 
The rugged hill towards the east has gain’d, 

And on the rear of the invading host 
lie-issues. Thus in front is it enclosed, 

Behind, transversely ; and behold we make 
A dreadful, universal carnage of it. 

Da. Equally wise and valorous art thou. 
Nothing, 0 Abner, should be alter’d now 
In thy arrangements. Valor I commend 
Wherever found : a soldier I will be, 

And not a leader : and my coming here 
Shall, by addition of a sword alone, 

Alter thy battle. 
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Ah David is the leader : 

David is master of our armies. Who 
Combats, compared with him ? 

Da. Who less indeed 

Should stoop to jealousy than Abnor, since 
He is so highly gifted ? Excellent, 

However I behold it, is thy scheme. 

Myself and Jonathan beside the tent ? 

Of Saul shall combat ; further, tow’rds the north, 

Uz shall advance ; with thousand chosen men 
Zadok the eastern eminence shall gain ; 

And thou, with greatost numbers, shall command 
The body of the army. 

Ah Tli is to thee 

Belongs ; it is the place of honor. ' 

Da. Hence 

I place thee there. — As yet the sun ascends : 

Thou shalt keep all in steady preparation ; 

B"t till the fourth hour of the afternoon 
Be not the trumpets heard. Thou seeest how 
A furious west wind blows ; the dazzling sun 
And driven dust will, tow’rds the dose of day, 

Assist our enterprise. . 

Ah Thou spoakest wisely. 

Da. Now, go ; command : and do not from thyself, 
With base aud courtly artifice, of which 
Thou shouldst be ignorant, avert that praise, 

Which, as a captain, thou so well deservest. 

SCKNE II. 

DAVID. 

Da. The order of the fight is wise and subtle. — 
But, if he have not gain’d his soldiers’ hearts, 

What boots the foresight of a general ? 

Of this alone is Abner destitute ; 

And this to me God grants. To-day we conquer ; 
To-morrow once more will I leave the king ; 

For never by his side can there be peace 
For me . . . What do I say? Now victory 
Would be ascribed to me as a new crime. 
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Scene III. 

MICHAL, DAVID# 

ML My spouse, hast thou not heard ? My father scarce 
Bose from a joyous banquet., when towards him 
Abner advanced, and spake to him an instant : 

I enter’d, he retired ; I found the king 
No longer what he*was. 

Da. But yet, what said he r 

What couldcst thou infor ? . . . 

Mi. Just now was he 

Devoted to our cause ; with us he wept ; 

Alternately embraced us ; and from us, 

As if in his defence, he prophesied 
A race of futuro heroes ; he appear’d 
To us, as he said this, more than a father : 

More than a king ho now appears to me. 

Da. Ah ! do not weep, 0 wife, before the time : 

Saul is the king ; his will in us must be 
Accomplish’d. So that he to-day may lose not 
The battle ; let him ’gainst myself to-morrow 
Besume his cruel thoughts ; I will resume 
My abject state, my bitter banishment, 

My fugitive and apprehensive lifo. 

My true and only death will be to leave thee : 

And yet I ought to do it . . . Ah, vain hopes ! 

Ah, nuptial ties for tliee how inauspicious ! 

Another spouse a happy regal stato 
Had given thee ; and I deprive thee of it. 

Unhappy I ! . V. Nor canst thou make me now, 

Thy ever fugitive and homeless consort, 

The father of a num’rous blooming offspring . . . 

ML Ah, no ! we never shall again be parted : 

No one shall dare to rend thee from my breast. 

I never will return, no, never more, 

To that unhappy life which I dragg’d on 
Deprived of thee : the tomb shall sooner hold me. 

I languish’d in that palace of despair, 

Alone and weeping, through the tedious days ; 

The shades of night with dreadful dreams were fraught. 
Now, I beheld my cruel father’s sword 
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Suspended o’er thy head ; thy voice I heard 
Persuasive, weeping, supplicating, fit 
To drive all cruel feelings from the breast ; 

And yet tho barbarous Saul, in spite of this, 

Plunged in thy heart the dagger : now, I saw thee 
’Mid secret labyrinths of darksome caves, 

Making thy couch of the unyielding flint ; 

While at the motion of each rustling ldfcf 
Thy faint heart trembled ; and thou sought’st another ; 
And thence another ; yet without once finding 
A place of rest, or quietness, or friends : 

Sick, anxious, weary . . . worn with parching thirst ... * 
O IJeav’ns ! . . . How toll my anguish, doubts, long 
trembling ? — 

No more, no, never will I leave thee ; never . . . 

Da. Thou torturest my heart : ah, cease ! . . . This day 
To blood is consecrated, not to tears. 

Mi. Provided that an obstaclo to-day 
Arisn not to thy fighting. I fear not 
The fight on thy account ; thou hast a shield 
Proof against all assaults, Almighty God : 

Rut I am fearful lest perfidious Abner 
Frustrate on thy account, or intercept 
The victory to-day. 

Da. And what? did Saul 

Appear to thee to hesitate to trust 
The conduct of the enterprise to me ? 

Mi. I heard not that ; but sternly did he frown, 

And whisper'd to himself I know not what 
Of trait’rous priests ; of strangers in the camp ; 

Of simulated virtue . . . Broken, dark, 

Mournful, tremendous words, to her who is 
Tho wifo of David and the child of Saul. 

Da . Behold him : let us hear. 

ML Just God ! I pray Thee, 

Succor to-day Thy consecrated servant: 

Confound blasphemers ; give my father light ; 

Protect my husband ; ami defend Thy people. 
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Scene IV. 

SAUL, JONATHAN, MICHAL, DAVID. 

«7b». All come, beloved father ; to thy thoughts 
Allow a little respite : the pure air 
Will bring thee some refreshment ; come : and sit 
A little while among thy children now. 

Sa. ... What are those words I hear ? 

Mi. Beloved father ! . . . 

Sa. Who, who are ye ? . . . Who speaks of pure air 
here? . . . 

This? ’tis a thick impenetrable gloom ; 

A land of darkness ; and the shades of death . . . 

0 see ! Come nearer me ; dost thou observe it ? 

A fatal wreath of blood surrounds the sun . . . 

Heard’st thou the singing of ill-omen’d birds ? 

The vocal air resounds with loud laments 
That smite my ears, compelling me to weep . . . 

But what ? Ye, ye weep also ? . . . 

Jon. Mighty God 

Of Israel, dost Thou thus Thy face avert 
Prom Saul the king ? Is he, Thy servant once. 

Abandon’d to the adversary thus? 

Mi. Father, thy much-loved daughter is beside thee : 

If thou art cheerful, she is also cheerful ; 

She, if thou weepest, weeps . . . But, wherofore now 
Should we shed tears ? For joy hath reappear’d. 

Sa. David, thou meanest. Ah ! . . . Why doth not David 
Also embrace me with my other children ? 

Da. 0 father 1 ... I have been restrain’d by fear 
Of importuning thee. Ah ! why canst thou 
Not read my heart ? I evermore am thine. 

Sa. Thou lovest then , . . the houso ... of Saul ? 

Da. I love it ? 

0 Heav’ns ! Dear as tho apple of mine eye 
To me is Jonathan ; I neither know, 

Nor heed a peril in the world, for thee ; 

Let my wife, if she can, say with what love, 

And how much love, I love her . . . 

Sa. Yet, thyself 

Thou mightily dost prize . . . 
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Da. ' I, prize myself? . . . 

No despicable soldier in the camp, 

In court thy son-in-law, I deem myself ; 

And nothing, nothing in the sight of God. 

Sa. Incessantly to me of God thou speakest ; 

Yet, thou well knowest that the crafty rage, 

Cruel, tremendous, of perfidious priests, 

Has for a long time sever’d me from God. 

Dost thou thus name Him to insult me ? 

Da. I 

Name Him, to give Him glory. Why dost thou 
Believe that Ho no longer is with thee? 

He doth not dwell with him who loves Him not : 

But, doth He ever fail to succor him 
Who doth invoke Him, and who hath rcpoBed 
In Him implicit trust ? Ho to the throne 
Appointed thee ; and on that throne He keepB thee : 

And if in Him, in Him exclusively 

Thou dost confide, He’s thine, and thou art His. 

Sa. Who speaks of Heav’n ? ... Is he in snowy vest 
Enrobed who thus his sacred lip unseals ? 

Let’s see him ... No : thou art a warrior : thou 
Graspest the sword : approach ; and let me see, 

If David thus or Samuel doth accost mo. — 

What sword is this ? ’Tis not the same, methinks, 

Which I, with my own hands, on thee bestow’d . . . 

Da. This is the sword that my poor sling acquired. 

The sword that over me in Elah hung 
Threat’ning my life ; in fierco Goliath’s hands 
I saw it flash a horrid glare of death • 

Before my eyes : he grasp’d it : but it bears 
Not mine, but his coagulated blood. 

Sa. Was not that sword, a consecrated thing, 

In Nob, within the tabernacle hung? 

Was it not wrapp’d within the mystic Ephod, 

And thus from all unhallow’d eyes conceal’d? 

Devoted to the Lord of hosts for ever ? . . . 

Da. ’Tis true ; but . . . 

Sa. Whence didst thou obtain it, 

then? 

Who dared to give it ? who? . . . 

Da. 


I will explain. 
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Pow’rless and fugitive to Nob I came : 

Wherefore I fled, thou knowest. Ev’ry path 
Was crowded with unhappy wretches ; I, 

Defenceless, found myself at ev’ry step 
Within the jaws of death. With humble brow 
I kneel’d within the tabernacle, where 
God’s Spirit doth dosccud : and there, these arms 
(Which if a living man might to his side 
Itefit them, David surely was that man) 

Myself demanded of the priest. 

Sa. And he? . . . 

Da. Gave them to me. 

Sa. Ho was ? 

Da. Ahimelech. 

Sa. Perfidious traitor! . . . Vile ! . . .Where is the 
altar? . . . 

0 rage ! . . . Ah, all are miscreants ! traitors all ! . . . 

The foes of God ; are ye his ministers ? . * 

Black souls in vestments white . . . Where is the axo? . . . 
Where is the altar ? let him be destroy’d . . . 

Where is the off ’ring ? I will slay him . . . 

Mi. Father I 

Jon. 0 neav’ns ! What mean these words ? Where dost 
thou fly ? ... . 

Be pacified, I pray thee : there are not 
Or altars here, or victims : in the priests 
Kespect that God who hears thee evermore. 

Sa. Who thus restrains mo? . . . Who resists me thus? . . , 
Who forces me to sit ? . . . 

Jon. * My father . . . 

Da. Thou, 

Great God of Israel, do Thou succor him ! 

Thy servant kneels to Thee, and this implores. 

Sa. I am bereft of peace ; the sun, my kingdom. 

My children, and my pow’r of thought, all, all 
Are taken from me ! ... Ah, unhappy Saul ! 

Who doth console thee ? who is now the gxiide, 

The prop of thy bewilder’d feebleness ? . . . 

Thy children all are mute ; are harsh, and cruel . . . 

And of the doting and infirm old man 
They only wish the death : and nought attracts 
My children, but the fatal diadem, 
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Which now is twined around thy hoary head. 

Wrest it at once : and at the same timo sever 

From this now tremulous decaying form 

Your father’s palsied head . . . Ah, wretched state ! 

Better were death. I wish for death ... 

ML 0 father ! . . , 

We all desire thy life : we each of us 
Would die ourselves, to rescue thee from death . . . 

Jon . — Now, since in tears his fury is dissolved, 

Brother, do thou, to recomposo his soul, 

Exert thy voice. So many times already 
Hast thou enthrall’d him with celestial songs 
To calm oblivion. 

ML Yes ; thou seeest now, 

The breathing in his panting breast subsides ; 

His looks, just now so savage, swim in tears : 

Now is the time to lend him thy assistance. 

Da. May God in mercy speak to him through me. 1 — 

Omnipotent, eternal, infinite, 

Thou, who dost govern each created thing ; 

Thou, who from nothing mad’st me by Thy might, 
Blest with a soul that dares to Thee take wing ; 
Thou, who canst pierce the’ abyss of endless night. 

And all its myst’ries into daylight bring ; 

The universe doth tremble at Thy nod, 

And sinners prostrate own the outstretch’d arm of God. 

Oft on the gorgeous blazing wings ere now 
Of thousand cherubim wort Thou reveal’d ; 

Oft did Thy pure divinity endow 

Thy people’s shepherd in the martial field : 

To him a stream of eloquence wert Thou ; 

Thou wert his sword, his wisdom, and his shield : 
From Thy bright throne, 0 God, bestow one ray 
To cleave the gath’ring clouds that intercept the* day. 

1 All the following lyric verses may be sung by David without shakes, 
if he happens to be both a singer and actor. It will otherwise be suffi- 
cient, in order to produce a certain effect, if each stanza is preceded by a 
short instrumental musical passage, adapted to the subject ; and if David 
then recites the stanza # with majesty and gravity. 
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In tears of darkness we . . . 

Sa. Hear I the voice 

Of David? . . . From a mortal lethargy 
It soems to wake me, and displays to me 
The cheering radiance of my early years. 

David . 

Who comes, who comes, unseen, yet heard ? 

A sable cloud of dust appear’d, 

Chased by the eastern blast. — 

But it has burst ; and from its womb 
A thousand brandish’d swords illume 
The track through which it pass’d . . . 

Saul, as a tow’r, his forehead rears, 

Iiis head a flaming circlet wears. 

The earth beneath his foot 
Echoes with tramp of horse and men : 

The sea, the sky, the hills, the plain, 

• The warlike sounds repeat. 

In awful majesty doth Saul appear ; 

Horsemen and chariots from before him fly : 
Chill’d by his presence is each heart with fear ; 
And god-like terrors lighten in his eye. 

Ye sons of Ammon, late so proud, 

Where t tiow the scorn, the insults loud, 

Ye raised against our host ? 

Your corpses more than fill the plain ; 

The ample harvest of your slain 
Invalidates your boast. 

See what it is thus to depend 
On gods unable to defend. — 

But wherefore from afar 
Hear I another trumpet* sound ? 

'Tis Saul’s : — he levels with the ground 
All Edom’s sons of war. 
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Thus Moat), Zobah, bv his arms laid low, 

With impious Amalek, un&ted fall : 

Saul, like a stream fed by dissolving snow, 

Defeats, disperses, overwhelms them all. 

Sa . This is the voice of my departed years, 

That from the tomb to glory now recalls me. 

I live again in my victorious youth, 

When I hear this . . . — What do I say ? . . . Alas ! 
Should cries of war be now address’d to me ? , . . 
Oblivion, indolenco, and peace, invite 
The old man to themselves. 

Da. Let peace bo sung. — 

Weary and thirsty, see he lies 
Beside his native stream ; 

God’s champion, whose past victories 
Wake many a glorious dream. 

The sigh’d-for laurel’s evergreen 
Doth screen his head from heat ; 

His children, all around him seen, 

His sighs and smiles repeat. 

They weep and smile, then smile and weep, 
With sympathy endued ; 

And still a strict accordance keep 
To ov’ry varying mood. 

One daughter’s gentle hand unfits 4 
His crested helm and sword ; 

His consort fond beside him sits, 

Embracing her loved lord. 

The other doth clear water bring 
From the pure ambient flood, 

To cleanse his stately brows, where cling 
Commingled dust and blood. 

A oloud of odorous flow’rs she spreads, 
Which breathe their perfumes near; 
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And on his honor’d hand she sheds 
The duteous filial tear. 

But why sits one apart reclined, 

In pensive mood alone ? 

Alas, she mourns that others find 
A task, while she has none. 

But different thoughts, with eager haste, 
Attract the band of boys ; 

Till his turn comes to be ombraced, 

One son himself employs 

To make the blood-encrusted blade 
From spot and blemish clear : 

With envy fired, another said : 

“ When shall I poiso that spear? 

44 That pond’rous lance when shall I wield, 
That now defies my strength ?” 

Another grasps the blazon’d shield, 

And stalks behind its length. 

Then tears of sweet surprise, 

From forth the swimming eyes 
Of Saul are seen to roll : 

For of his blooming race, 

So full of royal grace, 

He knows that he’s the soul. 

The pleasuro how entire, 

How happy is the sire, 

Whose waking thoughts inspire 
Affections so sincere I 

But now the day is o’er ; 

The zephyrs brcatho no more ; 

And sleep’s soft pow’rs restore 
The monarch we revere. — 

8a. Happy the father of a race like this ! 

0 peace of mind, how precious are thy gifts ! . . . 

Through all my veins balsamic sweetness flows . . — 
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But, what pretendest thou? To make Saul vile 
Amid domestic ease ? Does valiant Saul 
Now lie an useless implement of war ? 

David . 

The king reposes, but heroic dreams 

With fearful pomp before his eyes parade, 

Pregnant with death and visionary themes. 

Behold, transfix’d with his victorious blade, 

Tho conquer’d tyrant of the haughty foes, 

All pow’r of harming gone, an awful shade. 

Behold a flash that instantaneous glows . . . 

It is Saul’s brandish’d sword, that no man spares, 

The weak and strong confounding with its blows. — 
The dreaded lion thus sometimes forbears 
To make tho forest with his cries resound. 

For oven he in sleep his strength repairs ; 

But not the silence of his den profound, 

Can courage to the trembling flocks restore ; 

Or make tho swain with less fear look around, 

For well he knows that he will prowl once more. 

The monarch is roused from his slumbers : 

“ Arms, arms,” ho imperiously cries. 

They are vanish’d, — tho enemy’s numbers ; 

What champion his valor defies ? 

I see, I see a track of fearful firo, 

To which perforce the hostile squadrons yield. 

Before the arms of Israel they retire, 

Which, black with hostile gore, possess the field. 

The winged thunderbolt huge stones doth shower, 

And far less promptly doth the foe retreat, 

Than our dread sov’reign in his mighty power 
Pursue him, and his overthrow complete. 

Like a proud eagle, his audacious flight, 

Wing’d with Immortal pinions, towards the pole 
He aims. His eyes are like the lightning bright ; 

His talons God’s own thunderbolts control, 

VOL. II. 
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Annihilating those base sons of earth, 

Who in false temples have false gods adored ; 

Whose gods impure to rites impure gave birth, 

Who dare compare themselvos with Israel’s Lord. 

Long, long have I pursued his ardent path ; 

Now it behoves mo once more to pursue 
His foes on earth ; with heav’n-directed wrath 
To trample down and crush Philistia’s crew ; 

And with the* assistance of the God of hosts, 

Prove that, as he, so I maintain his laws ; 

And prove that now the camp of Israel boasts 
Two swords resistless in a righteous cause. 1 

Sa. Who, who thus boasts ? Is there, except my sword, 
Which I unsheathe, another in the camp ? 

He’s a blasphemer, let him perish, he 
Who dares defy it. 

Mi. Ah forbear : 0 neav’ns ! . . . 

Jon. Father, what wouldst thou do ? . . . 

Da. Unhappy king ! 

Mi. Ah fly ! . . . Ah fly ! . . . With difficulty we 
Can hold him back. Dear husband, fly ! 

Scene V. 

JONATHAN, SAUL, MICHAL. 

Mi. A 0 stop, . . . 

Beloved father ! . . . 

Jon . I beseech thee, stop . . . 

Sa. Whb thus restrains me ? who presumes to do it ? . . . 
Where is my sword ? Hestoro my sword at once . . . 

Jon. ... Do thou retire with us, beloved father : 

T will not let thee any farther go. 

Behold, thy children now are all alone : 

Iietum with us to thy pavilion : now 

1 The above poems are not written with any attempt to copy the metre 
of the original, of which they are in fact only paraphrases. But as a 
favorable specimen of Mr. Lloyd’s poetical abilities, 1 have thought it best 
to leave them unaltered, except with a few necessary corrections. — E. A. B. 
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Thou needost quietness. Ah, come ! Refrain 
Prom causeless rage ; thy children stand around thee . . . 
Mi. And they shall never, never quit thy presence . . . 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

JONATHAN, MICHAL. 

Mi. Jonathan, tell me ; to my father’s tent 
May my dear spouse return ? 

Jon. Ah, no ! with him 

Saul is not reconciled ; though he has fully 
Regain’d his reason : hut his jealousy 
Is too profound ; and slow will be his cure. 

Return to David thou, and leave him not. 

Mi. Alas ! . . . Who is more wretched than myself? . . . 
I have so well conceal’d him, that no man 
Will ever find him : to this hiding-place 
I now return to him. 

Jon. 0 Heav’ns ! behold, 

My poor distracted father once more comes : 

He never finds a resting-place. 

Mi. Alas ! . . . 

What shall I say to him ? ... I will retire . . . 

Scene II. 

SAUL, MICHAL, JONATHAN. 

Sa. Who flies at my approach ? Thou, woman, thou ? 
Mi. My lord . . . 

Sa. Where, whore is David ? 

ML ... I know not . . . 

Sa. Thou knowest not? . . . 

Jon. My father , . . 

Sa. Seek him then ; 

Go ; bring him hither soon. 

Mi. I seek him out ? . . . 

But, , . . tell me, where ? . . . 
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8a. It was thy king that spake, 

And hast thou not obey’d him ? 

Scene III. 

SAUL, JONATHAN. 

8a. ... Jonathan, 

Lov’st thou thy father ? . . . 

Jon. Father ! . . . yes, I love tnoe : 

But, loving thee, I also love thy glory : 

Hence, sometimes I oppose, far as a son 
Ought to oppose, thine impulses unjust. 

Sa. Often thy father’s arm dost thou restrain : 

But, thou dost turn against thyself that sword 
Which thou avertcst from another’s breast. 

Yes, yes, defend that David to the utmost ; 

Shortly will he . . . Dost thou not hear a voice 
That in thy heart cries : 44 David will be king” ? 

— David V He shall be immolated first. 

Jon. And doth not God, with a more dreadful voice, 
Cry in thy heart : “ My favorite is David ; 

“ He is the chosen of the Lord of hosts ” ? 

Doth not each act of his confirm this truth ? 

Was not the frantic and invidious rage 
Of Abner silenced by his mere approach ? 

And thou, when thou re-enter’st in thyself, 

Dost thou not find that, only at his presence. 

All thy suspicions vanish like a cloud 
Before the sun ? And dost thou fondly dream, 

When the malignant spirit visits thee, 

That I restrain thy arm ? ’Tis God restrains it. 

Scarcely wilt thou have levelled at his breast 
Thy ovil-brandish’d sword, when thou wilt be 
Forced to withdraw it suddenly : in tears 
Thou thyself prostrate at his feet wilt fall ; 

Yes, father, thou, repentant : for thou art 
Indeed not impious . . . 

Sa. But too true thy words. 

0 A strange inexplicable mystery 
This David is to me. No sooner I 
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In Elah had beheld him, than he pleased 
My eyes ; but never, never won my heart. 

When I might almost be disposed to love him, 

A fierce repulsion shoots athwart my breast. 

And weans me from him : scarcely do I wish 
For his destruction, than, if I behold him, 

He straight disarms me, with such wonder fills me, 
That in his presence I become a nothing . . . 

Ah ! this is surely, this the vengeance is 
Of the inscrutable Almighty hand ! 

Tremendous hand, I now begin to know thee . . . 

But what? why should I seek for reasons now ? . . . 

God have I ne’er offended : this is then 
The vengeance of the priests. Yes, David is 
An instrument of sacerdotal malice. 

Expiring Samuel he beheld in Ramah : 

The’ implacable old man to him address’d 

His dying words. Who knows, who knows if he 

Upon the head of this my enemy 

Pour’d not the sacred oil with which before 

My brows he had anointed ? P’rhaps thou knowest . . . 

Speak . . . yes, thou knowest : I conjure thee, speak. 

Jon. Father, I know not : but if it wore so, 

Should not I, equally with thee, esteem 
Myself in this offended ? Am not I 
Thy eldest son ? Dost thou not mean this throne 
For me, when thou art gather’d to thy fathers ? 

If I then hold my peace, who else should dare 
To make complaints at this ? In fortitude 
David surpasses me ; in virtue, sense, 

In ev’ry quality : and as the more 

His worth surpasses mine, the more I love him. 

Now, should that pow’r which gives and takes away 
Kingdoms at will, bestow this throne on David, 

What other greater proof can I require ? 

He is more worthy of that throne than I : 

And God hath summon’d him to lofty deeds, 

The shepherd of his children. — But meanwhile 
I swear, that he has always been to thee 
A faithful subject and a loyal son. 

Now to that Gtod to whom it doth belong, 
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The future yield : against that Qod, meanwhile, 
Against the truth, ah, harden not thy heart, 

If a divinity in Samuel spate not, 

How could an undesigning, weak old man, 

Half in the grave already, such effects 
Produce by David’s means ? That mystery 
Of love and hatred which thou fecl’st for David ; 

That apprehension at a battle’s name, 

(A terror hitherto to thee unknown,) 

Whence, Saul, can it proceed ? Is there a power 
On earth producing such effects as these ? , - . 

Sa. What language dost thou hold ? A son of Saul 
Art thou? — Feel’st thou no int’rest for the throne? — 
Know’st not the cruel rights of him who’ll hold it ? 

My house will be abolish’d, from the roots 
Tom up, by him who seizes on my sceptre. 

Thy sons, thy brothers, and thyself destroy’d . . . 

Not one of Saul’s descendants will remain . . . 

O guilty and insatiable thirst 

Of pow’r, what horrors canst thou not produce ? 

To reign, the brother immolates the brother ; 

Mothers their children ; wives their consorts slay ; 

The son his father . . . Sacrilegious throne ! 

Thou art the seat of blood and cruelty. 

Jon. Has man a shield agamst the sword of Heaven? 
Not menaces or prayers can turn aside 
The wrath of God omnipotent, who oft 
The proud abases, and exalts the humble. 

Scene IV. 

SAUL, JONATHAN, ABNER, AHIMELECH, SOLDIERS. 

Ab. King, if thy presence I behold once more. 

Ere streams of hostile blood by my means flow, 

To this by mighty reasons am I urged. 

David, the doughty champion, in whose hands 
Our victory was placed, has disappear’d. 

Scarce is an hour now wanting to the time 
Appointed for attack : thou now dost hear 
The warriors, chafing with impatient ardor, 

Filling with cries the air ; the earth resounds. 
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Beaten with iron hoof of fiery steeds : 

Howlings and neighings, and the blaze of helms, 

And brandish’d swords, and loudly-echoing shouts, 

Enough to make the veriest coward valiant ; . . . 

Yet who sees David ?— Nowhere is he found. — 

Behold, (authentic succor of the’ Almighty !) 

Behold, who in the camp stands in his place. 

This man, in soft, white, sacerdotal stole 
Enveloped, having gain’d the camp by stealth, 
Tremblingly slunk besido the Benjamitcs. 

Behold him ; hear from him the lofty cause 
Which to such peril guides him. 

AH. I will speak it, 

If not forbidden by the king’s displeasure . . . 

Sa. The king’s displeasure? Thou dost then deserve 
it?... 

Traitor, and who art thou ? ... It seems to me 
That I should know thee well. Art thou not ono 
Of that fantastical and haughty flock 
Of Bamah’s seers ? 

AH. The ephod I am wearing : 

I, of the Levitcs chief, to holy Aaron, 

In that high ministry, to which the Lord 
Elected him, after a long descent 
Of other consecrated priests, succeed. 

Near to the sacred ark in Nob I’m station’d : 

The ark of covenant in former times 
Stood in the centre of the camp : but now 
’Tis deem’d too much, if e’en clandestinely 
That camp is enter’d by God’s minister : 

Where Saul is monarch, a strange visitant 
The priest is held : but he is not so, no, 

Where Israel fights ; if still, as formerly, 

Through God wo triumph. — Dost thou know me not? 
What wonder? Dost thou better know thyself? — 

Thou hast withdrawn thy footsteps from God’s path ; 

And I within the tabernacle dwell, 

Where dwells the great Jehovah ; there, whore thou 
For a long time, 0 Saul, hast not been seen. 

The name I go by is Ahimelech. 

Sa. That name proclaims thee, as thou art, a traitor : 
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Now art thou recognized. Before my sight 
Thou oomest opportunely. Now confess, 

Art thou not he, who to the banish’d David 
Gav’st an asylum, nourishment, and safety, 

Deliverance and arms ? And, then, what arms ! 

Goliath’s sacred sword, whioh, dedicated 
To God, within the tabernacle hung, 

Whence thou with hand profane removedst it, 

And girdedst it on the perfidious foe 

Of thy sole lord and king ? — Thou contest, villain, 

With treason to the camp : what doubt is there ? . . . 

AhL Assuredly, I to betray thee come ; 

Since on thy arms I come to ask of God 
For victory, which He to thee denies. 

Yes, I am he, who, with benignant hand, 

Assisted David. But, who is that David ? 

Of the king’s daughter is not he the husband ? 

Not the most valiant ’mid thy men of valor ? 

Not the most graceful, most humane, most just, 

Of Israel's sons? Say, is he not in war 
Thy shield, and thy defender ? And in peace, 

Is he not in thy palace, with his songs, 

The master of thy heart ? The lovo of maidens. 

The people’s joy, the terror of our foes ; • 

Such, such was he whom I presuused to rescue. 

And thou thyself, didst thou not erewhile choose him 
For the first honors ? Not select his arm 
To guide thy battles ? To bring back once more 
The shout of triumph to the camp ? To chase 
That terror of defeat, which in thy heart 
Thy God hath placed ? — If thou condonmest me, 

Thou, at the same time, dost condemn thyself. 

Sa. Whence, whence in you springs pity ? whence in you, 
0 cruel priests, revengeful, thirsty ever 
For human blood ? To Samuel did it seem 
A crime unpardonable that I slew not 
The king of Amalek, with arms in hand, 

Taken in flight ; a mighty king, a warrior, 

Of ardent gen’rous tomper, and profuse 
Of his own life-blood in his people’s service. — 

Unhappy king ! dragg’d in my presence, he 
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Came manacled : yet he preserved, though vanquish’d, 
A noble pride, as far from insolence, 

As from all abjectness. Of courage guilty 
To cruel Samuel he appear’d : three times 
In his defenceless bosom did he plunge, 

With sacerdotal hand, the reeking sword. — 

These are your battles, vile ones, these alone. 

But, he who dares to lift his haughty brow 
Against his lawful monarch, he, in you, 

Finds an asylum, a support, a shield. 

All other objects occupy your hearts, 

More than the altar. Who, yes, who are ye ? 

A selfish, cruel, and malignant tribe, 

Who, yourselves shelter’d, at our dangers laugh ; 

And, in your easy mantles wrapp’d, presume 
To govern us who sweat in cumbrous mail : 

Us, who, ’mid bloodshed, apprehension, death, 

Lead, for our wives, our children, and yourselves. 
Lives of distress and constant wretchedness. 

Cowards, less dignified than idle women, 

Would ye with lithe wands, and fantastic hymns, 

O’er us, and o’er our weapons, arbitrate ? 

AH, And thou, who art thou ? of the earth a king : 
But, in God’s sight, what king? — Examine, Saul, 
Thyself; thou art but fi^crown’d heap of dust. — 

I, by myself, am nothing ; but I am 
A thunderbolt, a whirlwind, and a tempest, 

If God descends in mo : that mighty God 
Who fashion’d thee ; Who if He only look 
Upon thee, where is Saul ?— -It ill befits thee 
To plead the cause of Agag ; foolishly 
Dost thou pursue him in forbidden paths. 

For a perverse king, save the hostile sword, 

Is there a punishment ? And does a sword 
Smite unpermitted by Almighty God ? 

. God writes His vengeances in adamant ; 

Nor to Philistines less than Israel’s sons 
Does He commit them. — Tremble, Saul : I see 
Already in a sable cloud on high, 

Death’s dreadful angel poised on fiery wings ; 
Already, with one hand hath he unsheathed 
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The pitiless, retributory sword ; 

And with the other, from thy guilty head 
He plucks thy hoary tresses : tremble, Saul. — 

There is who doth impel thee to destruction : 

’Tis he ; this Abner, brother he of Satan ; 

He, who hath poison’d with suspicions vile 
Thy aged heart ; he who hath dwindled thee 
Prom a crown’d warrior to a less than child. 

Thou, thou infatuate man, dost now romove 
The only true and steadfast prop of thee 
And of thy house. Where is tho house of Saul ? 

On quicksands it is built ; it shakes already ; 

It falls ; it moulders into dust : ’tis gone. — 

Sa. Prophet of my calamities art thou, 

And not so of thy own. Thou hast not seen. 

Ere to the camp thou earnest, that death here 
Awaited thee : this I predict ; and soon 
Shall Abner’s hand this prophecy fulfil. — 

My faithful Abner, go thou ; change at once 
All tho arrangements of the impious David ; 

For ev’ry one of them conceals a plot. 

To-morrow fight we with the rising sun ; 

That beauteous day-star, of my hardihood 
Shall be the witness. I am now aware, 

That from malignity the thought Arose 
In David’s breast, to choose the afternoon 
For the attack, as most indicative 
Of my declining arm : but, we shall see. — 

I feel my martial spirits braced afresh 
By thy rebukes ; to-morrow I am leader ; 

The livelong day will be inadequate 

To the great slaughter which I shall inflict. — 

Abner, now quickly from my presence drag 
This miscreant, and dispatch him * . . 

Jon. 0 my father ! . . . 

Great Heav’ns ! . , . what art thou doing? . . . 

Sa. Hold thy peace.- 

He shall be slain ; and his unworthy blood 
Shall fall on the Philistines. 

Ab. Death is his 

Already . . . 
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Sa. But, to satisfy my vengeance 
He only is too little. Let Nob feel 
That vengeance also ; let it smite, consume, 

Servants, and cattle, mothers, houses, babes, 

And to the desolating winds disperse 

All the flagitious race. Thy priests may now 

Exclaim with truth : “ There is a Saul.” My hand, 

So oft by you provoked to homicide, 

Never smote you : from hence, and hence alone, 

You scorn that hand. 

AM, No king can hinder me 

From dying like a just man ; whence my death 
Will be as welcome as it is illustrious. 

Yours, for a long time, by Almighty God 
Have been irrevocably seal’d : by swords, 

Yet not in battle, not by hostilo swords, 

Abner and thou shall both be vilely slain. — 

Let me go hence. — I have at last address’d 
God’s final sentence to the reprobate, 

And he was deaf : my mission is accomplish’d : 

I have lived faithful, faithful shall I die. 

Sa. Quick let him lienee be dragg’d to punishment ; 

To agonizing and protracted death. 

*6cene Y. 

SAUL, JONATHAN. 

Jon. Alas ! rash king, what art thou doing? pause . . . 

Sa. Must I once more command thee to be silent ? — 
Art thou a warrior ? — thou a son of mine ? 

Art thou a champion of the Israelites ? — 

Go, go ; return to Nob ; and there fill thou 
His empty seat : thou worthy art alone 
To live in indolence with drowsy priests, 

Not ’mid the tumults of grim-visaged war, 

Not ’mid the lofty cares of royalty . . . 

Jon. I also at thy side in combat fierce 
Have overcome, in multitudes, thy foes : 

But this, which now thou dost presume to shed, 

Is sacerdotal, not Philistine, blood. 

Alone thou standest in a fight so impious. 
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Sa. I am alone sufficient for the contest, 

Whate’er that contest be. Do thou to-morrow, 

Base one, reluctantly the battle join : 

I only shall be Saul. What then avails 
David? or Jonathan? Saul is the leader. 

Jon. Beside thee shall I fight. Ah ! may I fall 
Lifeless beneath thine eyes, before I see 
That which awaiteth thy unhappy blood ! 

Sa. And what awaits it ? death? death in the field? 
This is a monarch’s death. 


Sa. 


Scene VI. 

MICHAL, SAUL, JONATHAN. 

Thou, and no David ? . . . 


Mi. I cannot find him . . . 

Sa. I will find him. 

Mi. lie 

P’rhaps is far distant ; ho avoids thy anger . . . 

Sa. Though he had wings, my anger should o’ortake 
him. 

Woe, if in battle ho presents himself : 

Woe, if to-morrow, when my foes are conquer’d, 

Thou bring’st him not to me. 

Mi. O Heav’ns ! 

Jon. Ah, father . . . 

Sa. I have no children. — Quickly, Jonathan, 

Besume thy place among the troops. — And thou, 

Seek, and find David. 

Mi. Ah ! . . . with thee . . . 

Sa. In vain. 

Jon. Father, shall I fight far from theo? 

Sa. From me 

Be all of you afar. Ye, all of you, 

Vie with each other in betraying me. 

Go, I command it : quickly fly from hence. 

Scene VII. 

SAUL. 

Sa. I to myself am left. — Myself alone, 

(Unhappy king !) myself alone I dread not. 
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Scene I. 

DAVID, MICHAL. 

ML Come forth, my consort ; come : the night already 
Is far advanced . . . Dost hear what mingled soundB 
Issue from yonder camp ? The fierce encounter 
To-morrow’s dawn will witness. — Bound the tent 
Where sleeps my father, ev’ry sound is hush’d. 

Behold ; tho heav’ns themselves assist thy flight : 

The moon is setting, and a black cloud veils 
Her latest rays. Let us depart : for no one 
Watches our footsteps now ; let us depart ; 

Wo may descend the mountain by this slope, 

And God, where’er we go, will be our guide. 

Da. O spouse, the better portion of my soul, 

Whilo Israel is preparing for attack, 

Can it be true that I prepare for flight? 

And what is death, that 1 should thus avoid it? — 

I will remain : Saul, if he will, may slay me ; 

So that I first in numbers slay the foe. 

ML Ah ! thou know’st not : already hath the rage 
Of Saul in blood his lifted arm embrued. 

Ahimelech, discover’d here, hath fallen 
The victim of his violence already. 

Da. What do I hear? Hath he indeed his sword 
Turn’d on defenceless priests ? Ill-fated Saul ! . . . 

ML Thou must hear more. The monarch gave himself 
Cruel command to Abner, that, if thou 
In battle shouldst be seen, our champions should 
Against thee turn their arms. 

Da. And Jonathan, 

My friend, bears this ? 

ML 0 Heav’ns ! what can he do? 

He too endured his father’s rage ; and ran 
Distractedly ’mid combatants to die. 

Now, thou see’st clearly, thou canst not stay here : 

Thou’rt forced to yield ; to fly from hence ; and wait, 

Or that my father change, or that he bend 
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Beneath the weight of years . . . Ah, cruel father ! 

’Tis thou thyself dost force thy wretched daughter 
To wish the fatal day . . . But yet, 0 no, 

Thy death I do not wish for : live in peace ; 

Live, if thou canst ; ’twill be enough for me 
To dwell for ever in my consort’s presence . . , 

Ah, come then ; lot us go . . . 

Da . How much I grieve 

To leavo the fight ! I hear an unknown voice 
Cry in my heart : “ For Israel and its king 
“ The dreadful day is come . . Could I ! . . . But no : 
The guiltless blood of sacred ministers 
Was hero pour’d out : the camp is now impure, 
Contaminate the soil ; the face of God 
Is hence averted : David now no more 
Can combat hero. — It is my duty, then, 

To yield awhile to thy anxiety, 

And careful love. — But, tliou must yield to mine . . . 

Ah ! suffer me alone . . . 

Mi. What ! shall I leavo thee ? 

Behold, I clasp thee by thy garment’s hem ; 

No, never more I part from theo . . . 

Da. Ah, hear me ! 

Ill could thy tardy steps keep pace with mine : 

Paths rough with stocks and stones shall I be forced 
To tread with indefatigable feet, 

If I would seek, complying with thy wish, 

A place of refuge. How can thy soft limbs 
Bear up against the unaccustom’d torment ? 

And shall I in the wilderness alone 
Ever abandon thee ? Thou seeest clearly ; 

Owing to thee, 1 soon should be discover’d : 

Quickly would both of us be reconducted 

To the fear’d vengeance of the king ... 0 Heav’ns ! 

The mere thought makes me shudder . . . Further grant, 
That wo ensured our flight ; can I remove thee 
From thy sick sorrowing father ? He is placed 
Far from the dainty shelter of his palace, 

Amid the hardships of a camp : his pangs, 

His irritable age, some solace need. 

Ah ! soothe his grief, his fury, and his tears. 
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Thou only pleasest him ; thou waitest on him, 

And thou alone preserves t him alive. 

ITe wishes mo destroy’d ; but I would see him 
Rescued from danger, happy, and triumphant : . . . 

To-day I tremble for him. — Ere thou wert 
A wife, thou wert a daughter ; S tis not right 
To love me overmuch. If I escape, 

What further canst thou wish for me at present ? 

From thy already too-afflictod father 
Do not depart. As soon as I’m in safety, 

I’ll cause the tidings to bo sent to thee ; 

We shall, I hope, be reunited soon. 

Think what it costs me to abandon thee . . . 

Yet, . . . how ? . . . alas ! . . . 

Mi. Ah ! must I once more lose thee ? , . . 

Once more permit thee to return alone 
To former labors, to a wand’ring life, 

To perils, and to solitary caves ? . . . 

Ah, if I only always were with thee ! . . . 

1 might, perchance, alleviate thy ills, . . . 

By sharing them with thee . . . 

Da. I do beseech thee, 

By our affection ; and, if there be need, 

1 also do command thee, as a lover ; 

Do not now follow me ; thou canst not do it, 

Without ensuring my effectual ruin. — 

But, if God will my safety, I ought not 
To tarry longer here : the time advances : 

Some spy from his pavilion might detect us, 

And cruelly divulge our purposes. 

I know each single corner of these hills ; 

And feel most certain that I can elude 
All human vigilance. — Give, give me now 
The last embrace. May God be thy support ! 

And do thou never, never quit thy father, 

Till Heav’n once more unite thee to thy consort . . . 

ML The last embrace ? . . . And shall 1 then survive 
it? . . . 

I feel, I feel my trembling heart-strings burst . . . 

Da. . . . And I? . , . But, ... I beseech thee . . . check 
thy tears. — 

Wings to my feet now lend, Almighty God ! 
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Scene II. 

MICHAL. 

Mi. ... He flieB? ... 0 Heav’ns ! . . . I will pursue him 
now . . . 

But, with what iron fetters am I bound ? . . . 

I cannot follow him.— He flies from me ! . . . 

Scarce can I stand, much less o’ertake his stepB . . . 

Once more, then, have I lost him ! . . . Who can tell, 
When 1 shall see him ? . . . And art thou a wife. 

Thou wretched woman ? . . . were thine nuptial rites ? . . . 
— No, no ; no more beside my cruel father 
Will I remain. I follow theo, 0 spouse ... — 

Yet, if I follow him, alas ! I kill him ; . 

Can I, to imitate his rapid steps, 

Dissemble my slow pace ? . . . — But, from yon camp 
What murmur do I hear, like din of arms ? . . . 

I hear it plainly . . . and it waxes louder ; 

And with the trumpet’s dissonance is mix’d . . . 

The tramp of horses also . . . What is this ? . . . 

The fight before the rising of the sun, 

Of this gave Saul no hint. Who knows? . . . Perchance 
My brothers . . . Joiiathan . . . Alas ! ... in danger . . . — 
But, tears, and howlings, and deep groans I hear 
From the pavilion of my father rise ? . . . 

Unhappy father ! . . . I will run to meet him . . , 

But ... he himself approaches ; 0 sad sight ! . . . 

How desolate he looks ! . . . Alas, my father ! . . . 


Scene III. 

SAUL, MICHAL. 

8a. Incensed, tremendous shade, ah, go thy way ! 
Leave, leave me!.., See : before thv feet I kneel . . . 
Whore can I fly ? . . . — where can I hide myself? 

0 fierce, yindictive spectre, be appeased . . . 

But to my supplications it is deaf ; 

And does it spurn me? . . . Burst asunder, earth, 
Swallow me up alive . . . Ah l that at least 
The fierce and threat’ning looks of that dire shade 
May not quite pierce me through . . , 
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Mi. From whom dost fly ? 

No one pursues theo. Dost thou see mo uot, 

Father ? dost thou not know me ? 

Sa . 0 most high, 

Most holy priest, wilt thou that bore I pause ? 

0 Sarnuol, thou my real father once, 

Dost thou command it ? Prostrate, seo, I fall 
At thy supreme command. Thou, with thy hand, 

Placed st the royal crown upon this head ; 

Thou didst adorn it ; strip it, strip it now 
Of all its honors ; tread them under foot. 

But 0, . . . the flaming sword of God’s revenge 
Which glares eternally before my eyes, . . . 

Thou, who eanst do it, snatch it not from me, 

0 no, but from my children. Of my crime, 

My children they are innocent . . . 

Mi. 0 state 

Of agony unparallcl’d ! — Thy sight 
Bodies forth things that are not : father, turn 
Thyself to me . . . 

Sa. 0 joy ! ... Is peace inscribed 

Upon thy face? 0 lierce old man, hast thou 
In part my prayers accepted ? from thy feet 

1 will not rise, till thou hast first deliver’d 

My unoffending children from thy vengeance. — 

What voice exclaim’d : “ And David was thy son ; 

“ And thou didst persecute him, e’en to death”? 

Of what dost thou accuse me ? . . . Pause, 0 pause ! . . . 
David, where is he ? find him : let him come ,* 

And lot him slay me at liis will, and reign : 

Provided only that he sparo my children, 

Be his the throne . . . — But, art thou pitiless? 

Thine eyes are orbs of blood ; thy hand is fire, 

And fire thy sword ; thy ample nostrils breathe 
Sulphureous flames, that glare and dart at mo... 

They’ve caught mo now ; they burn my heart to dust : 
Where shall I fly ? . . . I’ll go in this direction. 

Mi. Cannot my hands restrain thee, nor my voice 
Convince thee of the truth ? Ah, hear me : thou . . . 

Sa. But no ; on this side a prodigious stream 
Of blood restrains my steps. Atrocious sight ! 

VOL. II. 


M 
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On both its shores in mountains are up-piled 
Great heaps of recent corpses : all is death 
On this side : thitherward I then will fly . . . 

Hut what do 1 behold? Who then aro yo? — 

“ We are the children of Ahimeloch. 

I am Ahimeloch. Die, Saul, then, die.” — 

What cry is that? I recognize him well : 

With recent blood he rocks ; let him drink mine. 

And who is this that drags me from behind ? 

Thou, Samuel, thou? — What did he say? that soon 

We all should be with him ? 1 only, I 

Shall be with thee ; but as for my poor children . . . — 

Where am 1? — In an instant from my sight 

Have all the spectres vanish’d. W here am I ? 

Wliat have 1 said ? What am I doing? Who 
Art thou? What dissonance is this l hear? 

It seems to mo most like the din of battle : 

But tlio day dawns not yet : ah yes, it is 
Tho uproar of the battle. Quickly bring 
My shield, my spear, my helmet : now with sliced 
The weapons, the king’s weapons. I will die, 

But in the camp. 

Mi. What art thou doing, father ? 

Be tranquil ... To thy daughter . . . 

Sa. T will have 

My arms ; wliat daughter? Now, thou dost obey me. 
My helm, my spear, my shield ; behold my children. 
Mi. I will not leave thee, no . . . 

Sa. Tho trumpets sound 

Louder and louder? Thither let mo go: 

For me my sword alone will be sufficient. — 

Thou, quit me, go ; obey. 1 thither run : 

Thore r where the death I seek for has its home. 

Scene IV. 

saul, miciial, auneu, with a few fugitive Soldiers. 

Ah. 0 hapless king ! . . . Now whither dost thou fly ? 
This is a dreadful night. 

Sa. But, why this battle? . . • 

Ah. The foe assail'd us unawares ; we are 
Wholly discomfited . . • 
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Sa. Discomfited ? 

And liv’st thou, traitor? 

Ab. I ? I live to save thee. 

Hither perchance Pliilistia’s hordes are streaming : 

Wo aro c;om poll’d to shim the first attack : 

Meanwhile the day will dawn. Theo will I lead, 

With my few followers, to yonder slopes . . . 

Sa. Shall 1 then live, while all my people fall ? 

Ab. Ah, come ! . . . Alas ! the tumult grows : approaches . . . 
Sa. My children, . . . Jonathan, ... do they too fly? 

Do they abandon me ? . . . 

Ab. 0 Hcav’ns ! . . . Thy children, . . *. 

No, no ; they fled not . . . Ill-starr’d progeny ! . . . 

Sa. I understand thee : they are all destroy’d . . . 

ML Alas ! . . . My brothers ? . , . 

Ab. Tliou no more hast sons. 

Sa. — What now remains for me? . . . Thou, thou alone, 
But not for me, romainest.— Jn my heart 
Have I been long time finally resolved : 

And now the hour is come. — This, Abner, is 
The last of my commands. My daughter now 
Guide to some place of safety. 

Mi. Father, no ; 

Around thee will 1 twino myself, the foo 
Will never aim a sword against a woman. 

Sa. 0 daughter [ . . . say no more : compel me not 
To weep. A conquer’d king should never weep. 

Save her, 0 Abner, go : hut, if she fall 
Within the foeman’s hands, say not, 0 no, 

That she’s the child of Saul ; but rather tell them 
That she is David’s wife ; they will respect her. 

Go ; fly . . . 

Ab. She shall, I swear to thee, bo safe. 

If 1 can aught avail ; but thou meantime . . . 

Mi. My father ... ah ! ... 1 will not, will not leave 
thee . . . 

Sa. I will it : and i yot am king. But see, 

The armed bands approach. Fly, Abner, fly ; 

Drag her by force with theo, if it be needful. 

Mi. 0 father ! . . . and for ever ? . . . 
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Scene V. 

SAUL. 

Sa. 0 my children ! . . . 

— I was a father. — Sec thyself alone, 

0 king ; of thy so many friends and servants, 

Not one remains. — Inoxorable God, 

Is Thy retributory wrath appeased ? — 

But, thou remain’st to me, 0 sword : now come, 

My faithful serv^at in extremity. — 

Hark, hark ! the howlings of the haughty victors : 

The flashing of their burning torches glares 

Before my eyes already, and I see 

Their swords by thousands . . . — 0 thou vile Philistia, 

Me thou shalt find, but like a king, here . . . dead. 1 — 

1 As he falls transfixed on his own sword, the victorious Philistines 
come up to him in a crowd with blazing torches and bloody swords. 
While they rush with loud cries towards Saul, the curtain falls. 
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AGIS. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Acts IV. occupied the throne of Sparta jointly with 
Leonidas, whoso daughter Agiziade (or Agiatis) he had 
married, 1 Agis, who was only twenty-three at the time of 
his death, which took place about 240 h.c., was of a noble 
character, and desired to restore the ancient laws of 
Lyeurgus, and a real oquality between the rich and poor, 
by the abolition of all debts and an equal division of the 
lands of the country. His measures wero naturally dis- 
tasteful to the powerful oligarchy, and also to his colleague 
Leonidas, who had been brought up in a luxurious Asiatic 
court. His own mother Agesistrata supported him in his 
reforms, as did her brother Agesilaus, who, being deeply 
in debt liimself, was anxious for the fulfilment of that 
part of the scheme. By the influence of the reforming 
party, Leonidas was banished. His daughter preferred 
accompanying him in Ids exile to remaining with her 
husband, Agis, in his time of triumph. Agis, however, 
had to leave Sparta to take the command of the army, 
and in his absenco a popular rising took place in favor 
of Leonidas, who at the beginning of the play haftl just 
been restored to the throne, whilst Agis, to save his life 
from the fickle multitude, took refuge in the sanctuary. 
The remaining character in the tragedy, besides Agis, 
his mother, his wife, and Leonidas, is Amphares, head of 
the Ephori or magistrates, and a devoted partisan of 
Leonidas. 

1 According to Plutarch, however, Agis's wife, Agiatis, was not the 
daughter of Leonidas, but afterwards his daughter-in-law. 



160 


AGIS. 


At the commencement, Ampharcs congratulates Leonidas 
on his restoration, hut the latter considers that he will 
not he secure on his throne whilst Agis lives. Ampharcs 
reminds him that Agis had once saved his life . when 
threatened by Agesilaus, and advises caution in his pro- 
ceedings against him. Agesistrata enters, on hor way to 
the asylum of Agis, and advocates his cause. Leonidas 
tells her that, unless he comes forth tho next day and 
exculpates himself, ho shall ho dethroned. Amphares 
advises her to use her influence with him to come to an 
understanding with Leonidas and his victorious party. 

The next Act shows Agis leaving tho sanctuary, to avoid 
the charge of seeking shelter there against tho punish- 
ment of his alleged misdeeds. His wife comes, tells him 
that now ho is no longer in prosperity she has rejoined 
him, and implores him to ho reconciled to Leonidas, to 
abandon his schemes, and resumo his joint rule with her 
father. Agis tells her that the day of his death is pro- 
bably approaching, and entreats her to train up their 
children in the love of liberty. His mother then enters, 
followed by an armed crowd, who, she informs him, are 
ready to defend his cause ; but ho rejects their assistance, 
and announces his intention of pleading his own easo 
before assembled Sparta. Amphares appears, and on tho 
part of the Ephori states that, if he will withdraw all his 
new laws, he shall be rcstorod to tho throne. Agis, in 
reply, asks for an interview with Leonidas. 

In tho third Act, Leonidas, attended by his soldiers, 
holds the desired interview with Agis. The latter recalls 
the past circumstances which had led to Leonidas being 
driven into exile, and urges him to promulgate tho laws 
of Lyeurgus and introduce perfect equality, in which case 
ho offers his own life as a sacrifice, and promises Leonidas 
eternal glory. Leonidas, having heard all that Agis has 
to urge, orders him into custody, to provont his returning 
to the sanctuary, and rejoices in having at longth got him 
entirely in his power. All the entreaties of the wife and 
mother of Agis are insufficient to turn him from his pur- 
pose of effecting the ruin of his former colleague and now 
prisoner. 

We next see Leonidas planning with Amphares the 
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means of securing the condemnation of Agis by a packed 
tribunal of Ephori and Senators, from which nearly all 
the real people of Sparta should be excluded. When the 
tribunal is assembled, Leonidas sends Amphaves to bring 
Agis before them, and artfully harangues the judges with 
a view to prejudice them against Agis, although ho pro- 
tests that ho intends to be guided solely by their decision. 
Ampharos now introduces Agis surrounded by guards. 
Amphares accuses him as an arbitrary tyrant, who has 
betrayed the trust reposed in him. % Agis makes a noble 
defence, after denouncing the tribunal as not really re- 
presenting the people ; and, notwithstanding all the efforts 
of Amphares, thoso of the people who are present are 
worked upon by his eloquence to believe in his innocence 
of the crimes alleged against, him. When ho has returned 
to his prison, Loonidas professes to speak in his favor, and 
also retires. When the question is put by Amphares, the 
Ephori pronounce him guilty, and sentence him to death. 
Thu people ask for his pardon, and the shouts of the mul- 
titude advancing to rescue Agis are heard in the distance. 

The fifth Act opens with Agis in prison, prepared for 
death, and awaiting liis executioners. His wife enters, 
having escaped from the confinement in which her father 
had placed her, and announces her intention of dying* with 
him, if rescue is impossible. Hut Agis persuades her to 
live for the sake of their children, and they take a tender 
farewell of each other. ITis mother then comes, bringing 
two swords, announces that the friends of Agis are over- 
powered by the followers of Leonidas, and proclaims 
her intention of slaying herself with ono of the swords, 
whoa ho has killed himself with the other. Leonidas 
and Amphares appear, attended by their soldiers, who are 
ordered by Leonidas to slaj' both Agis and his mother. 
Struck by the majesty of Agis’s demeanor, they fall back 
awe-struck, Agis tells Leonidas to prevent Agiziade 
from following his example, and stabs himself. Agesis- 
trata instantly does the same. 


The story of Agis, in which Alfieri has in the main 
followed Plutarch’s Life of Agis (although, in the original, 
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Agis, his mother and grandmother, were all strangled by 
order of Amphares), has also been made the subject of 
tragedies, under the same name, by Guerin d© Bouscal in 
1642, Laignelot in 1782, and Crebillon. Th© last was left 
unfinished, and was supposed to be intended to represent 
the death of Charles l x , to whose memory it will bo seen 
that Alfieri inscribed his play in a remarkable dedication. 
According to the real history, it was 01e6mbrotus (who 
reigned with Agis after the expulsion of Leonidas), and 
not Agis himself, that married the daughter of Leonidas, 
who showed such touching devotion to her father and 
husband in turn, in their respective times of adversity. 
After the death of Agis, his widow, Agiatis, was forcibly 
married by Leonidas to his son Cl corned es. 

Alfieri took extreme care in revising this play, which 
he calls “ the fourth of his tragedies of liberty,” in which 
that “ divine passion ” assumes an entirely new aspect 
from being so firmly rooted in the heart of a king,-- a 
thing in his time impossible, and difficult to be under- 
stood by any but tbc Greeks and Homans. Judging the 
work by modern notions, he considers it a tragedy the 
sublimity of which is more ideal than probable, and 
therefore little fit to rouse the enthusiasm of a modern 
audience. He describes Leonidas as a vulgar king; 
Agesistrata as a Spartan mother; Agiziado as a most 
affectionate wife and mother ; and Amplmres as an 
infamous minister of an absolute king, rather than an 
independent magistrate m a mixed government. Ho 
anticipates that some will pronounce it an excellent 
tragedy, many a mediocre one, and a few a bad one, but 
thinks it is the business of the two latter classes to give 
reasons for their opinions. 



DEDICATION 


TO 

niS MAJESTY CHARLES THE FIRST, 

KINO 01^ ENGLAND. 


It seems to me that I may dedicate my Agis without 
meanness or arrogance to an unfortunate and dead king. 

As you received your death from the sentence of an 
unju«t parliament, so this king of Sparta received liis from 
the wicked judgment of the Ephori. Rut just as the 
effects were similar, so far were the causes different. 
Agis, by re-establishing equality and liberty, wished to 
restore to Sparta her virtue and her splendor ; hence lie 
died full of glory, leaving behind him an everlasting fame. 
You, by attempting to violate all limits to your authority, 
falsely wished to procure your own private good : hence 
nothing remains of you; and the ineffectual compassion 
of others alone accompanied you to the tomb. 

The designs of Agis, generous and suhlime, were 
afterwards happily prosecuted, and with much glory to 
himself, by Cleomcnes, his successor, who found the whole 
prepared. Your designs, common to the herd of monarchs, 
were, and are, perpetually attempted by many other 
princes, and also carried into effect, but uniformly with- 
out fame. In my opinion, one can in no way make a 
tragedy of your tragical death, the cause of it not being 
sublime : I should always have thought, oven if I had not 
attempted to do it, that from the death of Agis, the truo 
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grandeur of the Spartan king being considered, a noblo 
tragedy might be constructed. 

Both the one and the other were, and will be, a memor- 
able example to the people, and a terrible one to kings : 
but with this great difference between them, that many 
other kings have been, and will be, like Your Majesty ; 
but none like Agis. 

"Vittorio Auteiu. 

Martinsbitrgji, May 9, 1780. 



AGIS 


DRAMATIS PERSON jE. 

Agts. Ephvri. 

1-EON I DAH. ti ’out Cord. 

AoESism ata. People. 

Agiziadk. Sohhers of Leonidas. 

Am MI ARES. 


Scene .— The Forum , afterwards the Prison , of Sparta. 

ACT I. 

Scene I. 

LEONJDAS, AMPUARKS. 

Am. Behold, Leonidas, tliou onco more sittest 
Upon thy royal throne. The whole of Sparta, 

Or of her citizens the hotter part, 

Those who are truly and maturely wise, 

The lovors of the public weal, have turn’d 
Their eyes to thee, expecting, by thy means, 

To gain a respite from their long distress. 

Le . Yet thence I do not deem, while Agis lives, 
That I am king of Sparta. He not only 
Lives, but reigns also in the hearts of many. 

This temple is to him a place of refuge, 

Whose neighboring forum cv’rv day is fill’d 
With a tumultuous audacious throng. 

Who still would have him for tlieir king, and cry 
For him onco more my partner on the throne. 

Am. And fearest thou to he by him o’ercome ? 
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I swear, and all the other Ephori 

Swear likewise ; Agis ne’er again shall reign. 

But art is rather needful now than force . . . 

Le. Latoly had he such influence acquired, 

That ho had dared, with his contrivances, 

And with his now and ill-imagined laws, 

To overturn all Spartan institutes 
By open force, and from the throne to drive 
Mo into exile : ought I, on that throne 
Besoated by my faithful Spartans, now 
To take revenge on him by hidden schemes ? 

Am. Thou art compell’d to stoop to stratagems : 
He is thy son-in-law. The day that thou 
In cruel banishment, alone, abandon’d, 

Bobb’d of thy royal crown, from Sparta wentest. 
He show’d thee kindness. To the fierce assassins, 
That in pursuit of thee, to spill thy blood, 
Agesilaus sent, with open force 
Agis opposed himself ; and led thee safe 
(Thou must remember) to Tegma’s confines : 

In this one act alone he did not seem 
The son of Agosistrata, in this 
Openly adverse to her guilty brother. 

Thou only now canst prosecute thy vengeance 
By feign’d concernment for the public good. 

Le. A worthless gift he made me of my life. 
The day that he cxpeli’d mo from the throne ; 
And as an injury most exquisite 
Should I impute it to him. Me he deem’d 
A foe no longer to bo fear’d ? to-day 
Will I in this completely undeceive him. 

That he’s my son-in-law, redoubles in me 
My hatred tow’rds him. Son-in-law to me ? 

Ah ! what was my mistake in giving him 
A woman so dissimilar in marriage ! 

No reparation hut his death remains. 

That dear Agiziado, my only daughter, 

Was my companion, and my only solaco, 

During my long and dreary oxile. She 
Abandon’d her beloved spouse, since he 
Was hostile to her father ; she esteem’d 
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The ties of nature more imperative 
Than thoso of love : and she would rather drag 
A wrotclied wand’ring life with me, than share 
The throne with my unworthy adversary. 

Am. Yet, in proportion as thy wrath is just, 

Suppress its workings, if thou wouldst indulge it. 

Not less than thou I hate the haughty Agis ; 

And his parade of antiquated virtues, 

Feign’d to reflect on us. It is a folly 
No less ambitious than malevolent, 

To seek to rivet Sparta with those chains 
That erst Lycurgus framed : yet his design 
Has no less scope than this ; hence had his rulo 
Keduced our city to extremity : 

And, still distracted, languishing she lies, 

In tumults, and perplexities involved. 

But all things change with time : those factious traitors, 
The Epliori, Agosilaus’ slaves, 

And more to him devoted than to Agis, 

Aiu all with him now banish’d or destroy’d ; 

And Sparta now in us alone is centred. 

But the flagitious, discontented people, 

Always desirous of new men and measures, 

Still, as a means to their pernicious vyrvvs, 

Their suffrage give to Agis. Ill can we 
Kestrain them by mere force ; it is not safe 
In a new government to use coercion. 

The people may, with less of peril, be 
Deluded than compell’d. Leave thou to me 
This enterprise, in which, not less than thine, 

My heart an int’rest takes. Behold, the mother 
Of Agis hither comes : this lady makes 
In the affections of the Spartans progress 
From day to day : she also should bo fear’d. 

SCKNE II. 

AGESTSTRATA, LEONIDAS, AMPHARES. 

Ages. Who interrupts my footsteps ? While I go 
To the asylum of tho Spartan monarch, 

Around these confines do I now behold 
Another, and new king of Sparta stalk ? 
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Le . And had I an asylum in the world 
On that disastrous day, when, Sparta’s king, 

From Sparta I was driven ? Many a day 
I lived in exile from the throne ; and lived, 

Which is far worse, apparently a culprit. 

Grief would have slain me, if my innocence, 
Together with my majesty usurp’d, 

Had not been fully to myself restored 
By wiser counsels of that very Sparta. 

Cleoinbrotus, my execrable rival, 

Banish’d from Sparta, he, to whom thy Agis, 

Master of all things then, my sceptre gave, 

Himself made my defence. To make his own, 

Why delays Agis ? He was on the throne 
My colleague ; still he .is my son-in-law ; 

And may, if so it please him, be my foe. — 

But say, what other cause, except his guilt. 

Detains him now imprison’d in the temple ? 

Ages. Leonidas, to Sparta and to mo 
Thou art but too well known : what are thy faults, 
And what are those of Agis, is express’d 
In a few. words. Agis wish’d Sparta free ; 

Equal her citizens, courageous, strong, 

And terrible ; true gpartans : and he wish’d 
Not to be paramount to any man. 

Except in magnanimity and virtue. 

Bich, mercenary, sunk in indolence, 

Effeminate, by party spirit torn, 

Such as she is in short, Leonidas 
Would have her rather 1x3. To guilt ascribed 
Are Agis* purposes, because the bad 
In Sparta o’er the good preponderate : 

Those of Leonidas ascribed to virtuo, 

Because they are adapted to the times. 

To-day, at least, remember, if thou canst, 

That my son allow’d himself the opon foo 
Of thy reign only, never of thyself ; 

Beflect that now thou wouldst not live, if he, 

More citizen than king, had not preserved, 

And p’rhaps to his own detriment, thy life. 

Le. ’Tis true, that Agis, p’rhaps in spite of thee, 
On that same day on which thy cruel brother 
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Sent vile assassins to destroy my life, 

By other satellites, to him attach’d, 

Preserved mo living, and exempt from wounds : 

But can a banish’d king, of throne bereft, 

Bereft of honor and of innocence 
By a fierce rival, his ill-granted life 
Ascribe to gen’rous impulses of pity ? 

Ages. The gift was no less noble than imprudent : 

Agis himself so deem’d it ; but innate 
Is magnanimity in that great heart. 

The lofty Agis would not, with thy blood, 

Contaminate the enterprise, at once 
Unparallel’d and gen’rous, of a king, 
ltesolved spontaneously to reinstate 
His people in a perfect liberty. 

I ne’er dissuaded him from pardoning thee ; 

And maybe had attempted it in vain : 

Mother of Agis, could I e’er evince 
A heart less high than that of such a son? 

’Tis true, 1 call Agesilaus brother ; 

But now of such a name he is unworthy. 

With florid eloquence, and specious virtues. 

Veiling his irreclaimable corruption, 

Agis and Sparta, and with these myself, 

He managed to deceive . . . 

Le . But never me. 

Ages. He was thy counterpart, and thence well known. — 
To take for ever from both creditors 
And debtors, from the rieh and mendicants, 

Such anti-Spartan names, Agesilaus, 

More than all other men, persuaded Agis. 

Seeing himself by our example forced 
To sacrifice his riches, and subdued 
By brutal avariee, disgracing thus 
The Ephori’s high function, he prevented 
Sublime equality. And hence the people, 

Confused, and more oppress’d, in doubt and fear 
Betwixt their not extinguish’d servitude, 

And their confounded, scarce-reviving freedom, 

Kecall’d thee to the throne : and chose in thee 
A worthy instrument to prop once more 
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Their soft, incurably corrupted customs. 

That vory people, to thy hands gave bound 
Cle6mbrotus, ere while elected king : 

That very people, to the custody 
Of an asylum only, relegates 
Agis, their monarch once so idolized. 

Am. Far more is he protected by the laws, 

Than by this his asylum. Though he be 
Destroyer and subverter of those Jaws, 

Yet does he owe to them and us his safety. 

To us, true Ephori, before all Sparta, 

Will he be challenged to dofend himself : 

Provided he can prove his innocence, 

He need not fear the monarch or his people. 

Le. If in his heart he is not self-accused. 

Whence this asylum ? Why not summon me 
To an impartial judgment at the just 
And popular tribunal ? 

Ages. Because thou 

Dost thy defence in arms and money find, 

Whilst he finds his in naked virtue only : 

Because thou dost return full of revenge. 

Whilst he knows not its meaning : and, in short, 
Because thy new, not Spartan, Ephori, 

Other than legal terrors fulminate. 

My Agis knows not fear ; but ho would snatch 
Himself from infamy ; which evermore 
He who usurps authority, on others 
Can, for a transient space at least, bestow. 

Le. What will thy Agis do then ? For he cannot 
Now longer keep himself conccard, if he 
Fear real infamy. 

Am. Much less can Sparta, 

In her existing strange vicissitudes, 

Endure the loss of one of her two kings. 

Agis still bears the name ; yet he performs not 
The necessary functions of a king : 

Meanwhile within its ramparts, and without, 

Sparta is insecure ; its institutes 
Are all despised ; and there is need . . . 

Ages. Of Agis ; 
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And with him need of ev’ry thing that’s good. 

The enemies of Sparta know this truth 
As well as we, in whose breasts Agis only 
Revived a terror of our arms. Yes, Agis, 

The beardless Agis, the iEtolians cow’d, 

On whom the great Aratus, hoary leader, 

Made no impression with his brave Achaians ; 

An ancient Spartan then he proved himself. — 

I do conjure thee now, Leonidas, 

To undertake no scheme for his destruction : 

For e’en though fortune, often so unjust, 

Should crown thy efforts now in the attempt, 

From thence wouldst thou in course of time entail 
Heavy disgrace and blame upon thyself, 

And on thy country lasting detriment. 

I know not whether country be to thee 
A sacred name : but ’mongst ourselves it is 
A name so strong, and paramount to all, 

That if a fleeting doubt rose in my heart, 

Whether the thoughts, much more the deeds of Agis, 
Were all directed to the good of Sparta, 

I, though his mother, I would first implore 
Against my son, in all its plenitude, 

The perfect rigor of the sacred laws. — 

Act thou, then, now according to thy judgment : 

Nor Agis, nor she who his mother is, 

Save for their country and their countrymen, 

Can ever tremble : thou, although in arms, 

And in a prosp’rous state, within thy heart 
Self-conscious, tromblo for thyself alone. 

Le. Madam, thou art a mother ; of a man 
Who onco the sceptre held, thou art the mother ; 
Hence I excuse thee. Fear in you dwells not ; 

So say’st thou? May its absence be auspicious : 

The Ephori, and Sparta, and myself 
Give to you only one whole day to show 
This innocence of yours, for ever vaunted, 

And never proved. Let him at last come forth, 

And make his own defence ; and even me, 

If so he will, let him accuse : his choice, 

Except in reference to this asylum, 

VOL. II. N 
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Is free in all things else. But say to him, 

If he continue to conceal himself, 

That Sparta by to-morrow's dawn no more 
"Will deem him king, and I no more a colleague. 


Scene III. 

AGESiSTRATA, AMPHARES. 

Am. Ho speaks embitter'd by his recent exile : 
But Sparta doth not share in his resentment. — 
Thou shouldest, thou, to whom alike are dear 
Agis and Sparta, strive to bend thy son 
To times like these, and thus induce him to. . . 

Ages . To compromise his honor, neither I, 

Nor ye, nor Sparta, ever could induce him. 

That the king’s wrath is not the wrath of Sparta, 
The throng immense of Spartans in fresh troops. 
Round his asylum ov’ry day assembled, 
Sufficiently convince me, calling him, 

With loud, audacious, and intrepid cries, 
Preserver, sov’reign-citizen, and father. 

Second deliverer, a new Lycurgus. 

His virtue must indeed be eminent, 

Since Sparta thus dares praise him at her peril ; 
Since admiration of that excellence 
Greater, effects in Sparta can produce, 

Than all the terror of your arm’d adherents. 

Am. The people gather into crowds, and shout ; 
Yet nothing they attempt: nor will their vile 
And turbulent deportment aught effect, 

Beyond exasperating more and more 

The good against thy son. Thou canst do much, 

Mother of Agis, with the Spartan people ; 

With Agis canst do more : the first induce 
(Believe me this) to cease from turbulence ; 

The second, for a little time at least, 

To fit himself to time and circumstance. 

If thy son’s good, and if the good of all 
Thou dost desire, 'tis ill, thou know'st, ensured 
By civil violence and rabid strife. 
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If thou refusest, in a cause like this, 

Warmly to stir thyself, Leonidas, 

And Sparta, and mysolf, will rightfully 
Deem you the foes of Sparta ; certain proof 
Will then be gain’d that your vast wealth was given 
With baseness to the common fund, to purchase 
Supremacy, and not equality. 

The fame of lofty efforts, good or bad, 

On the event depends. Let not your deeds, 

Magnanimous and gen’rous (if they are), 

Keceive a taint from other men’s suspicions. 

Which justly tax you with repentance now 
For such a mighty gift ; and further tax you 
With a design largo harvest thence to reap. 

I, as a magistrate and citizen, 

Not as a foe, lay ev’ry thing before thee : 

With you alone the execution rests. ' 

Scene IV. 

AGESISTRATA. 

Ages. — Fain would these men gain time ; but time shall 
not 

Be granted to them. Ah, the suavity 
Of Ampharos, so subtly feign’d ; the rage 
Of fierco Leonidas, with pain repress’d, 

Too manifestly indicate to mo 
The destiny of Agis and of Sparta. 

Let nothing now be left untried to save them ; 

And if our country’s angry gods with blood 

Alone can bo appeased, myself and Agis 

Will for that country die ; we’re bom to serve her. — 

May Sparta from my blood arise once more ! 
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Scene L 

AGIS. 

Agis. Te pitying gods, who have till now been pleased 
To rescue from Leonidas’s wrath 
My well-known innocence, no more can I 
Remain within your temple. I from you 
Sought an asylum, that my suif ring country 
Might not bo forced to bear more violence, 

More slaughter, and more broils : now are there those 
Who dare ascribe this step to my misdeeds, 

And to the terror of just punishment ? 

Behold, at once I this asylum leave. — 

0 Sparta, Sparta ! ... to thy true deliv’rers 
Must thou be ever fatal ? Ah, to me 
Were but the fate allow’d that once befell 
Thy first illustrious father I Not content 
With everlasting exile, on himself 
Inflicted by Lycurgus, I won Id choose 
Further, ignoble death, if by that death 

1 might at least behold with thee revive 
The pristine vigor of thy sacred laws ! . . . 

But who so quickly comes to this dark spot? . . . 

Whom do I see? 0 Heav’ns ! Agiziade? ... 

The daughter of Leonidas ? Alas I . . . 

My consort, who. although so well beloved, 

Yet for her father’s sake abandon'd me ? 

Scene II. 

AGIS, AGIZIADE. 

Agi. What do I see ! My Agis, hast thou ventured 
From the asylum ? Speedily I came 
To find thee there . . . 

Agis. Whate’er thou wert towards me, 

My still beloved consort, why dost thou 
Thus bend thy steps to meet a wretched husband ? . . . 
Agi. Scarce can I speak ; . . . 0 Agis ; . . . I return 
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To thee, with thy embitter’d, alter’d fate : 

Thy mournful state, and that alone, had power 
To tear me from my father. On the day N 
That I was forced, my consort, to abandon 
My children, and thyself, that I might not 
Suffer my father, in his wretched exile, 

To go from us a lonely fugitive, 

I felt my heart as if asunder tom : 

Nor wouldst thou ever have beheld me more, 

I now confess to thee, in Sparta here, 

If to the cruel shafts of adverse fortune 
He had remain’d a mark. But once more he 
Is raised on high, and thou* art placed in danger : 

Who, who could now dissever me from thee? 

With all my heart do I to thee return : 

And I conjure thee, by my love unfeign’d, 

(For thine, I know not if I yet possess it ;) 

By those loved children once to thee so dear ; 

And further I conjure thee by thy country, 

To which thou art bo loftily devoted, 

To grant at least a respite for the present 
To thy new institutes. May love of peace, 

The first of benefits, to this induce thee : 

O, reassumo the cit} T ’s management 
As ’twas aforetime, with Leonidas . . . 

Agin. Lady, who could the fondness ever blame 
Thou bear’st thy father ? Thou canst never know him ; 
This is not thy prerogative : most good, 

Most fond, most pious, most accomplish’d, thou, 

In these corrupted times, a rare example 
Of pristine conjugal and filial love, 

Feel’st no solicitude except to be 
The faithful partner of his destiny, 

Whom adverse fortune persecutes the most. 

If thou wort ever dear to me, to see thee 
To-day return to me, when all men fly, 

Makes theo to mo more dear. From thy great heart 
Less I expected not ; I only fear’d 
, That, with his happiness intoxicate, 

Leonidas perchance might interdict 
Thy quitting him for me. 
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Agi Just were thy fears. 

Since Sparta as a conqueror received him, 

Three days have pass’d ; throe days have also pass’d 
That I have combated with him for thee. 

Nor, sinoe I could not his consent obtain, 

Was I less firm, whate’er the risk might be, 

To join theo here. Himself, at length compliant, 

A little while ago to thee would send me 
A messenger of peace : he, by my lips, 

Now proffers it to thee without reserve ; 

He begs thee and conjures thee, that thou wilt, 

Now quitting thy retreat, in concert with him, 

Adopt all moans whence Sparta may obtain 
Henceforth complete indissoluble peace. 

Agis. Doth he send thee to me? This change, so 
sudden, 

Permits me to indulge no joyful hope. 

What do J say ? If in himself he hopes not. 

Can Agis hope ? What more remains for me 
To fear, when my poor country ev’ry day 
Is more enslaved ? more distant from her pristine 
Renown, and her transcendent many virtues? — 

I had already of my own accord 
Abandon’d my retreat : far other motives 
Had now induced mo to anticipate 
The crafty wishes of Leonidas . . . 

Ah ! this will be a memorable day 
To Sparta and to me ; and may be fatal 
To thee, if thou dost love me ... I of this, 

0 my beloved consort, cannot doubt . . . 

But, if thou hearken’st to my honest words, 

Do not thou, worthy of another father, 

1 do beseech thee, irritate in vain 

His haughty soul. Live for our children's sake ; 

Against the fury of thy savage father, 

Be thou to them a shield : those lofty thoughts, 

Which I have over Bhared with thee, and which 
Thou feltest so profoundly, fortified 
By other lofty ones in thee innate, 

Which are the source sublime of filial love, 

Do thou in them transfuse, that they may live 



AGIS. 


183 


sc. II.] 

The glory of their father and of Sparta. 

Thirsting for vengeance shall I not expire, 

But Spartan virtues panting to restore ; 

Provided that they one day may arise, 

Although in distant timos, from sons of mine, 

With this my spirit will be satisfied ... 

Agi. My heart thou rendest . . . Ah I . . . Why speak of 
death?... 

Agis. Thou art a Spartan, and the wife of Agis ; 

Refrain from tears. My blood may serve iny country ; 

My tears can serve thee not. Ah, dry thine eyes ; 

Compel me not to weep ... 

Agi. I know full well 

The bitter agonies of thy sublime, 

Devoted heart ; thy upright, gen’rous schemes 
Within my breast profoundly are engraved ; 

And if, in their complete accomplishment, 

The full and utter ruin of my father 
Were not involved, e’en at the risk of life, 

Wuuldst thou find me first ready to promoto them . . . 
How oft have I lamented o’er that father, 

So different from thee ! how oft have I 
Wept that I was his daughter ! Yet, alas ! 

I was indeed ; and am . . 1 and ’twixt you two 
1 live distracted : and I ought to be 
The means of amity betwixt you both, 

Or ought to die. 

Agis . If thou in other times, 

From other blood hadst been in Sparta bom, 

Daughter of Sparta, mother of true Spartans, 

Thou wouldst have been. Yet thy not Spartan father 
I would not as a crime to thee impute. 

Prompted by thy most gen’rous, lofty heart, 

But not weil disciplined, I heard thy lips 
Pronounce thy father’s and thy consort’s names, 

But not thy country’s : yet, why should I wonder, 

If thou art more a daughter and a wife, 

Than citizen? Whate’er thou art, I love thee ; 

Nor any force, save that of my example, 

To thy not Spartan feelings would I use. 

Hence I conjure thee by our love, yea, more, 
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If it be needful, 1 command, that thou 
Shouldst manifest to-day that thou art yet 
E’en more a mother than a wife or daughter. — 

But whence this dreadful tumult that approaches ? 

What crowd is this ? what cries? 0 Heav’ns ! my mother? 
And a great multitude of people arm’d 
Pursues her steps? 


Scene III. 

AGIS, AGESISTRATA, AGIZIADE, PEOPLE. 

Ages. My son, and what? hast thou 

Left thy retreat? In whom dost thou confide ? 

In this base daughter of Leonidas ? 

Behold, I bring thee a more sure asylum ; 

These will at any moment bo prepared . . . 

Agis. 0 mother, thou shouldst better know thy Agis : 
I in myself, or else in no one, trust. 

She, whom thou call’st Leonidas’s daughter, 

Is lover, wife, and part of thino own son. — 

Spartans, if yo indeed are such, whom now 
I f at the risk of my renown, behold 
Tumultuous and menacing in arms ; 

Spartans, now Agis speaks to you. — No arms 
I, in my favor, ever will endure 
Against my country ; I seek no asylum ; 

Nor fear I any man. I well suffice 
To prove to you my perfect innocence : 

To make that innocence completely triumph 
O’er other’s malice, not with arms indeed, 

But with more firm resolves, ye might yourselves 
A just support one day have given to me : 

But now, too late and vain, aud (which is worse) 

Illicit, would your interference be. 

Ages. And wouldst thou then expose thyself unarm’d 
To the base rage of a Leonidas ? 

To the bribed Ephori’s perfidious snares ? 

Ah I I’ll endure it not ; nor these true sons 
Of Sparta will endure it, who are all 
Now ready for their king to yield their lives. 

People. We all have come prepared to die for Agis. 
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Agis. Agis and Sparta heretofore were one ; 

Now are they thoroughly by fate disjoin’d ; 

Now that, perohance, 'tis indispensable 
That Agis perish, to make Sparta safe. 

Blood should be never spiird ; much less, when blood 
Cannot regen’rate virtue. Ye could now 
Not die for me, without the sacrifice 
Of many others ; and your own lives here, 

And those of others equally, are ail 

Not yours, but the possession of your country. 

There are, I know, in multitudes there are, 

Misguided citizens : but, to restore them 
To the straight path of duty, I prepare 
A memorable and sublime example. 

With this can I compel them to amendment : 

With this make you with fervor more intense 
The worshippers of self-renouncing virtue. 

Agi. Unhappy I ! thou makest me to tromble. 

What dost thou plan ? . . , 

Ayes. 0 woman, speak ; for whom 

Dost tremble now ? thy husband or thy father? 

Agis . Mother, thou know’st not how it wounds my heart, 
To hear theo thus irreverently taunt 
My faithful wife ! She has this instant made 
Herself, with her true filial piety, 

More dear to me than ever yet she was. — 

Mother, and wifo, and people, hear me now. — 

I havo resolved within my inmost heart 
To make the most malignant ones confess, 

The most invidious, and the most depraved, 

That Fm a real lover of my country. 

A king, a father, and a citizen, 

And nothing elso, have I to Sparta been ; 

At least if I am not deceived : in others 
P’rhaps I myself, with violence, inspired 
At first some misconception of myself : 

This choice of an asylum thence was not 
To wisdom in me, but a guilty conscience. 

And terrors of just punishment, ascribed. 

Has Agis of a vulgar king incurred 
The stain insufferable ? But to-day, 
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Such as it is, my heart shall be reveal'd. 

0 welcome, yea, thrice welcome, is the danger 
Which I must now encounter, to make clear 
The good which I attempted to effect, 

And, of those men who seek not for the good, 

The wicked envy I For the public weal 
Well knew I how, and dared, to be a king ; 

And for my private sake I also dare 
Become once more a private citizen : 

Not that I hope at present to convince 
The countless disaffected ; they in heart 
Already are too much so ; but I ought. 

Before the presence of collected Sparta, 

To cover them with shame and infamy. 

1 hope that they are willing to accuse me : 

I rather with my actions, than with words, 

Shall undertake to free myself from blame : 

First would I unreservedly to Sparta 
Promulgate my intentions, then submit . . . 

People . Agis submit? No, never. All of us 
Will make those traitors listen to thy words . . . 

Agis. Not ye, 0 no ! Truth, from my lips alone, 
Shall make me by unwilling ears be heard. 

And if my honor in your sight is dear ; 

If I have any thing from you deserved ; 

If there is aught in me ; or if, at least, 

Ye, from the recollection of my deeds, 

For something hope, I supplicate, exhort, 

Nay, I command you, to fay down your arms, 

And to the Ephoxi, whatever they be, 

To render, with myself, submission due. 

The king of Persia, when he finds that foes 
Arise against himself within his realm, 

Addresses them with his despotic sword : 

But Sparta’s monarch doth esteem himself 
E’en to his enemies accountable ; 

At first he strives to baffle calumny 

With arguments ; but if in vain, he meets it , 

With the unchanging calmness of a king. — 

I grieve, and shall eternally lament, 

That that Leonidas, who thus assailB me, 
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Unheard and exiled, from your city went. 

Perchance his cause he could not have defended; 

Perchance he would not have attempted it ; 

But for this purpose I should have allow’d him 
Pull means. Agesilaus force would use ; 

My opposition ineffectual proved ; 

All know not this : and hence Agesilaus 
And I are not distinguish’d from each other. 

I from that day discover’d, though too late, 

That he was only a dissembling Spartan : 

But time press’d on me, and the lofty wish 
To do the good, for which the banishment 
Of fierce Leonidas (its chiefest hindrance) 

Seem’d to prepare the way. His exile, hence, 

Just, but inflicted in an unjust manner, 

I tolerated for the good of Sparta. 

People . And who knows not that thou didst save his 
life ? . . . 

Agi. Yes, by his means alone my father yet 
Enjoys the breath of life. Myself beheld 
The cruel danger which surrounded him ; 

The minibus of Agesilaus now 

Had almost in their snares entangled him, 

When opportunely Agis’ partisans 
Dispersed them, and deliver’d us unhurt. 

Ages. Leonidas to-day would hence repay him. 

By wresting from him not his life alone, 

But his fame also . . . 

Agis . To effect this purpose 

The tyrant has no pow’r : on me alone, 

And on my deeds, my fame depends. 

Ages . The firm 

And persevering project to oppress thee, 

The jealousy of others, from thy deeds 
Solely arise. But, Amphares comes hither ? 

The worthy friend and colleague of the tyrant . . , 

Agis , Let him be heard. 

Agi . 4 0 Heav’ns I for thee I tremble . . . 
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Scene IV. 

AGIS, AOESISTRATA, AGIZXADE, AMPTTARES, PEOPLE. 

i 

Am. Far from thy refuge, Agis, in tlio midst 
Of such a throng, I did not think to find thee. 

But yet, more grateful witnesses than these 
I oould not wish to meet. I hither come 
The will of Sparta to unfold to thee. 

Agis. It is ? . . . 

Am. Pacific. 

Agis. How ? 

Am. It breathes true peace : 

If peace be not too adverse to thy views ; 

Or if at once security and greatness 

Thou dost not seek in turbulence and discord. 

Agis. I ought not now to clear myself to thee : 
Perchance to those to whom I owe the homage, 

Shall I acquit myself of this. Meanwhile, 

Let’s hear the peace Leonidas proposes. 

Am. Am I the monarch’s messenger ? I am 
A Spartan Ephorus ; in Sparta’s name 
Do I address thee. If thou now consent 
To yield submission to the citizens, 

(The true and wise ones,) and restore once more 
Peace to the city, each new law of thine 
Thyself condemning ; Sparta, by my lips, 

To-day restores to thee the royal scat, 

Which thou hast abdicated by thy flight. 

Ages. Agis . . . 

Agis. I am thy son, 0 mother ; now 

On me rely. — Thou, who in Sparta’s name, 

So that I make myself unworthy of it, 

Offer’st to me the throne ; I pray thee, take 
This answer to Leonidas, that I 
Would speak with him, ere to collected Sparta 
I solemnly and finally appeal. 

, Agi. I do beseech thee, to my father go, 

O Amphares, and urge him to compliance : 

Make him remember that he would not now 
Be living, had it not for Agis been ; 
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That he to Agis as a consort gave 
His much-loved only daughter . . . 

Agis. Nothing else 

Make him remember, than that we are both 
The citizens of Sparta ; and that now 
The interest of all obliges him 
To grant me audience. 

Am. It is most uncertain 

Whether ho can or will confer with thee, 

Till he has leam’d if his proposed conditions 
Are by thyself rejected or embraced. 

Agis. He can, on no account whate’er, nor will he, 
Refuse to hear mo. I, from henceforth, quit 
For ever my asylum ; round my person 
No train will I permit. — To you, 0 Spartans, 

Do I in clear, decided tones exclaim : 

Here, undefended, innocent, alone, 

Will I remain. — 1 See, Amphares, behold ; 

The time, the placo, the circumstance, all now 
Will be most opportune. Ere it be long, 

I to this forum will return ; and here 
I trust the king will not disdain to come. 

I shall be here alone ; but let him have 
His satellites beside him : we shall be 
By all the citizens of Sparta seen, 

But shall not bo by any of them heard. 

Am. Since thou wilt have it so, I quickly fly 
To bear the tidings to Leonidas. 

Scene V. 

AGIS, AGESISTRATA, AGIZIADE, 

Agis. Well did I know with what a bait to lure him.— 
Now, ladies, to my dwelling and my children 
Let me return with you. I shall enjoy 
A few brief, final moments, in your presence, 

Of private consolation, till I join 
This fatal conference. 

Agi 0 Heav’ns I . . . 


1 The people here retire, and disperse. 
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Ages. 0 son, 

What canst thou hope from this perfidious king ? 

Agu. He grasps the fate of Sparta ; and canst thou, 
0 mother, ask what Agis hopes from him ? 


ACT III. 

SCKNE I. 

AGIS. 

Agis. Leonidas yet comes not : he perchance 
Disdains the challenge ? no, he dare not : shame, 

If nothing else, should bring him hore. Erewhile 
The people heard the gen’rous invitation, 

That I, by Ampliares, dispatch’d to him : 

Many considerations yet restrain him, 

Many and potent ; much timidity, 

Though he bo victor, lurks within his heart. 

Ah, could I, could I, by his fears promote 
The interests of Sparta ! . . . But at length 
He comes : 0 ! does he thus appropriate 
A regal train ? It suits him. Let mo meet him. 

Scene II. 

AGIS, LEONIDAS, SOLDIERS. 

Agis. 0 king, before another task begins, 

Thou com’st to hear me ? . . . 

Le. Yes, I come to hear thee , 

Agis. Then, I demand to speak to thee alone . . . 

Le. Withdraw. 1 — I am alone : I listen to thoe. 

Agis. I speak not to thee as thy son-in-law ; 

Though I beyond all words adore a consort, 

Who is a vory paragon of daughters. 

Le. She was, ’tis true, a pow’rful tie betwixt us, 

Ere thou from Sparta drov’st me into exile. 

Agis . I know it ; nor should I now mention it, 

' 1 The soldiers retire. 
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Since I refrain’d from speaking of it then. 

Not that I then forgot it, this thou knowest ; 

But thoughts of Sparta then my speech inspired, 

Whose bidding silenced, and still silences, 

In me all other impulses. — Thou, king 

Of Sparta, art my foe : but, if thou art 

No foe of Sparta, I to-day demand 

From the great gods, protectors of my country, 

And hope to gain, an eloquence so strong. 

So true, and lofty, that thou mayst by me 
The prompt and certain method now bo taught, 

Whenco to obtain, perchance beyond thy wishes ... 

Le. Beyond my wishes ? Know’st thou what I wish ? 
Agis. Vengeance on me, before all other things 
Thou wishest, and shalt have it ; I to thee 
Will give it thoroughly. Thy second wish 
Is lasting pow’r ; and I will point to thee 
Its certain source. Nor satisfied with this, 

A method, lofty and infallible, 

1 offer to thee, whence thou mayst obtain 
Another thing, to which perchance thy thoughts 
Have never turn’d : and it is such, that thou 
(Provided it be easy to acquire) 

Canst not despise it. Permanent, immonse, 

This will I gain thee yot . . . 

Le. And it is ? . , . 

Agis. . Fame. — 

Le. — Thou’rt bettor fitted to prevent, than give it.— 
With me the throne thou filledst ; never then 
Didst thou concur with me for Sparta’s good, 

Or for our common glory : thou alone 
Thought’st of thy private weal, and how to make 
Thyself a name upon the wreck of mine. 

Hence Sparta to extremity, and me 
To exile, thou didst goad. I do not mean 
To take revenge for this ; I ought, indeed, 

To take it now for lacerated Sparta ; 

But a true love of peace forbids me this : 

Peace, which thy colleagues in iniquity, 

(Although in vain,) are ready to disturb. 

The love of peace, in short, induces me 
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To offer to thee now, in Sparta’s name, 

Pardon complete ... 

Agfa. Complete ? It is too much. — 

Come, no one hears us here ; what boots deceit ? 

Thou thinkest that I do not read thy heart ; 

Thou canst not make me think that thou hast changed it. 
I think, however, that to take from mo 
Both pow’r and sceptre, would not now suffice 
To make thee fully on the throne secure. 

Thou knowest well that, while I live, thou canst not 
Create another king as thy liege colleague : 

But neither dar’st thou at the same time slay me, 

Because thou’rt well aware that in the hearts 
Of many still I reign. Behold thy true, 

And most-conceal’d reflections : now hear mine. — 

In the asylum I inclosed myself 
Against my will ; spontaneously I quit it ; 

And force to force, if I were so inclined, 

I might oppose : art to oppose to art, 

I neither have the skill, nor will to do it. 

That to defend my cause, I will not spill 
A drop of Spartan blood, thou shouldcst now 
Be well convinced. Thou see’st me now alone ; 

I in thy pow’r am placed ; behold me now 
A suppliant for my country : I am ready 
To yield tq thee for her not life alone, 

But also fame. 

Le. Hast thou this fame of thine 

Unspotted, which thou dar’st to offer me ? 

Agis. Unspotted, yes, throughout ; of Agis worthy ; 
And too illustrious for thy envious eyes. — 

Me thou abhorrest ; Sparta I adore : 

Now hear how thou at once mayst gratify 
Thy hatred and my love. I undertook, 

By equalizing all the citizens, 

In Sparta, to revive true liberty, 

Greatness, and virtue. With the most depraved, 

Thou never ceasedst to oppose my plans, 

Although in vain ; and not that thou in these 
Didst never see the common benefit, 

Immense and unalloy’d ; not that pure truth, 
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With her divine resplendence, did not find, 

Although without inflaming it, a passage 
To thy resisting heart : but in that heart, 

The love of gold, and arbitrary pgwer, 

Wither’d at once all patriotic thoughts, 

Baffled the cry of truth, the vital warmth 
Of virtue. The true public Spartan voice 
Removed thee from thy throne, proclaiming thee 
The foe of Sparta : nor didst thou e’en try 
To meet the insupportable reproach. 

In exile afterwards, proscribed, and wand’ring, 

Thou mightst have been (thou knowest) vilely slain ; * 
I hinder’d it : nor do I now say this 
To thee upbraidingly ; but to afford 
No dubious ovidence, that not thy ruin. 

But lofty Spartan actions were indeed 
Alone the object of my lofty schemes. 

Le. And of a fatal inadvertency , 

Must thou reproach thyself in saving me. 

Agfa And thou wilt make for this, by slaying me, 
Ample atonement. Only do thou leam 
Of me the means for this. — To liberty, 

More than to tyranny, inclineth Sparta : 

Of this bo thou assured, though for the present 
Thou hast imposed on her a king’s harsh yoke. 

A transient indignation of the many 
Against the infamous Agesilaus, 

Ha tli now replaced thee on the throne, and driven 
Him from the Ephori : thero are who now 
l)eem me a partner in his crimes, and not 
Without some cause, while I continue silent. 

Do not thou goad me on to clear myself 
Of such reproach effectually ; ’twould be 
Easy to show them, that Agesilaus 
Betray’d at once both Sparta and myself : 

If I make this to all men clear, then thou 
Canst not, without much damage to thyself, 

Use violence tow’rds me. 

Le. Thou thinkest so ? 

Agfa Thou knowest it. But, do not fear. I wish’d 
To be the SpaTtan monarch of true Spartans; 

VOL. II. 
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Theo I leave king of these. No force of thine 
Avails to make me guilty : I will, I, 

Make myself culpable before all Sparta ; 

Will yield thee the entire asoendency 
Over myself ; will make thee truly great 
Against thy will, provided thou aspire 
To greatness. 

Le. Thou in vain insultcst me... 

Agfa. Do thou thyself, yes now, accomplish that 
For Sparta, and her glory’s sake, which 1 
Audaciously attempted. From the throne 
Do thou once more promulgate, not my laws, 

But the free, sacred, lofty, manly laws 

Of great Lycurgus : banish poverty 

At once with wealth ; she is the child of wealth : 

Resign thy riches : equalize the people : 

Bocomo thyself a Spartan, and at once 
Spartans creato : . . . This purposed I to do ; 

Do thou accomplish it, and snatch from me 
The lasting glory of the enterprise. — 

If thou wilt swear now to accomplish this, 

Thou before Sparta as a criminal 
Mayst hurry mo ; and say I made a plea 
Of public good to screen my private views ; 

And say, that though my purposes were guilty, 

My laws wero not so. Thou shalt add to this, 

That thou thyself, with a more upright mind, 

And greater singleness of heart, once moro 
The glory of thy city wilt renew. 

Then in the presence of collected Sparta 
Will I confess myself deserving death ; 

Will I confess that the enormities 
And wrongs Agesilaus dared commit, 

From me derived their origin ; that I 

In him a harbinger of tyranny 

Dared to creato ; that I, by his means, sought 

To make a trial of the Spartan baseness. 

This doubtless will suffice. Death, which thou canst not. 
Except by treach’ry, now inflict on me, 

(Thou seeest,) from my fellow-citizens 
Thou wilt obtain it thus, and it will seem 
To them most just. I thus divest myself 
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Of that same fame which thou canst not take from me, 
Which gives thee umbrage, and to thee resign it. 

I die, thou reignest ; both will be content : 

The throne will not invalidate thy fame ; 

Though to the tomb I carry infamy, 

My only hope I leavo behind ; that Sparta 
Will rise again to renovated life. 

Le . — Dost deem me so corrupt? 

Agfa. I deem thee great ; 

Since I account thee fit to consummate 
My mighty projects . . . 

Le. Shall I lend a hand 

To thy pernicious, thy flagitious schemes ? . . . 

Agis. Thou wilt be utterly from envy freed, 

When I am dead : and thou mayst then fulfil, 

To thy advantage, and to that of Sparta, 

My mighty purposes. O, do thou (laro 
To seom thyself exalted in my greatness : 

F^vious wert thou ; now, do thou wholly hide 
Thy former native baseness with my blood. 

Lift up thy soul to an unhoped-for greatness, 

And make thyself the equal of thy throne. 

Le. The acclamation of the citizens 
Already has enough exalted me 
Above thyself ; but pardoning thee, if this 
Sparta concede to mo, will give me yet 
Fuller ascendency o’er thee. Meanwhile 
Let mo present thee now, for needs I must, 

To Sparta. — Hast thou aught else to impart? 

Agis. This only, that thou know’ at not how to be 
Vicious, nor know’st how to dissemble virtue. 

Le. Now that thou hast imparted all thy thoughts, 
Ere the asylum once more rescue thee 
From Sparta’s reach, I think myself constrain’d 
To drag thee to a prison. — Guards, advance . . . 

Agis. I in a prison safer feel myself, 

Than thou upon a throne. By Sparta, we 
Shall both be heard ; nor face to face canst thou 
Before me stand. — Thou ruinest thyself 
If thou in prison kill me ; this thou knowest. 

0 think, and think again ; to save thyself, 
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And murder me, no means to thee remain, 

Save those which heretofore I pointed out. 

Scene III. 

LEONIDAS. 

Le. At last I hold him. Many obstacles, 

’Tis true, and mighty dangers, 1 confront : 

Yet will I, yes, though even at the risk 
Of my own detriment, yet will I slay 
This haughty importuning demagogue. 

But by his death I shall accomplish nothing. 

If first I do not rob him of his fame : 

This can alone perpetuate my sway. — 

Alas ! I feel it e’en to agony ! 

Nor can 1 give it utt’rance ; when he speaks, 

A permeating ray of genuine truth 
Illumes my breast, and almost conquers mo . . . 

Ah, no ! it tears and maddens my vex’d heart, 

That insupportable and stern parade 

Of hated virtue. Let him die ; yes, perish ; . . . 

E’en if, in killing him, I die myself. 

Scene IY. 

AG1ZIADE, LEONIDAS, AOESISTIUTA. 

Agi. Father, is’t true? . by treach’rous wiles . . . 0 
* Heav’ns ! 

Hast, thou to soldiers* hands my spouso ? . . . 

Ages . Is this 

Thy promised faith, Leonidas? 

Le. What faith ? 

What have I promised ? I have pledged my faith 
To Sparta, but to Agis never. 

Ah ! 

Beloved father, to thy daughter grant, . . . 

Alas ! . . . 

Ages. Spontaneously did he not quit 
Yonder asylum ? Did he not come forth, 

Alone, unarm’d, and of his own accord, 

To treat with thee of peace ? And thou, meanwhile, 

Dost instigate thy parasites to drag him 
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Within a prison? violating thus 

The honor of a king, and, more than this, 

The will express of Sparta ? . . . Infamous . , . 

Le . 0 women, to divert me from my will, 

Tears and reproaches equally are vain. 

I am the first of Sparta’s magistrates, 

And not her tyrant ; no. Be Agis guilty, 

The Ephori and Sparta should condemn him ; 

If innocent, to his suspended rank 

The Ephori and Sparta should restore him. 

Ne’er would it have been possible to prove him 
Guilty or innocent, if he persisted 
To seek* the interference of the people, 

Or an asylum in the temple’s walls. 

’Tis time, high time, that Sparta should be freed 
Prom the distraction of susponse, produced 
By knowing not, if she doth, as she ought, 

Possess two monarchs, or if one is wanting. 

A'ji. Ah, father ! . . . Agis rescues thee from death, 

And thou that Agis draggest to a prison ? 

On him hast thou bestow’d thy daughter’s hand, 

And yet wouldst rob him of his fame ? Though guilty, 
(Which he is not,) thou shouldest be the first 
To interpose in his behalf. I gave 
To thee no doubtful evidence of love, 

In thy adversity : and now from Agis 
Nothing, in his adversity, can tear me : 

To doom thy daughter with thy son-in-law 
To chains, or to release him from those chains, 

Art thou constrain’d : nor menaces, nor prayers, 

Shall e'er persuade me to abandon him. 

Nor canst thou wreak a vengeance on his head, 

Which shall not equally rebound on me : 

Thou, thou must shed that very daughter’s blood, 

Who, thee to follow in thy banishment, 

Her husband, and her children, and her throne, 

And her beloved country, sacrificed. 

Ages. 0 thou indeed not his, but my true daughter 1 . . . 
Thou Spartan wife and daughter, thou in vain 
Appealest to a father not a Spartan.— 

Base envy, and still baser thirst of vengeance, 
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Close both his heart and lips. — What couldst thou say ? . . . 
Thou, 0 Leonidas, within thy heart 
Hast sworn the utter overthrow of Agis, 

I know thou hast ; and equally I know 
All, all thy impious stratagems. But yet, 

If thou on both of us shouldst death indict, 

(For my existence and my son’s are one,) 

In vain thou hopest to destroy our fame. 

Thine own by this means . . . but, what do I say? 

Art thou possess’d of fame ? — No other object 
Did thy heart e’er propose, than to preserve 
And to augment thy riches by the throne. 

Thou in Seloucus’ court becam’st at once 
Accomplish’d in the art of avarice, 

And that of wasting blood, A Persian thou, 

Beignest in Sparta ; hence thou dost abhor 
Equality in citizens, from whence 
New virtues soon would rise ; whence thou once more 
Wouldst be for ever from the throne expell’d : 

Nor dare thy heart aspire beyond that throne. 

Le. Nor thy reproaches can exasperate, 

Nor thy just sorrows mollify my soul. 

Sparta, and not myself, impeaches Agis, 

And summons him to justify his deeds. 

Tow’rds him no other force will I adopt, 

(Nor could I, if I would,) except to take 
From him all means by which he would evade 
Just punishment. . . 

Ages. Just?— Tell mo, wouldst thou dare 

To all assembled Sparta, in this forum, 

Here to present him, from the terror free 
Of thy arm’d satellites ? 

Le. I know not yet 

The judgment of the Ephori ; but . . • 

Ages. Thine 

Is too well known to mel Let Agis be 
Brought to the presence of collected Sparta, 

Not of the mercenary Ephori ; 

Or to his presence Sparta will repair. 

I promise this, although a feeble woman, 

If thou destroy me not before my son. 
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Scene V, 

LEONIDAS, AGIZIADE. 

Agi. I will not, father, from thy side depart ; 

Nor will I cease to kneel before thy feet, 

Nor to embrace thy knees, till thou once more • 

Eestore to me my husband ; or till thou 
With thy own hand join me with him in death. 

Le. Bolov&d daughter, rise ; 0 never more 
Do thou depart from me ; I wish nought else. 

Thou hast with me magnanimously shared 
The many outrages of adverse fate ; 

Hence is it just, that thou a partner be 
Of my prosperity : no one shall ever 
Have o’er my heart more influence than thou : 

Thee, as my representative, I make 

The arbitress of Sparta : nor without thee . . . 

Agi. What words aro these? ’Tis Agis I demand ; 
Agis, and nought besides. Thou gav’st him to me ; 

And thou canst nover take him from me, no, 

If thou take not my life ; thou never canst 
From Sparta take him, without dreadful stain, 

As unjust king, unnatural fierce man. 

Le. How canst thou thus be wilfully deceived ? 

Dost thou not see that Agis guilty is ? 

But grant that he is guiltless ; thou know’st well, 

In either case, he is not in my power. 

The Epliori must hear him, and must judge him : 

Nor, for his detriment, or his advantage, 

Can I, unaided, any thing porform. 

Agi. Thou art a father ; and thou lovest me ; 

Thou hast already seen my filial love 

Brought to a cruel test ; and can it be 

That thou wouldst now dissemble with thy daughter? — 

By treach’rous arts erowhile hadst thou the power 

Unaided, to immure him in a prison, 

And, being innocent, canst thou not save him ? 

Ah, force me not to think thee . . . 

Le. What avails it ? 

In this I can do nothing : furthermore, 

’Tis needful that without delay I give 
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The Ephori, not only an account 
Of my own actions, but of those of Agis. 

Agi. Ah, no I I will not quit thee : nor canst thou 
A cruel order give, that will not fall, 

At least in part, upon thy daughter f . . 

Le. Cease ; 

Return thou to my palace . . . 

Agi I go with thee. 

All wilt thou do, all oughtest thou to do, 

0 father, for thy guiltless son-in-law 

Who saved thy life . . . Ah, no ! thou canst not slay him, 

If first thou wilt not murder thy own daughter. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

The Threshold of the Spartan Prison . 

leonidas, amphares. The People , who from time to time 
introduce themselves . 

Am . Pull late thou comest ; and the time is pressing. 

Le. Placo this delay to my account as father : 

I was erewhile compell’d my daughter’s footsteps 
E’en to the palace to accompany. 

With such an agony of grief she wept 
For Agis, that I found if difficult 
To tear her from my side. Her wretchedness 
Hath made no slight impression on my heart. 

Am. What ? Art thou troubled ? Art thou over- 
whelm’d ? 

Perchance thou carest for thy daughter more 
Than for thy vengeance? 

Le. Agis I abhor 

Far more intensely than I love the throne : 

But yet, my daughter’s words and lamentations 
Afflict my heart. — Now let me think of action : 

Are all things by thy vigilance disposed ? 

Am. Dost thou not see? Upon this spacious threshold 
Of Sparta’s prison, it appear’d to me 
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Our seats might fitly he arranged ; the place, 

Less ample than the forum, will contain 
Loss of the dregs of Sparta : but, however, 

As many hero may introduce themselves, 

As the fulfilment of our plans require. 

Mon at tho entrance stand as sentinels, 

Large numbers of our partisans admitting.— ' 
Behold ; tho place already is half fill'd ; 

Nor aro there scarcely any of our foes. 

As yet the tidings aro not fully spread 
Of the great trial : and I hope that all 
Will be accomplish’d ere the daring mother 
Comes to disturb it with her headstrong train. 

Le. But, art thou sure that from such promptitude 
Danger may not result? 

Am. No trifling force, 

Besides our dignity, our cause supports. 

There will be need of special circumspection 
In setting forth the charges ; we must seem 
Just to our friends themselves, and of their good, 
More than our own, tenacious advocates. 

Some tumult may arise ; to frustrate this, 

Provision is already made. For us, 

It will suffice that Agis from these walls 
No more departs alive. To counteract 
The first audacious movements of the people, 

Our friends among the citizens, thy soldiers, 

The name of us the Ephori, and, lastly, 

Thy own audacity, may well suffice. 

Time is meanwhile ensured ; and we shall have 
From time entire success . . . 

Le. Behold the senate ; 

Behold the Ephori : the populace 
In numbers follow them, and they appear 
Not turbulent in aspect ; nay, they seem 
Pleased to be present at the accusation 
Of a subverting monarch. Courage, courago. 

While with insinuating flatteries, 

And opportune, their fancies I allure, 

Do thou the prison enter, and ere long 
Agis, well guarded, to our presence bring. 
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Scene II. 

leonidas, people, ephori, senators : each one placed 
according to his rank . 

Le. — Praise to the gods ! I see collected here 
The real citizens ; and not confused 
With the aitdacious, turbid, abject people. 

Who, with their numbers, strive to implicate 
You in their errors, spite of your consont. — 

A spectaclo unprecedented, now 
Attracts the eyes of universal Sparta ; 

The most important that can ever be 
By a free man beheld : a king of yours, 

Charged by your Ephori, and then before you 
Accused. His accusation ye will hear, 

His pleading, and the final judgment given, 

In which yourselves, I hope, will boar a part. 

I, though a king, with joy announce it to you. 

Ah ! I had not such fate on that dire day, 

Fatal to me, to Sparta not propitious, 

In which, an exile, from my throne degradod, 

Forlorn I wander’d, doubtful of my life. 

To guilty violence I then succumb’d, 

Unheard and unaccused ; yet, more dismay, 

Than from my unjust banishment, my heart 
Endured from the subversion of the laws, 

And tho dread peril Sparta then incurr’d. 

At last, convinced yourselves of your misfortunes, 

Once more ye seated me upon the throne, 

And, at the same time, Sparta’s laws restored : 
Agesilaus, and Cledmbrotus, 

And the bribed Ephori, their partisans, 

Inimical to Sparta, ye proscribed. 

Agis remains : there are who think him guiltless ; 

And p’rhaps ho is so. But, meanwhile, I wish’d 
His person to secure, and only hold him, 

That he may clear himself before your eyes. 

If he were once convicted of offence, 

Ye should first hear me for my son-in-law 
Pardon imploro : his inexperienced youth 
Must, in your judgment, as it does in mine, 
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Make him appear not undeserving pity. — 

Ephori, senators, and oitizens, 

Your genuine majesty has never soar’d 
To exercise a nobler right than this : 

To-day to ascertain your monarch’s faults, 

And pardon them : for I indeed to-day 
Submit to your inspection all my deeds. 

It seems to me that this is no light proof 
Of my pure heart and equitable rule ; 

And to afford to you that proof I pant. 

Let Agis by Leonidas be taught 
To tremble at tho laws. — But see, already 
Agis presents himself at your tribunal : 

Behold I sit in silence ; I await, 

Myself a citizen, from fellow-citizens 
The termination of this lofty process. 

With all my pow’rs I swear to countenance, 

Whate’er it bo, your free, unanimous, 

Your sacred, and immutable decision. 

Scene III. 

AMPHARES, AGIS amidst GUARDS, LEONIDAS, PEOPLE, EPHORI, 
SENATORS. 

Am. Ephori, Spartans, king, he whom I drag 
Before the true tribunal of my country, 

Is Agis of Eudaraidas. Erowhile 
He, with Leonidas, o’er Sparta reign’d ; 

Him afterwards he banish’d from the throne, 

And a new colleague to himself assumed, 

Cleombrotus. It pleased you presently 
To reinstate Leonidas, who thence 
Besumed the sceptre from Cledmbrotus. 

Then to the sacred bounds of the asylum 
This Agis fled : and why, himself will tell you. 

While there immured, no longer was he king ; 

The throne he had abandon’d : yet not thence 
Became he private ; he had not laid down 
His dignity, nor was it taken from him : 

Not guiltless, since he fled to an asylum ; 

Not guilty, since he never was accused. 
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The gods of Sparta have deliver’d him 
To you to-day, although by none of us 
Has his asylum violated been. 

Hence I accuse him now, before you all, 

Of changed, betray’d, and violated laws ; 

Of stratagems despotically used 
Against Leonidas, and the’ Ephori ; 

Of arbitrary views, as instruments 
To whose success the bribed rebellious dregs 
Of Spartan profligates he strove to gain : 

And, lastly, to concentrate in one charge 
All his offences, I acouse him to you 
Of having violated and betray’d 
The delegated majesty of Sparta. 

Agis. — Truly a solemn and imposing pomp 
Is this : but why, on such a grave occasion, 

Is not collected Sparta here convened ? 

Why, as is always done with the accused, 

Am I not to the forum led ? — Tis true, 

I see the Ephori, a king is here, 

And I behold a shadow of the senate : 

But yet, as far as I can cast my eyes, 

I see no citizens, except a few, 

Pow’rful, and mingled with arm’d satellites. 

The majesty of universal Sparta 
May this indeed be deem’d ? I, not alone 
Would have all Sparta, but all Greece to hear 
Your accusations and my answer to them. 

Now, since within your bosoms there does dwell 
Such absolute conviction of my guilt, 

Say : wherefore is it that ye wrest from me, 

With such a great proportion of my hearers, 

At the same time such great part of my shame ? 

Le. Far as the place permits, thou seeest, Agis, 
A multitude of citizens assembled. 

To bring thee from the confines of thy prison 
Would implicate too much, as thou know’st well, 
The Ephori’s stern dignity ; too much, 

If thou art innocent, thy innocence. 

Sparta heard thee, defending thy retreat, 
Erewhile adduce, that thus thou wouldst remove 
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All pretext of disturbance, all pretence 
For sanguinary measures, from the people : 

Wouldst thou amidst that people’s violence* 

And turbulent vociferation, go, 

A quiet and free judgment to obtain ? 

Agfa. A quiet judgment, and for you the safest, 
Would it have been at once to have dispatch’d 
The executioner to whero I’m prison’d : 

But far less quiot will this process prove 

Than ye expect. Fear does not prompt my words ; 

No ; of my destiny already sure, 

The forum and this place to me are one. 

I, without hearing it, my sentence know : 

But I indeed shall never thence receive 
A deeper injury, than that which I 
Long in my heart have fix’d to have from you. — 
Judges, spectators, whosoe’er yo be: 

I now forewarn you all, that I, condemn’d, 

And slain, within these walls, shall not by death* 

As fain I would do, peace restore to you : 

Nor ye, by dragging me to death, for this 
Remain in safety. — I await my doom 
Undaunted. Be the accusations heard . . . 

Am. I, on the Ephori’s behalf, address thee now ; 
Listen to me. — Didst thou not, Agis, drive, 

Unheard by thee, Leonidas to exile ? 

Agis. lie, to the seat of judgment duly summon’d, 
Chose rather to escape. 

Le. I summon’d was, 

I cannot contradiot, but to confront 
A savage and tumultuous populace. 

Could that be judgment? . . . 

Agis. Quite as much as this, 

At least. To thee was flight allow’d : and so 
Thou never wort imprison’d. Heretofore 
Means of escape solicited my choice ; 

But to the prison willingly I went, 

And willingly in judgment I appear : 

Whate’er that judgment is, I fear it not. 

I wish’d it, and exult in its conclusion ; 

And I exult in making myself heard. 
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Am. Didst thou not violate thy country’s laws ? 

Agis. The sacred institutes of great Lycurgus, 

In their primeval purity, I wish’d 
To re-establish : they were ne’er repeal’d, 

But for a long time nad been unobserved. 

To such a just and generous design 
Leonidas was hostile : first by art, 

And then by foTce he thwarted my designs ; 

But both were ineffectual : thus subdued 
More by his own shame than the force of others, 

He, as the lesser evil, on himself 
Exile imposed. Let him himself confess, 

If injury to me he can impute, 

Or life and safety. Sparta with one voice, 

At his departure, all his. actions blamed, 

All mine applauded. Greedy creditors 
Were then abolish’d ; wealth was equalized ; 

With luxury, the vices in her train, 

And torpid indolence, from Sparta fled : 

In short, primeval liberty and virtue 
At once resumed their away. Dare any hero 
Deny what I assert? — Of my short reign, 

After the flight of your Leonidas, 

Behold the crimes. 

Am. Dar’st thou perchance deny, 

That, by the bait of such professions caught, 

A speedy desolation overwhelm’d 

The cheated citizens ? The fields, though promised, 

Divided not ; the rich made poor ; both crush’d ; 

Wilt thou deny, too, that, to laws transgress’d, . 

Such as thou deemest ours to be, succeeded 
The cruel tyranny of self alone ? 

A tyranny the viler, since it made 
The laws to serve as its mendacious veil. 

Agis. Whilst I for your sakes for the camp left Sparta, 
Whilst to the arm’d Etolians I display’d, 

To their dismay, regen’rate Spartans arm’d ; 

One of the Ephori, becorno a tyrant, 

Agesilaus, here in Sparta dared 
For wicked purposes to use his power. 

Am I responsible for his misdeeds? 
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I willingly accept their punishment ; 

Provided that my country reap the fruit 
Of my imperfect virtues : virtues which 
Ye cannot controvert, though full of malice. — 

The restoration 6f Lycurgus* laws 
Has not offended you : (in this alone 
I dared to innovate) but the harsh deeds 
Agesilaus wrought. What then remains, 

But to kill me, and to pursue my plans ? 

Am . Say’st thou Agesilaus urged thee, then, 

To ruin Sparta ? 

Agis. To regen’rate Sparta 

I of my own accord address’d myself, 

Because I am a Spartan. 

Am. Say : dost thou 

For a true king Leonidas acknowledge ? 

A gi8. Leonidas, a Spartan, L acknowledge, 

Who in Thermopylae, for Sparta’s sake, 

Fell, with tlireo hundred Spartans. 

Am. Answer’st thou 

In such a manner ? Dost thou thus contemn 
The Epliori’s, the sonate’s majesty ? 

Agfa. In answering thus, I venerate and worship 
The majesty of Sparta. 

Am. Guilty then 

Thou dost confess thyself? 

Agis. Deem’st thou me guilty, 

Thou who accusest me ? — Let us conclude, 

Let us conclude all this dissembling juggling. 

Thou dost accuse me ; I refute the charges. 

I hither camo to prove to those that hate me, 

That I, a citizen and king, as far . 

As is consistent with the conscious pride 
Of innoconce, spontaneously submitted 
E’en to the malversation of the laws. — 

Now here, whoe’er ye be, hear my last words. 

Am. What more is there to hear ? 

Agis. Much ; but express’d 

In a few words. 

Am. Thou ouhgtest mot to speak . . . 

Agis. What 1 thou an Ephorus, dost thou not know 
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The laws, or not remember thorn ? Accused ones 
Address themselves $o Sparta, if they* wish. 

Then listen to me, thou, and hold thy peace. — 

And ye, 0 Spartaks, hear, -Of many things 
Ye’re not inform’d at all, or misinform’d : 

Amphares’ cries, Agesilaus’ deeds, 

The arts of your Leonidas, my silonce, 

Have all by turns deceived you. We are all 
Now como to such a pitch, that to set free 
Each ono from error, it is requisite 
That Agis perish, I, with my own hand, 

Already on myself might have bestow’d 
An independent and becoming death ; 

Rut this escape from life had render’d mo 
Guilty in your esteem. I was, and am, 

Fully persuaded in my inmost heart, 

That from the sentence, bo it what it may, 

Beneath whose weight I fall, no infamy 
Can ever on my reputation rest. 

Thence hither to permit myself to be 
Before my foes dragg’d living, was my choico, 

And here I stand. That death I do not foar, 

Ye shall yourselves behold : I might to you, 

If so I would, yet dearly sell my life. 

The fearful cries of tho indignant pcoplo 
Will quickly make this known to you : in short, 

That I esteem at a far higher rate 
My country than myself, soon will my death 
Convince you. — I exhort, nay, I conjure you, 

Sparta’s redemption and your own to win 
From my atoning blood. The lands, the wealth, 

That now infatuate your understanding, 

Lodged in the hands of few, harm equally 
Those who possess, and those who have them not ; 

Those lands, that wealth, since ye would not divide them 
With your own fellow-citizens, from you 
Will "be, and shortly, wrested by your foes. 

The people, deem’d so vile, because so poor ; 

The Spartan people, hating you, ye rich, 

Ye who are stronger even than the laws, 

Is numerous ; and ever goaded on 
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By fierce necessity.. This very people 
May constitute at once the Spartan splendor, 

And your salvation, if ye will reflect % 

That they, as well as you, are citizens '% 

Of Sparta, and the children of Lycurgus. 

If otherwise, they will annihilate 
Sparta, themselves, and you. Now is the time, 
Trust to my words, mature for such a change : 
Heav’n does not will that I should witness it ; 

But it decrees its advent : Agis* blood 
Is indispensable to hasten it, 

And Agis yields that blood. I pity feel 
For you, not for myself : these are the words 
Of one whose only object is to die, 

And to the tomb conveys no other wish, 

Except to save his country. Far beyond 
The reach of malice is the name of Agis : 

It is not needful now, to make mo great, 

That others give effect to my designs ; 

Rather, it lessens my renown in part, 

That others should succeed where I have fail’d. 

Be then my death your wrath’s last ebullition ; 

Bo the first fruit of your exhausted malice 
The restoration of your olden virtue, 

The re-establishment of the divine 
And lofty institutions of Lycurgus, 

And a sublime and Spartan emulation 
For freedom, arms, and patriotic love. 

People . Groat is the soul of Agis : we have been, 
Forchance, deceived . . . 

Am. Yes, ye arc now deceived 

By these seditious words . . . 

Agis. Ye Ephori, 

What now remains for you to say, I know. — 

I, of a royal citizen, at length, 

The latest functions fully have accomplish’d. 

I to my prison go, from whence henceforth 
Nought but the name of Agis shall escape. 


VOL. II. 
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Scene IV. 

7 * 

LEONIDAS, AJfPHARES, PEOPLE, EPHORI, SENATORS. 

People . He spelks not as a culprit : he excitos 
Involuntary wonder and compassion. 

Le. ’Tis true, 0 Spartans : by Agesilaus 
He was seduced ; his crime appears to be 
Worthy of pardon. I myself from you 
Entreat it for my son-in-law ; for him 
Who resoued mo from death . . . 

Am. Leonidas, 

Before the senate and the Ephori 

Thou standest now : and these thou shouldst address. 

Thy private arguments from public guilt 

Wrest not the penalty ; nor pardon ever 

Precedes conviction. 

Le. I will never hear, 

Much less myBelf pronounce, his punishment. 

I will not, no, though he deserves to die, 

Ever participate in Agis’ death. 

From his retreat to drag him, hear, convict him 
Beforo the magistrates ; to this alone 
Duty persuaded me, and this I’ve done : 

No more remains for me to execute 
Against him now. — Ah I if the people’s voice, 

And royal prayers avail to influence 
The sonate and the Ephori, in them 
We of their clemency shall soon behold 
A noble and a memorable proof. 


AMPHARES, PEOPLE, EPHORI, SENATORS. 

Am. A foe magnanimous, the best of fathers, 
A perfect citizen, Leonidas, 

Has well his task accomplish'd : it remains 
Ours to accomplish also. — Agis stands 
Convicted of high-treason : Ephori, 

Say, what just punishment awaits him. 
jSphori. Death. 
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People . Ephori, all of us implore your pity : 

If he henceforward trouble not the state ... 

Am. Hear ye ? . . . hear ye those loud and threat’ning 
shouts, 

This way approaching ? In his cause once more 
The people rise already. While he lives, 

Can Sparta rest ? ’Tis folly to believe it. 

Ephori. Die ! let him perish, the rebellious traitor ; 

Let Agis die . . . 

Am. He soon shall die, I swear. — 

Meanwhile, 0 citizens, avoid at present 
To meet the guilty and degraded people. 

But let us with becoming hardihood, 

The Ephori, the majesty of Sparta, 

Present ourselves. — Guards, intercept the passage. 

Let us depart ; and let our aspect be 
Nor timid nor elate. Great confidence 
Soon makes the people recollect themselves. 


ACT Y. 

Scene I. 

Interior of the Prison of Sparta. 

AG IS. 

Agis. I hear tremendous howlings, and a loud 
And turbulent confusion round my prison. — 

Ye deities of Sparta, save my country ! — 

It grieves rae that I did not keep a sword, 

Whence, with my hands, I might at once extinguish 
My own and Sparta’s troubles at a blow. 

Those whom Leonidas will send to slay me 
Cannot delay much longer. — Much-loved children, . . 
Dear mother, . . , my belovM spouse, . . . farewell . . , 
No more shall I behold you ! . . . I bequeath 
To you a tender memory of myself . . . 

But, for my mother’s destiny I tremble : . 

She’s in the tyrant’s pow’r . . . What do I hear? 

Who comes? The prison opens ! . . . Who is this? . • - 
0 my dear wife . . , 
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Scene II. '* 

AGIS, AGIZIADE. 

Agi. I’m with thee, much-loved Agis . . 

I from the palace of my father fled, 

Whero I, as in a prison, was immured. — 

The people clear’d for me the path that led 
To this thy dungeon ; and the very guards 
Had not the heart my entrance to forbid. — 

At length I’m with thee. — 0 my spouse, I come, 

If it be possible, to rescue thee ; 

Or with thee to expire. 

Agis . Beloved wife ! . . . 

My heart thou rendest . . . IIow much joy . . . and pain . . . 
Thy presence brings mo ! . . . To preserve my life, 

(For, by the death of many citizens, 

I, if I would, might do it) thy true love 

Alone could weigh with me. But, thou know’st well, 

I ought not to prefer thee to my country, 

Nor wonldst thou that I did. 0, leave me, then, 

To die ; preserve thy own life ; and defend 
Those precious pledges of our love, our children . . . 

Agi. Vainly should I attempt to rescue them 
From the fierce hatred of Leonidas : 

Unnatural father! in his prosp’rous state 
I know him now without disguiso ; erewhilo 
In his adversity I was deceived. 

No weapons now remain to me but tears ; 

These he despises : Sparta, with her arms, 

Or nothing else, our children can proservo 
From his atrocious rage. — But thou, at least. 

Should st provo thyself a father; and preserve 
Thy own life for thy children . . . 

Agis. - 0 groat ITeav’ns ! 

In these last moments what a fearful conflict 

Dost thou now raise within me? Thou well knowest, 

I love my children : but, their death is yet 
Uncertain ; and ’tis certain that in streams 
The blood of Sparta’s citizens would flow, 

If I attempted foroe. Both these and those 
My children are; but then the citizens 
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Are in a just king’s sight his dearest children.— 

0 woman, if thou darest to survive me, 

Thou canst defend them better than myself. 

That courage, tender and sublime at once, 

Which made thee the companion of thy father ; 

That courage, which induced thee to become 
The faithful friend of my adversity ; 

That will suffice to be a guide to thee, 

The safety of our children to ensure 
Guilty and fierce as is Leonidas, 
lie is thy father : if thy little ones 
Thou claspest in thy arms ; if thy pure breast 
Becomes a refuge to their innocence : 

Ho cannot have the heart to murder them. 

Ah ! run from hence, and hasten to their side, 

As their defender watch ; for them live on, 

Or only die with thorn ; for, if they perish. 

Nothing compels thee then to drag on life. 

Am. Alas ! . . . what shall 1 do? ... If I should leave 
thee, . . . 

My cruel father would by force preserve me 
In life ; . . . and what a life ! deprived of thee . . . 

But, if he let our children live, ... the throne 
They still would lose ... Ah ! I will die with thee . . . 

Agis. 0 woman, hear mo, and be pacified . . . 

Wouldst thou be less heroic as a mother, 

Than as a daughter? Thou fear’dst not my wrath, 

The day on which thy father thou didst follow ; 

Thou for his sake thy children didst desert, 

And thy beloved consort : wouldst thou now, 

When thou dost leave him for thy children’s sake, 
Tremblo at that same father? Thou with them 
Mayst fly from hence : against him thou caust bring 
Efficient weapons ; thy own innocence : 

In truth, thou hast a thousand means to try, 

Ero thou resolve on death. Ah I I conjure thee, 

Beloved consort, try them ; once again 
Besume thy lofty heart ; nor weaken mine, 

With female lamentations. Wouldest thou 
That I expired in tears ? Ah, no ! — If thou 
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Art worthy Agis, do not thou compel me 
To make that Agis of himself unworthy. 

♦ Agi. Say, was paternal fondness ever deem’d 
Unworthy of a father, the preferring * 

His ohildren to himself? ... 

Agis. Before our ohildren 

Our country must be loved. Tor many a day 
My blood has consoorated been to her ; 

Thine, if it needful be, shouldst thou devote 
To our beloved children : but thou givest, 

If thou for their sakes dost consent to live, 

To them, and to myself, a higher proof 
Of thy great love. Thy tears may yet do much, 
More than thou dost imagine : in the peoplo 
Will they, if in Leonidas they do not, 

Excite compassion ; and to them to save, 

And without loss of blood, my little ones, 

Will be most easy. Finally, reflect, 

That Agis wholly dies not, while thou livest. 

I, in a vulgar woman, should admire, 

As proof at once of passionate regard 
Ana of sublime devotion, the fix’d will 
Not to survive her husband ; but 1 hopo. 

And ask of thee— and thou, as Agis* wife 
Must do it, — save thyself intrepidly 
For a sad life, for our dear children’s sake . . . 
Weeping I ask it of thee ; may these tears 
Sink in thy heart ... Ah ! for thyself alone, 

And for our children, hast thou seen at length 
Thy Agis weep. 

AgL Irrevocably then 

Hast thou decreed to die ? . . * 

Agis. Thou canst not doubt 

My innocence. — Keceive my last embrace ; 

And take it, in my name, to our dear children. 

Toll them, that for my country’s sake I die ; 

Tell them, that if they, when grown up, should ever 
Come to the throne, they, for their father’s death, 

No other vengeance ever must inflict, 

Than, imitating him, to renovate 
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The institutes sublime pf great Lycurgus : 

And, if in this, as I have done, should they 
Find fate opposed, like brave men let them die, 

As I do, in the noble enterprise. 

AgL I cannot speak ... 1 now ... in leaving thee . . ^ 
Agis. A faithful counsellor, in my dear mother, 

Wilt thou possess ; ... if still her life be spared ! — 

Now go ; an, leave me ; go. A wife, a queen, 

A mother, Spartan, and a citizen 

Art thou; these .lofty characters support. 

AgL For evermore ? . . . 0 Heav’ns ! . . . 

Agis. . . Cease, cease, I pray thee. 

AgL My tott’rmg feet can scarce support my frame . . . 
Agfa. Ah, come ! when once thou hast departed hence, 
Thou soon wilt find protection and support. 

AgL 0 misery ! . . . The iron gate unfolds . . . 

Agis. Guards, I consign to you your monarch’s daughter. 
AgL Agis ... Ah cruel ! . . . I will never quit thee . . . 
Agis ! . . . farewell . . . farewell ... 

Scene III. 

AGIS. 

Agis. — Unhappy I ! . . . 

How many deaths must I in one endure ? . . . 

That grief which husbands and which fathers feel, 

What grief can ever equal ? — Sparta, Sparta, 

How much thou costest me ! . . . Leonidas 
Is yet a father : in my heart I feel 
A grateful presage that he will consign 
My children to his daughter. — Cease, my- tears. — 

My death is now approaching : as a Spartan, 

And as a guiltless king, I ought to die . . . 

0 death, how tardy are thy steps ! — But yet,' 

Behold, again I hear my prison gate 

Grate on its hinges ? . . . And I also hear 

The shouts redoubled round these walls ? . . . What now 

Con this portend ? . . . Whom do I see ? 
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AGESISTRATA, AblS. 

Agis. 0 Heav’ns ! . 

0 jmother . . . 

Ages. Son, in this thy hour of need, 

To theo thy mother never could be wanting. 

A liberty, that’s worthy of ourselves, 

1 bring thee now. — In a far di if ’rent shape 
To thee I would have yielded it ; but when 
There was If time for this, thou didst thyself 
Divest me of all means of doing it. ^ , 

Agis. What ? wouldst thou with Spartan cries 

obtain ... * 

Ages. In vain doth Sparta cry. Tho*treach’rous tyrant 
The place hath so well guarded with his soldiers, 

That our adherents nothing can perform : 

Jhi vain do they attempt to force their ranks ; 

Inert, abash’d, disgraced, discomfited, 

They are ropeU’d. Among our impious foes 
"Forward I darted ; from behind I heard 
Fierce voices in my favor, which oxcl aim’d : 

Daro you, ye vile ones, to forbid approach 
“ To Agis* mother?” Ampharcs then saw me ; 

Mad© them givo way, and so I hi flier came. 

* Agis. Perfidious ! lie would also make thee captive. 
Ah, mother ! to what useless risk for mo ? . . . 


\ Agtm Eisk, dost thou say ? Beside my son, I come 
To certain death. Behold, in proof of this, 

The gift I bring. 

Agis . A sword ? —0 mother true ! — 

My breast did not contain another wish, 

Than to possess a sword to rescue Sparta, 

And to withdraw myself from death-wounds, given 
By an ignoble hand ; and thou, 0 joy ! 

Bringest one to me? — Give it me . . . 

Ages. Choose thou : 


Here are two swords ; mine is the one thou lea vest. 

Agis. 0 Heav’ns ! . . . And wilt thou ? . . . 

Ages. Dost thou reckon me 

As a mere woman, or as Agis’ mother? 
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Pew years at best remain for me to live : 

Sparta, which thou in Vain dost hopo to save, 

Already is enthrall’d ; if she remain, 

Thy mother Leonidas’s slave. 

Now speak ; 1 hear thee : dar’bt tliou counsel me 
On such conditions to consent to live ? 

Agis. What can I say? I am a son.— 0 mother, 

Suffer mo first die : although enslaved, 

Sparta is not extinct ; hence other hands 
May liberato her yet. Perchance my blood 
To freedom mayVestore her : but if I, 

Abject, in orcfer,)$0t to shod my own, 

Had let the cftis^n^immy defence 
Lavish their blood* them Sparta had been lost. 

Ages. Sparta too certainly expires with thee. — 

And wouldest thou that I, a Spartan mother. 

Survive my son and country ? — Son, embrace me. 

Agis. 0 mother ! . . . Thou indeed surpaasest mo 
In dignity of soul. — Now give to me, 

And take the last embrace. I dare not weep 
In thus embracing thee ; for in thine eyes 
I see thy tears by fortitude restrain’d. 

Ages . My Agis, . . . thou indeed art worthy Sparta ; 
And I of thoo am worthy. — Once again 
Lot mo embrace thee . . . Whence this deaf ’ning noise? . 

Scene Y. 

leonidas, amphares, Soldiers with drawn swords , 

AGIS, AGESISTIUTA. 

Le . At length we are victorious. 

Ages. What’s your purpose ? 

Agis . Ah ! do not leave my side. 

Am. Ye soldiers, strike 

Agis to death, and afterwards his mothor. 1 

Agis. Like mo, conceal thy weapon for awhile ; 

Let us await their coming ; and be silent. 2 

Am. Who now restrains you? Why delay ye thus? 
Tear them asunder instantly by force. 

1 The soldiers approach Agib. 

* The soldiers, seeing Agis immovably expect them, all pause at once. 
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Agis. Which of you, which, would dare lay hands on 
' us?— 

0 king Leonidas, dost thou behold ? 

Even thy own bribed soldiers, stupefied, 

Immovable, in Agis* presence stand. — 

But, I will soon deliver thee from fear. 

One thing alone do I demand of thee. 

Le. It is ? 

Agfa. That thou attentively wouldst watch 
Thy daughter, that she may not follow me. 

Le. Is, then, her love for thee so strong ? 

Agia. Mor6 strong 

Than thy abhorrence. — But she loves thee too, 

And gave thee proof of it ; and, finally, 4 
Thou art her father : my last words are these. 1 — 

1 die. — May Sparta . . . profit ... by my . . . death. 

Am. Has he a sword ? 

Ageat Two swords I brought. 2 — O son, . . . 

I follow thee ; . . . and fall . . . upon thee . . . dead. 

Le. I am struck dumb with terror and with wonder . . . 
Ah, what will Sparta say ? . . . 

Am. Their lifeless bodies 

Should from the people be conceard . . . 

Le. Ah, nover, 

Never from our own eyes can we conceal them. 

F 1 He brandishes his sword aloft, and kills himself. 

* She also exhibits her sword, and kills herself. 



XVI. 

SOPHONISBA. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

Tiie characters in this play arc the famous Scipio 
Africanus, the conqneror of Carthage; Syphax, king of 
Western Numidia, or Mauritania,, who has just been 
defeated and taken prisoner by Scipio, but who was for- 
merly his friend ; Masinissa, king of Eastern Numidia, 
or Massylia, the ally of Scipio and enemy of Syphax ; and 
lastly, Sophonisba, daughter of Asdrubal of Carthage. She 
inherited all the hatred of Rome felt by her father and 
uncle, Hannibal. Originally betrothed to Masinissa by her 
father, she was given in marriage by the Carthaginians 
during his absence to Syphax, in order to secure his 
assistance against the Romans, the result being to drive 
Masinissa into the arms of Rome. The scene is laid 
during the Second Punic War, and in the year 203 b.c. 

The tragedy opens with Syphax, who appears as a 
prisoner and in chains. He is joined by his conqueror 
and former friend, Scipio, who takes off his chains and 
gently reproaches him for having become the enemy of 
Rome. Syphax confesses that his change was brought 
about by the influence of his wife, Sophonisba. Scipio, 
when alone, is apprehensive that the wiles of the latter 
may turn away Masinissa from the Roman alliance. 

The second Act introduces Sophonisba and Masinissa. 



320 


SOPHONISBA. 


She believes that Syphax has been slain, and has already 
promised her hand to her old lover. She fears that Scipio 
will take her to Rome to grace his triumph, and makes 
him swear that he will never suffer her to be dragged 
alive from Africa. She retires as Scipio enters. The 
latter informs Masinissa that Syphax is still alive. Ho is 
overwhelmed with sorrow, and announces the intensity of 
his love for Sophonisba. He declares that nothing shall 
separate him from her, whatever may bo the result as to 
his position towards Scipio and Rome. Scipio refuses to 
allow him to carry out his resolve. 

At the beginning of the third Act, Sophonisba is alone, 
and asking herself the meaning of Masinissa’s despairing 
conduct, after his interview with Scipio. To her amaze- 
ment, Syphax, whom she thought dead, enters. He tells 
her that he only lives to be assured of her safety, although 
he knows that she married him solely out of hatred of 
Rome, and not for love of himsolf. Sho confesses that she 
has now promised her hand to Masinissa with a view to 
detach him from tho Roman alliance. Scipio appears, and 
she tells him the same story. Her impassioned confession, 
and her determination never to leave Syphax again, now 
that he is restored to her, almost make Scipio weep 

Masinissa, when the fourth Act opens, tells a faithful 
follower to keep a bowl of poison in readiness for use, and 
awaits an audience with Sophonisba. She tells him that 
Syphax is coming to see him, and that sho herself means 
to reunite her fortunes to her husband. He replies that 
he will never part with her. Syphax comes, and Masinissa 
at length generously proposes to procure the escape of his 
rival and Sophonisba with the help of his Numidian troops, 
and to escort them himself in safety to the gates of 
Carthage, avowing that he is solely instigated by his deep 
anxiety for Sophonisba’s fate. Syphax refuses, and volun- 
tarily offers to resign his wife to Masinissa, intending to 
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slay himself. Sophonisba rushes after him, leaving Masi- 
nissa in despair. 

The last Act discloses Scipio, who is presently joined by 
Masinissa. He tells the latter that his plan for the escape 
of Syphax has been disclosed to him by Sophonisba her- 
self, when Hhe found that admission to the tent of Syphax 
was denied her; and further, that Syphax had destroyed 
himself. Sophonisba enters, and Scipio announces his in- 
tention of preparing the funeral pile for the dead king* 
and departs for the purpose. Sophonisba protests to Masi- 
nissa that nothing will now induce her to live, and that if 
he will not provide her with the moans of carrying out 
her design, she will kill herself by taking no food. Find- 
ing all his entreaties useless, he calls for the bowl of 
poison and allows her to drink it, on condition that she 
loaves enough for him also. She, however, drains it to the 
dregs, and ho is in the act of stabbing himself, when 
Scipio rushes in and disarms him. 


Many plays and romances have been written on the story 
of Sophonisba. Amongst Scudery’s ‘Harangues heroi’ques 
des femmes illustres/ appears a letter from Sophonisba to 
Masinissa. The first regular tragedy produced on the 
Italian stage was Trissinos Sophonisba, performed 
Vicenza in 1514. Sohlegol, who says, however, that he 
never saw this literary curiosity (which Sismondi praises 
highly), calls the author “ a spiritless pedant.” Mairet’s 
play of the same name was performed in 1633 at Paris. It 
waB the first French tragedy in which the rule of the three 
unities was observed, and contains the often-quoted line-*- 

“ Masinisse tsn un jour voit, aime, et se marie.” 

Mermet, Montchrestien, Corneille, Lagrange-Chance! , and 
Voltaire himself (under the pseudonym of Lantin), have 
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also written plays on the same subject, to whioh a portion 
of the second chapter of Petrarch’s Triumph of Love is 
likewise devoted. 

Alfieri says that everything combined to make this a 
tragedy of the first olass : “ An ardent lover, compelled 
himself to give poison to his belovod, to save her from an 
ignominious death ; the contrast and development of the 
most lofty emotions of Carthage and Romo ; and, in short, 
the sublimity of the names of Sophonisba, Masinissa, and 
Scipio.” But in the result, he considers it, if not in the 
third class, at any rate only in the second. The two causes 
are the awkwardness of Sophonisba being the wife of two 
husbands, and the coldness and absence of passion in the 
character of Scipio. He thinks the character of Sophonisba 
one of the sublimest in tragedy ; and if he has not made 
her so, it is his own fault. Ho ends by stating that he is 
not satisfied with the means employed in the fifth Act to 
induce Masinissa to kill Sophonisba, but that he found 
himself unable to devise any better. 
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M And so my much-beloved one met her death ; 

She, when she fell into another’s power, 

Rather than be a slave, preferred to die,” 

Petrarch's 'Triumph of Love , c. ii. 


DRAMATIS PERSON-®. 

Sophonisha. Scipio. 

Svphax. Homan Soldiers. 

Masinissa. Numidian Soldiers* 


Scene. — The Camp of Scipio in Africa . 


ACT I. 

Scene I. 

svphax, with Homan Centurions. 

Sy . Ye may at least here leave me to myself, 
Till Scipio has return’d. — My hands, my feet. 

Are manacled with fetters ; Syphax now 
Stands in the centre of the Roman camp ; 

Of ev'ry means of flight is he bereft : 

Grant him, at least, a respite from your presence. 

Scene II. 

SYPHAX. 

Sy. How hard to bear is military pride ! 

If their commander doth in haughtiness 
Surpass them, as in valor true . . . But no ; 
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Soipio is known to me : within my palace, 

At Uirta, he was formerly my guest : 

Most gentle and humane he then appear’d . . . 

0 foolish Syphax! dost thou speak in earnest? 

Then Scipio came to thee to bog for aid ; 

Nor was he then thy victor. — Vanquish’d king ! 
Taken in fight, and hound in fetters, dragg’d 
Within the foeman’s camp, dost thou yet live? . . . 

0 Soplionisha ! to what obloquy 

Hast thou reduced me ? Now, when I no more 
Ought, or design to live, am I so fallen, 

That e’en the pow’r of voluntary death 

No more is mino ? . . . But hark, the trumpet’s sound 

Seipio’s approach proclaims. He comes. O sight ! 

SCENK III. 

SCIPIO, SYPHAX. 

X$t ev’ry man retire. My retinue 
tvotilicf ^ [tan insult to the hapless king. — 

Sypliax, pibvided that tho lofty pangs 
Of vanquish’d kings admitted of reliof. 

Thou shouldst now hoar me speak to thee in terms 
Of pity : but the greatness of thy heart 
Is known to me, to which each pitying word 
Would be an added wound. So, at this moment, 
Nothing will I attempt, except removing, 

With my own hands, thy unbecoming fetters : 

This thy right hand I ought indeed to loose. 

A pledgo at onco of friendship and alliance, 

1 well remember that thou gavest it 
To me in Cirta. — But, what do I see ? 

My kindness thou disdainest ? motionless, 

And fierce, thou fixest on the ground thine eyes? 

Ah ! if in battle Scipio had subdued tlieo, 

Ho with no other fetters than thy own, 

Than by reminding thee of thy sworn faith, 

Thy person had enthrall’d. Then yield, I pray, 
These iron manacles of thee unworthy ; 

Yield them to me; raise thy desponding brow; 

And, at the same time, look on Scipio’s face, 

Sy* On Scipio’s face ? Oft have I seen it near, 
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With soul undaunted, in the ranks of war : 

Fortune, the arbitress of all things, now 
Wills that I should not dare to see it more. 

Nought should the Ronfans to this camp have borne 
But the dead body of what once was Syphax : 

But to the valiant, death, though coveted, 

Sometimes is not allow’d ; and I am here, 

Alas ! a lamentable proof of this* ; 

Ah, wretched that I am ! — Hence have these chains 
Become my portion ; hence my downcast looks 
Are to the dust condemn’d ; for never more 
Can I presume to raise them to the eyes 
Of a triumphant foe. 

Sci. Of the subdued, 

Scipio is not the foe ; and though till now 
Fortune hath look’d on him with smiles alone. 

He’s not elated by a piosp’rous fate, 

Nor would an adverse fortuno make him vilo. — 

T resolved to overcome thy pride 
By courteous violence. Behold unloosed 
Thy unbecoming chains : as man to man, 

Equal with equal, now to Scipio speak. 

Sy. Thou speakest courteously, and thou art courteous. 
If to a king it were supportable 

% be o’ercome, ’twould be so by thy arms. 

t what can I now utter, that may seem 
To thee becoming my past dignity, 

And worthy of my present wretchedness ? 

And what remains for thee to say to me, 

That I already know not ? 

Sci. I? To thee 

I will confess, that yet so great I deem thee, 

And so magnanimous, that I e’en venture 
To ask of thee the reason of thy change. 

Sy. It is not usual to make bare the heart, 

Save to a faithful and experienced friend ; 

And kings are seldom, or ore never bless’d 
With friends like these. P’rhaps I, although a Icing, 
Was once not undeserving of true friends : 

And, as a proof of this, I now to thee, 

Without disguise, will manifest my heart. 
vol. n. 


Q 
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In thee, a gen’rous foe, ’twere more discreet 
Than in pretended friends to place reliance. 

Then listen to me. — Rome thy cradle was, 

And I’m an African : the citizen 

Of an illustrious commonwealth art thou ; 

I of a numerous and mighty nation 
Was once the monarch. Interposing seas 
Sever’d from mine thy country : I ne’er placed 
In your Italia my encroaching feet ; 

Thou standcst sword in hand in Africa. 

The vanquisher of Carthage, ’tis your hope 
To bring all Africa beneath your sway. 

Carthage to me contiguous was, and hence 
Alternately my foe and my ally : 

And though she also, equally with Rome, 

Execrates kings, her people, loss than yours 
Intolerant from pow^§ and arrogance, 

Was tiionce by me less bitterly abhor r’d. 

free people is a monarch’s heart 
Offended tacitly ; what anger, then, 

Must that excite in him which daros to show 
Tow’rds him a haughty front ? — Behold the whole 
Divulged to thee : my heart was resolute 
To hate you e’en to death, as insolent 
And predatory foreigners : to swear 
To you fidelity and amity, 

After your memorable deeds in Spain, 

Became my interest. 

Sci. But thou by proof 

Hadst known the valor of the Roman arms ; 

Why didst thou violate thy faith with Rome? 

Sy. — And what will Scipio say, if I divulge 
To him the naked truth ? That mighty Scipio, 

Whoso heart, the homo of friendship and of pity, 

And of all impulses sublime and human, 

Hath hitherto proved inaccessible 

To love alone. — The blandishments of beauty, 

That irresistible captivity 

Which love inflicts, hath wrought in me this change ; 

To thee do I confess it ; and I feel not, 

In saying it to thee, the blush of shame . 
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Suffuso my face. A citizen thyself, 

The love of fame impels thee to surpass 
Thy fellow-citizens ; hence art thou deaf 
To other impulses : a king who sees, 

Seated upon his throne, no rival near, 

Such an incentive needs : hence, deaf to fame 
His other flatter’d passionB render him. 

Believe thou this from an unhappy king ; 

For he may he sincere. Groat as thou art, 

Ffeel pity from it, rather than contempt ; 

For I disdain it not from Scipio onty. 

Sci . I never felt the flames of love, hut I 
Respect, and even fear, its boundless power. 

Oft have I fled from it ; for it is best 
Its arrows to anticipate, whose wounds 
Make impotent all after-remedies. 

Thou, ere thou saw’st her, shouldst'fptve felt mistrust 
Of Sophonisba : she was, in a word, 

The child of Asdrubal, in Carthage horn, 

Imbued with rancor and with hate tow’rds Rome, 
E’en with her mother’s milk : if thou wert then 
By thy necessities united to us, 

Clearly might’st thou foresee, that detriment 
Must to thyself assuredly result 
In forfeiting our friendship. 

Sy. Deem’st th&u nought 

That which so oft deceives and governs man ; 

Hope ? I imagined, that, to Asdrubal 
United by such tios, in Carthago none 
Would equal me in pow’r : then having seen 
The charms of Sophonisba, caught, subdued, 

In short, more fetter’d than e’en now I am 
In this thy camp, with inadvertent steps, 

I from one error to another fell. 

For Sophonisba’s sake I forfeit now 
My kingdom, my renown, and, what is worse, 

My self-esteem : and yet, wouldst thou believe it? 
Fain would I languish out a few hours more 
In hated life, that I at length may hear 
Of her security. On her account 
Do no foreboding thoughts of infamy 
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Oppress my heart ; her soul, like mine, is lofty ; 

Nor could she ever, more than Syphax could, 

Living, be dragg’d behind thy oar a captive : 

Now hear, not thoughts that do become a king, 

But the wild ravings of a frantic lover. 

A jealous fury tortures me, and makes 
My vacillating life protracted death. 

Perchance in Cirta, in my vefy palaoe, 

Has Sophonisba, by your arms subdued, 

Become already the ill-fated prey 
®f Masinissa, of my mortal foe. 

To him a promised spouse ere to myself; 

Frhaps now he bums for her ... At such a thought, 
With desperate inexplicable rage 
I feel myself o’erwhelm’d. I wish to die, 

And ought to die ; and pow’rless as I am, 

A thousand means offdeath do I possess : 

But ah ! I know not how, nor can I die, 

Till I have loam’d her destiny. The prey 
Of Masinissa, ah ! (if prayers of mine 
With thee weigh aught) ah ! never, never grant 
That she his prey become ... 0 Heav’ns ! . . . I bum 
With rage . . . — But whither does that rage impel me, 
Beyond my royal dignity ? — No more 
Remains for me to say. Permit that now 
I to my tent withdraw ; I would conceal 
My unbecoming grief. Excepting Scipio, 

No man should see me in the Roman camp 
With face more ruffled than becomes a king. 

Scene IV. 
scipio. 

Set . Unhappy king ! His words excite in me 
Equal compassion and surprise. — But, grieved 
Am I at heart at that which he has told me. 

By Masinissa, in beleaguer’d Cirta, 

Will Sophonisba doubtlessly be seen : 

And Bhould he fall into the snares of love ? 

And should he waver in his faith to Rome? . . . 

O valiant warrior, by myself beloved, 
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No less than indispensable to Borne, 

For thee I tremble. — What unwelcome cares 
Remain for thee, 0 Scipio ! How much grief 
Does it cost gen’rous hearts to practise force 
Even on vanquish’d foes I Should I be then 
Constrain’d to practise it against a friend ? . . . 
Ah, this indeed, this is the only duty 
Of a commander, that my soul abhors. 


ACT II. 

SCKNE I. 

SOPHONISBA, MASINISSA, NUMIDIAN SOLDIERS. 

Ma. Lady, pauso here : behold the leader’s tent : 
Scarcely will Scipio have been heard, or seen 
By thee, than all suspicion from thy hoart 
Will be dispell’d. 

So. 0 Masinissa, yet 

Art thou not satisfied? I give to thee, 

I, daughter as I am of Asdrubal, 

A lofty and a fearful proof of love, 

In coming with thee to the Roman camp : 

But, that 1 should sustain the sight abhorr’d 
Of the great Roman leader? . . . ’tis too much . . . 

Ma. This camp we stand in, thou mayst call Numidian, 
As much as Roman. For a pow’rful band 
Of my troops here are placed, and I am here 
No unimportant pillar of the war. 

Daughter of Asdrubal art thou no more, 

Widow no more of Syphax, since thou art 
The promised spouse of Masinissa. 

So. Ah! 

Let not the friendship which to Scipio binds thee 
Blind thee too much. He, whatsoe’er he be ? 

Is evermore a Roman ; ' hence he deems 
All things to Rome subservient ; nor can he 
To any enemy of Rome be friendly. 

His rage against me will not1>e appeased 
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With having overcome, disgraced, and slain 
Syphax, no ; Cirta, taken and destroy’d, 

The Massaesylii to the heavy yoke 
Subjected all, have not appeased in him 
His fierce ambitious thirst. Now, at the sight 
Of Sophonisba almost in his hands, 

Rightfully deem’d by him, for so I am, 

Implacably the enemy of Rome; 

Now, think’ st thou not, that in his haughty heart 
He harbors the insulting hope, to drag me, 

Bound to his car, throughout the streets of Rome ? 

Yet, this I apprehend not ; though a woman . . . 

Ma. 0 Heav’ns ! what thoughts are these ? while there 
remains 

Within those veins of mine one drop of blood, 

Can that e’er be? Ah, no ! believe it not ; 

Thy hate deceives thee now ; thou know’st not Scipio. 

So. Hatred and love now make me blind alike. 

Here, ne’er should I have come : but, in the world 
No place of safety now remains for me. 

It pleased my heart to follow after thee, 

And to my heart exclusively I trusted ; 

But my renown, my judgment, and my duty, 

Appointed mo, among its smould’ring ruins, 

A sepulchre in Cirta. 

Ma. Dost thou grieve 

That thou hast follow'd me ? Alas ! my life 
Is irksome then to thee. 

So. To die not thine 

Would now alone afflict me : and to this 
Dost thou expose me. Thou art well aware, 

O Masinissa, that e’en ’mid the flames 
Of Cirta’s royal palace, ’mid the death 
Of my defeated people, I dared hear 
Accents of love proceeding from thy lips . . . 

Alas ! . . . already for a long time, I, h 
By the renown of thy transcendent virtues, 

Which fill’d all Africa, had been enthrall’d ; 

I, from my tend’rest infancy, to thee 
Destined by Asdrubal, grew up at once 
Thy lover and thy spouse. * Then, like myself, 
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Wert thou the bitter enemy of Borne: 

To Carthage and my father, afterwards, 

It seemfcd good to marry me to Syphax ; 

And to thyself it also seemed good 
To be the friend of Borne : thus destiny 
Disjoin’d ns utterly . . . 

jfra. Ah ! we are now, 

I swear to thee, for ever reunited. 

Thou with me roignest, or I die with thee. — 

The having personally seen and proved 
The sov’reign virtue of the mighty Scipio, 

And having never soon thy peerless beauty, 

Were then the reasons that I fought for Rome. 
Syphax had over boon my enemy ; 

He had despoil’d me of my throne : reduced 
By adverse fortune to extremity, 

I found, excepting Scipio, in the world 
No friend : and the indissoluble tie 

sacred gratitude then bound me to him. 

Since have I, fighting for her with my blood, 
Amply deserved the benefits of Borne : 

But Scipio’s benefits, his lofty, pure, 

Disinterested friendship, can alone 
By friendship, and by homage to his virtues, 

Be recompensed by me. Thee, thee alone 
Than Scipio more I love ; thee only now 
Prefer to him ; for far more than myself 
Do I love thee. * 

So . To give me then a proof, 

Worthy of both of us, of this thy love, 

Swear to me thou, that thou wilt never let mo 
Living be dragg’d £rom Africa. 

Ma. ’Tis useless. 

Yet, since thou will’st it, by this sword I swear it. 
Should I have brought thee here, if I had thought 
That here thou wert in danger ? To my realm 
I might securely have transported thee 
With my Numidians : but the call of war 
Summon’d me here ; I never from thy side 
Can be dissever’d : Africa and Borne 
Shall learn to pay thee homage as my consort : 
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Benoe I, an enemy to all disguise, 

Will now proclaim thee such. 

So. At length securo 

In my proposal, and thy solemn oath, 

I tranquillize myself . . . But, hitherward 
A multitude advancos : to thy tents 
Meanwhile, ’mid thy Numidians, I retire. 

Ma. Since thou dost wish it, do so. Scipio comes ; 
I fain would speak to him. I’ll soon rejoin thee. 


Scene II. 

* SCIPIO, MAS1NISSA. 

Mfk Scipio, I ne’er embrace thee with more joy, 
That* when a victor I return : I soem 
More worthy of thee then. 

Sd . 0 Masinissa, 

Thou’rt now become one of our main supports ; 

The builder-up of glory to myself 
At the same time art thou : hence Hoav’n well knows 
How much I love thee ; and thou know’st it too.-*- 
But, tell me ; (to the Roman leader speak not, 

But to thy Scipio) tell me, dost thou now 
Return indeed the victor ? 

Ufa. By my hand 

Cirta is captured, by my hand destroy’d ; 

Dispersed and slain are the remaining warriors 
Of the dead king ... 

Sd. What sayest thou ? e’en yet 

Hast thou to learn that Syphaac lives ? . . . 

Ma. 0 Heav’ns ! 

What do I hear ? . . . * , 

Sd. *Tis true that dead in battle 

Rumor reported him. He in that fight 
Fell wounded, but not mortal was the wound; 

And thence by Lelius takon to my camp 
A captive . . . 

Ma. * Syphax lives? And in this camp ? . . . 

Sd. He is the noblest fruit of our success. — 

But what do I behold? Does this afflict thee ? . . . 
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Mi a. 01... what ... do I ... not .. . feel I . . . From 
my surprise ... 

But . . . wherefore . . . with such . . . cold formality . . . 
Dost thou receive me ? . . . What dost thou conceal 
Within thy breast? 

Set. Ah, Masinissa ! thou, 

Yes, thou indeed within thy breast dost hide, 

And from thy faithful friend, a mighty secret. 

Grief and distraction, rathor than surprise, 

Are on thy face alternately express’d : 

Now, whence could this arise in thee, if thus 
Syphax restored wero not an obstacle 
To the designs which thou now hast in view ? 

Ah, Masinissa ! — All I know ; to me 
Thy silence doth reveal it : for thyself, 

Excepting this, nought in the world I fear’d. 

By her alono, whom now into this camp 
Thou hast enticed, by her, and no one else, 

Thy glory, and the glory of thy friend, 

At once may be obscured. I did not stand 
In Cirta at thy side : to distant friendship 
Thou therefore didst prefer the flames of love. 

But yet, I do not of thy deeds complain ; 

An ample proof of friendship thou dost givo mo, 

In not depositing thy prize elsewhere, 

Than in my camp ; m wishing to confide 
The conflicts of thy lacerated heart 
To Scipio'B heart alone. 

Ma. — That Syphax lives 

I hear most unexpectedly. — I hoped 
In Sophonisba to have found a consort : * 

To me was Bhe betroth’d, ere giv’n to Syphax : 

lie ineffectually defended her 

Against our arms ; and to a conquer’d king, 

Taken in battle, there is nothing left. 

But, though subdued, of lofty heart is Syphax ; 

Nor long will he, I feel assured, survive 
This his disgrace. — But, be it as it may 
With him, O Scipio, listen to my thoughts. — 

A warm and genuine friend thou long hast found 
In Masinissa : equally sincere, 
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And wamer a ft a lover, learn that he 
Cares for no obstacles. A lukewarm flame 
Never yet enter’d a Numidian heart : 

Or I will be loved Sophonisba’s spouse, 

Or with her breathe my last. Within thy camp 
I was myself impatient to conduct her : 

Here only were the wishes of my heart 
Satisfied fully ; here, with lofty voice, 

Did glory, honor, friendship, virtue call me ; 

Hero, without forfeiting ray love, I hope 
Completely to discharge my sev’ral duties. 

Prom my commander, and my faithful friend, 

I wish to learn how we may best succeed 
In overcoming Carthage ; by what means 
Rom6*s pow’r and lustre may be best increased, 
And our own glory too ; and, finally, 

How I may best ensure my happiness. 

Sci. Wert thou my only son, I swear to thee, 

I should not mourn, as now I mourn, the blind 
And youthful error that hath thus misled thee. 
Our glory, the prosperity of Home, 

The imminent and total fall of Carthage, 

And thy unrivall’d, genuine happiness, 

All, all were in our pow’r ; before that thou, 
Vanquish’d in Cirta, didst become the prey 
Of tipr assaults of woman : thou, alas, 

Hast taken all from us, and from thvself, 

With this thy fatal love.— But no ; thou canst not 
Stifle the cries of thy upbraiding heart ; 

^Tow’rds Syphax never canst thou be unjust ; 

Nor candHfcou ever to thy only friond 
Be cruel aria ungrateful. This thy love 
Is by the life of Syphax now condemn’d, 
dissever’d, and annull’d : nor ever thou . . . 

Ma. Nor ever ? . . . Sophonisba shall this day 
My consort be ; I swear that she shall be. * 

And if, by living, Syphax would protract 
My anguish and his infamy, he ought, 

Upon this spot, himself, with his own hand. 

With his own sword, to slay me ; or himself 
To-day, by my hand immolated, fall. 
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Sd. Syphax defenoeless, and a prisoner, 

Is in our camp ; and in his heart oonceives not 
’Gainst Hasinissa an unworthy thought. — 

Thou ravost now ; but I am well assured, 

If once thine eyes beheld that wretched king, 

Thou, gon’rous, far from treating him with scorn, 

Ah yes ! wouldst be tho first to pity him. — 

But, granting that, by some moans, Syphax die, 

And hence thou be the undisturb’d possessor 
Of Sophonisba ; to what party then, 

Think’s! thou, wouldst thou betake thyself? 

Ma. — To Borne, 

And to my Scipio bound etomally, 

No pow’r on earth ... t 

Sd. But, tell me : more than Borne, 

Lov’st thou not Sophonisba ? 

Ma. — I ? ... At present 

That would I not examine. 

Sci. Wretched friend ! 

I, ere thysolf, already know thou dost. 

I know, that sacrificing thy true welfare, 

Thy judgment, arid the sacred austere names 
Of gratitude, of friendship, and of faith, 

As victim to a lucklesH destiny, 

Thou rushost oft destruction. Thou canst not 
Asdrubars daughter at thy side long keep, 

And all the time remain the friend of Borne, 

And rnako thyself of Carthage the destroyer. 

Thy fate I fervently regret. For kings, 

The enemies of Borne, thou knowest well. 

Or soon or late, what ruin is reserved. 

I speak not thus with menacing intent, 

0 no ! suspoct it not : may Heav’n forbid 
That T should ever be the instrument 
Of the just rage of Borne against thysolf ! 

This sword of mino, which formerly avail’d 
To reinstate thee in thy throne, ah no ! 

Shall never with thy not inferior sword, 

Which hath augmented so illustriously 
Borne’s lofty victories, for mast’ry strive : 

No, rather than ’gainst thee, would I direct 
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Its point against myself : but, tell me now : 

Am I, perchance, all Borne? I am, thou knowest, 

A private citizen of Borne ; nor arms, 

Nor counsellor^ nor oaptains, doth she want. 

Another leader in my plaoe will come, 

With equal fortune, with superior judgment, 

And less compassion, to these fated shores ; 

And he will make thee recolloot thy faith, 

Though pledged so solemnly, so badly kept. 

Ma. Now, wohldst thou that a man who’s Scipio’s 
friend, 

Should to the terror of precarious ills 
In future times, yield that which he denies 
To yield to friendship? Ill thou knowest me. — 

In short, I ask of thee, whether of Cirta, 

Spoil’d by my sword and my Numidian bands, 

And by my blood and theirs ; whether to-day 
The booty of that Cirta doth belong 
To Home or to myself : if Sophonisba, 

My promised consort, by myself alone 
Conducted hither, in this camp is deem’d 
The wife of Masinissa and a queen, 

Or if she be the slave of Rome? 

ScL — She was, 

And is, (alas, but too undoubtedly !) 

The wife of Syphax still. 

Ma. I understand thee. 

0 agony ! . . . And dost thou hope ? . . . 

^ SW. To thee, 

*0 Masinissa, I resign the choice : 

From poM^to post defenceless in this camp 

1 wander ; thou by thy Numidians here 

At once mayst cut me off ; thou mayst thyself 
Plunge in my heart thy sword : but, to thy ruin 
I will not suffer thee to rush, if first 
Thou kill me not. But if thou have the heart 
To wish my ruin, of my own accord, 

I, for thy sake, embrace it, v Keep thy prey : 

Borne and her senate then shall hear me bo 
My own accuser ; I -will there proclaim 
That to our private friendship! was pleased 
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To sacrifice the interests of Borne, 

And of thyself; and I must, as the fruit 
Of my equivocal regard for thee, 

Beap unequivocal disgrace. % 

Ma. 0 Scipio, 

Thy too groat friendship is a thousand times 
More cruel to myself than menaces, 

Or arms, could ever be . . . Unhappy II . 

My heart thou rendost. — But no pow’r can thenoe 
Extract the firm inextricable dart 
That love hath planted there. Thy words infuse 
Corroding poisons to the cureless wound : 

Alas I this is unheard-of agony . . . — 

Mako me at once outrageously ungrateful, 

And treat me as a foe invoterate ; 

Or, as a pitying friend, bear with my woes . . . 

Thou soe’st my tears ; thy tears canst thou restrain? — 
What do I say ? ah vile I what dare I say 
In Scipio’s presence? — Thou hast hitherto 
Beheld mo mad. — No more shalt thou so see me. — 

Shortly shall Soipio, general of Homo, 

Learn what is the immutable resolve 
Of Masinissa, the Numidian king. 

Sci Ah ! hear me . . . 

Scene III. 

SCIPIO. 

Sci. Hence he flies I I will pursue him : 

In this distracted state I will not leave him ; ^ 

Spite of himself he should be saved ; his heart 
Is noble ; my solicitude he merits. 
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ACT III. 

* Scene I. 

SOPHONISBA. 

So. Unhappy I I What can have happen’d now ? 

* What fatal, wnat tremendous mystery 
Doth Masinissa harbor in his breast ? 

What hath vindictive Scipio said to him ? 

Ah ! evermore, I evermore foresaw 

That fatal to us both this camp would be. — 

0 MaBinissa 1 ... On my face thine eyes, 

Pregnant with tears of pity, now are fix’d, 

And yet thou dar’st not speak to mo . . . With words 
Broken and falt’ring now thou call’st me thine : 

Now, stem and desperate, thine arid eyes, 

With a ferocious recklessness, from. mo 
Thou tum’st away ; upon the naked earth 
Panting thou castest thy convulsed limbs ; 

And with terrific howlings dost invoke 

The* infernal furies . . . Ah ! thou hast transfused 

Already thy own furies in my breast. — 

Be they whate’er they may, my heart contain’d 
A presago of the menaces of Scipio : 

All I foresee; yet nothing do I fear. 

Now that he is my open enemy, 

As he should be, now will I Scipio hear, 

And make him hear the thoughts of Sophonisba . . . 
But who is this approaching me ? /fs this 
Beality ? . . . 0 Heav’ns ! Is Syphax living?*,. ; 

And in this camp? ... 0 unexpected sight ! 


Scene II. 

SYPHAX, SOPHONISBA. 

Sy. A deep amazement on thy face is painted, 

0 woman, in beholding me again ? — 

1 should have been no more : in this respect 
Beport propitious was, but fortune adverse. 
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So. 0 unexpected and appalling eight ! 

Now is the horrid mystery at once 
Fully unravoll’d . . . 

Sy. To thyself thou speakest ? 

Speak, speak to mo. Behold mo; I am he, 

Thy consort am indeed, who, for thy sake, 

My sceptre and my honor having lost. 

Deprived of both, in Roman fetters bound, 

Yet on the brink of the much wish’d-for tomb 
Awhile delay my steps to learn thy fate. * 

So. 0 words ! . . . Alas ! where, where to hide myself?*. . . 
Sy. Ah ! do I seo on thy bewilder'd face 
At once, 0 Heav’ns! the marks of shame and death? 

Thy dreadful and impenetrable silence 
Speaks a clear language : in thy heart I read 
The conflict of a thousand impulses. 

But, no reproaches shalt thou hear from me : 

Although insulted, and in fetters bound, 

By all deserted, yet for thee far more 
Than for myself I feel compassion. Woman, 

Thou knowest if I loved thee. — I'm aware 
That Asdrubal’s commands, the bitter hate 
That thou for Rome hast in thy breast, alone 
Were thy conductors to my bed ; for me 
Thou novor fcltest love. Thus I myself, 

Thou seeest., plead in thy defence. I know 
That with another not unworthy flame 
Thy bosom glow’d, before thou wert my spouse. 

Love, by experience, well I comprehend : 

Its force omnipotent, 3te madnesses, 

I know them all ; and hence, despite myself, 

I ever loved thee. Though, by laws divine 
And human, bound to love me in return, 

It was ne'er possible for thee to love me. — 

Hence jealous rage, by little and by little, 

Fed on my heart : I thirsted for revenge ; 

And on my hated rival still could wreak it. 

Although a captive . . . But thou conquered, woman : 
More than a jealous lover, I, a true one, 

Would now leave thee in safety by my death* — 

Groaning, to pardon thee ; a life of horror, 
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Though hating it, to live* and this alono 

In order to behold thee ; ardently 

At onee to wish thee dead, and blest with others ; 

Now, as the luckless source of all my ills, 

To curse thee ; weeping, to adore thee now, 

As tho sole blessing left to me in life . . . 

Behold, amongst what agitating Furies, 

The latest moments I drag on for thee 
Of my protracted and opprobrious life. 

jSb. ... I will presume, although with trembling voioe, 
To show to thee my thoughts. — Not much remains 
For me to say : magnanimously thou 
My cause already hast too warmly pleaded : 

Daughter of Asdrubal, and wife of Syphax, 

It now remains alono for me to die, 

As worthy of these names. — At the report 
Spread of thy death, ’tis true that I presumed 
My hand to promise ; but ’tis not yet given : 

Thou livest, and to Syphax I belong. 

Thy vfengeanco, join’d with mine, to wreak ’gainst 
Romo, I 

No firmer champion could have been secured 
Than Masinissa. Blinded by this hope, 

And caught (I’ll not deny) by his great prowess, 

I purposed to estrange him from the Romans, 

And make him the delivorer of Carthage. 

But Syphax lives V Then I return once more, 

Whatever fate he choose, to bo of that 
A constant, and not quite unworthy, partner. 

Sy. Thy lofty proposition deeply soothes 
A wretched monarch, and a spouse not loved ; 

But to a lover, as I am to thee, 

Ardent boyond expression, it is death. 

I have already, and a long time since, 

Fix’d in my heart my fate, which thou, 0 no ! 

Shouldst never shore with me. Then, woman, now 
Listen to my entreaties and .commands . . . 

But I see Scipio, who advances hither : 

He is the only persofi in the world 
To whom I would address my latest accents. 
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* Scene 111. 

SCIPIO, 80PHQNISBA, SYPHAX, 

Sy. Hear mo, 0 Scipio. — In thy presence vanish 
Dissembling purposes ; all shame departs 
That would forbid me to confess a weakness : 

Thou, although none in thy great heart abide, 
Great as thou art, conceivcst them in others. 

And pitiest them humanely. — This is she, 

( Attentively regard her,) the sole cause 
Is she of all my wretchedness ; but yet 
All my affections I have placed in her. 

Thou for myself hast not yet Seen me tremble ; 
Now for another I doscend to prayers ; 

I am compoll’d to do it . . . 

So. Certainly 

Asdrubal’s daughter causes not thy prayers. 

Am T not equally with thee securo ? — 

What, Scipio, canst thou do to me? I, born 
A Carthaginian, enemy to Borne, 

And in the Boman oamp a prisoner, 

I yet undaunted stand . . . 

Sci. The fatal pow’r, 

The shifting pow’r of destiny, 0 woman, 

"Places us all in hard extremities. 

I do not, most assuredly, exult 
In your calamities : and thou in vain 
Now in my presence makest a parade 
Of thy innate antipathy to Borne. 

What though the crueltios of Hannibal 
Banish from Boman bosoms all compassion, 

Thence do I not a bitter hate indulge 
Against our enemies. When 1 am forced 
To meet with them in battle, if victorious, 

I envy and admire them ; if subdued, 

I pity and I aid them. 

Sy. Thence, to the#,* 

That which to no man 1 would e’er have said, 

I trust myself to say . . . * 

So. What wouldst thou say ? 

Thou, for thyself, wouldst oertainly not ask 
VOL. II. 
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Aught from the victor ; nothing e’er from him 
Would I receive ; not even his compassion : 

What is there more to say? Before great Scipio, 

Say, who would venture to degrade himself? 

But, e’en were 1 degraded, to behold 
Before my eyes the spoiler of my race, 

The instrument of ultimate destruction 

To my illustrious country, that alone 

With rage magnanimous would now inflame me. 

The foe of Scipio, though he be humane, 

I am as much as I’m the foe of Rome : 

Worthy of this to make myself, I ought 
Rather in Scipio now to wake surpriso, 

Than puling tenderness. 

Sci . Each lofty soul 

Which meets with adverse fate, doth well-nigh make me 
Abhor my own prosperity. 

So. A joy 

Fatal, but yet a joy, glows in my breast, 

Now that I am allow’d at length to open 
My feelings to the noblest of the Romans. 

The mingled passions that assail my heart, 

Thou only canst conceive, who art at once 
A perfect man and citizen. — To him, 

Cradled in Carthage, no less than to him 
Who pass’d his childhood on the Tiber’s banks, 

The name of country, more than all things else, 

Is graven in the heart. Effeminate thoughts 
In me, although a woman, never held 
More than a second place. I loved those best, 

Proud Romans, who best hated you. Your foe 
Was Masinissa once; and at the sound 
Of his magnanimous and youthful feats 
Was I inuamed. Of Rome was Syphax then 
T know not whether the ally or vassal. — 

These now are my last words > I speak to Scipio, 

And to thee, Syprax : artifice avails not ; 

For both of you know well the heart of man. — 

The traces of the first of our impressions 
Remain profoundly graven In our breasts : 

Bence, hearing that the death o£ Syphax gave 
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Entire superiority to Rome ; 

And Masinissa’s image to my thoughts 
At the same time occurring ; I design’d 
(Perchance my heart suggested it) to wean 
Prom Rome her champion, and to make of him 
A shield foi* Carthage, and myself. Thence I 
Hither among your eagles came a foe : 

And the audacious hope that swell’d my heart 
To lure from your alliance Masinissa, 

Induced me to relinquish many duties ; 

I feel the dereliction ; culpable, 

And self-con vioted, I proclaim my guilt ; 

And I already am prepared to make 
A lofty reparation. P’rhaps my fate 
Led me with hand invisible towards you, 

To give no mean impression of myself : 

Behold, a path is open’d to me now 
To manifest to Rome what lofty soul 
May animate a woman born in Carthage. 

Sy. My unexpected life, I clearly Bee, 

Is both the sole and fatal obstacle 
To ev’ry view of thine : but my existence 
Will bo a vain and transitory shadow. 

My real life in that same moment ceased 
When ceased my liberty : thou knowest well 
For what I did survive. I learn from thee 
Heroic fortitude. Although thy words 
Inflict a horrid torment in my heart, 

Thou shouldst have told thy thoughts to me alone ; 

I left thee worthy to avenge my fate ; 

And so I leave thee now . , . 

So. 0 doubt it not, 

Others remain who will avenge us. Each 
His duty must accomplish ; mine is changed, 

By thy return to life. — I’ve open’d to thee 
The most conoeal’d affections of my heart : 

This Scipio heard ; to whom I were a foe 
Unworthy, had I spoken otherwise. 

Scu Thy words, at once sublime and frank, convince me 
That thou esteemest me no vulgar foe. 

Ah I that I could . . , 

R 2 
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So . I’ve said enough. — Now, Syphax, 

We should withdraw ... 

Sy. Soon will I follow thee . . . 

'So, No, no : henceforward will I never quit thee. 

Sy. And yet thou shouldst abandon me . . . 

So. I will not ; 

And this resolve in mighty Scipio’s presence 
I with an oath confirm. — Ah, come with me : 

From the so many black and dreadful stormB 
That now assail us, may a transient respite 
At least be granted. I, although a woman, 

Have hitherto by force restrain’d my tears : 

0 Scipio, ’tis impossible to weep 
When thou art present : but imperious Nature 
At length will have her tribute. ’Tis the part 
Of fortitude to bear adversity ; 

But not to feel its pressure when it comes, 

Bather implies stupidity than strength. 

Sy. Unhappy I ! Why have I lived so long ? . . . 

Scene IV. 

SCIPIO. 

Sci. Sublime this woman is : to be a Roman 
She’s worthy. — Scarcely can 1 check my tears. 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

masinissa, Numidian Soldiers. 

Ma. Let all, obeying my commands, at night 
Be ready with their steeds ; and silently 
Let them, 0 Bocar, ambush where I told thee. — 

Faithful Q-uludda, thou, at all events, 

Meanwhile be ready with my fatal bowl. 

Of ev’ry monarch *tis the sole resource, 

Who would become the friend or enemy 
Of execrable Rome. — Go hence ; and let 
Nothing of this transpire. 
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Scene IT. 

MASINISSA. 

Ma . 0 Masinissa, 

Must thou descend to art to save thy rights ? . . • 

Ne’er for myself would I do this ; but I 
Should place in safety her whom I’ve endanger’d, 

Or perish with her. — Do I in this place, 

With difficulty, a brief audienco gain ? . . . 

0 Heav’ns ! then is she absolutely changed ? . . . 

But see, she oomes ... I tremble. 

Scene III. 

SOPHONISBA, MASINISSA. 

So. I expected 

No more to see thee ; and in truth I ought not : 

But ( when thou hear’st it, canst thou trust my words ?) 
Syphax himself enjoin’d it . . . 

Ma. Was he moved 

By scorn or pity? 

So. Magnanimity ; 

More than enough to re-awaken in us 

A noble emulation. Ho himsolf 

Would fain converse with thee : but he commands 

That I precede him ; and that . . . 

Ma. Can I bear 

A sight like this ? . . . 

So. Art thou less groat than he? 

Fears he thy sight ? 

JHa. Nor can I tell thee first . . . ? 

So. What canst thou tell me, that 1 ought to hear? 
Ma. In vain dost thou inflict on me new torments : 

1 would inform thee, that I here enticed thee, 

And that I would, at any cost, myself 
Drag thee from hence. 

So. I gave myself to thee, 

Thou knowest it ; from thee I take myself. 

A lofty duty, fatal to myself, 

Demands this sacrifice : I certain am, 

By following Syphax, to withdraw myself 
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From ev’ry ill. Do thou, then, now from mo 
Learn to be strong. This is the camp of Borne : 

Scipio is station’d here ; a monarch, tliou 
Art station’d here : and I am station’d here, 

Asdrubal’s daughter : tell me ; wouldst thou now 
That ours should only be a vulgar love ? 

Ma. Ah ! with a flame far different to thine 
My bosom is consumed ... In thee alone 
I place my fame, my glory, and my greatness . . . 

Thou shouldst be mine ; although my kingdom perish ; 
The whole world perish ; . . . mine thou shalt be. I 
Perils and losses neither know nor fear. 

I am prepared for all, except to lose thee ; 

And sooner . . . * 

So. With possession of my heart, 

Ah, be thou satisfied . . . Trove not thyself 
Of this unworthy . . . But, what do I say ? 

The sight, the sight alone of Syphax, pow’iless. 
Vanquish’d, and captive, yet serene and firm, 

Will of itself restore to thee thy reason. 

Ma. Unhappy II... Could I at least alone ! . . . — 
But I am not less generous than you ; 

I am indeed far different a lover : 

And I prepare to yield to you of this 
A memorable proof . . . 

So. See, here is Syphax. 

Ma. — He, too, may hear mo ; nor will ye have then 
Courage to scorn me. 


Scene IV. 

SYPHAX, SOPHONISBA, MASINISSA. 

Ma. Now before thine eyes, 

Syphax, thy mortal foe presents himself; 

But thou beholdest him in such a state, 

That he no more thy indignation merits. 

Sy. All indignation from a king in chains 
Would be but foolishness. If in my presence 
My rival formerly had shown himself, 

While I possess’d a sword, I might have then 
Display’d to him no inefficient wrath : 
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Now, cruel fate hath nothing left to me, 

But a firm visage and impassive heart. 

Hence shalt thou hear me speak to thee with mildness. 

Ma . My desperate, immeasurable grief 
Should be to thee no trifling consolation : 

Then learn what that grief is. — See me : I am 

Far more enchain'd than thou art, far more vanquish’d, 

More stripp'd of judgment, and far less a king. 

Thou tookest formerly my realm, but then 
Thou wert not, as thou rt now, my conqueror : 

An indefatigable foe, more fierce, 

More ardent, always I arose again 
From my defeats ; till I alternately 
Became a conqueror, regain’d my own. 

And took thy kingdom. — But do thou; exult, 

And triumph : for this noble woman now. 

Whom thou hast twice from Masinisfea snatch ’.d, 

Gives thee the palm of perfect triumph o’er me. 

So. And wouldcst thou that I indeed should blush 
At thy weak courage ? . . . 

Ma. I not yet have given 

Proof of my courage to you : ’twill at least 
Keep pace with my despair. — Ye are, I see, 

Both by premeditated death sustain’d. 

Worthy of both is this resolve ; and I 
Feel its sublime attraction much as others ; 

And unto both of you ’tis suitable, 

Singly consider’d. Thou, a fetter’d king, 

Longer wilt not, nor oughtest, to exist : 

Thou art determined, thou, the wife of Syphax, 
Daughter of Asdrubal, before all Rome 
To show a lofty and intrepid spirit ; 

Nor art thou sway’d by any impulses, 

Save those of wrath and hate. But how can Syphax, 
He who adores thee ; who hath been impell’d 
To his entire destruction for thy sake, 

And thy sake only ; he who doth possess 
No less an ardent than a noble heart ; 

0 Heav’ns ! ah ! . . . how, how can he bear to hear 
That his beloved wife is doom’d to perish ? . . . 

So. And could he, even if he would, divert 
Me from my duty? 
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Sy. Whence canst thou thus know 

; My thoughts? 

Ma. I, by far different furies sway’d, 

I cannot now from thee conceal my own ; 

Nor will I change them, if I die not first. 

At all risks wish I Sophonisba safe ; 

And she (I understand) will not be saved, 

Cannot be saved, if Syphax also is not. — 

Already my Numidians are accoutred : 

If, at the gath’ring of the shades of night, 

Thou, Syphax, to be one of these wilt feign, 

I swear to thee to be thy guide myself, 

And, with thy Sophonisba, to conduct thee, 
Unhurt and unassail’d, e’en to the gates 
Of your beloved Carthage. There mayst thou 
Collect arms, steeds, and troops : for while a king 
Retains his freedom, he is yet unconquer’d. 

I will abandon Rome’s abhorred banners ; 

And I for Carthage and our Africa, 

And for thyself perchance, will henceforth fight. 
Whenever thou shalt have regain’d thy realm 
And sov’reign sjvay, so that, as king with king, 
We to the trial of the Bword may come, 

I then will claim of thee with this my sword 
This most beloved woman ; whom I now 
To tliee surrender for no other cause, 

Than to avert from her an immature, 

A wretched dreadful death. 

So. Thou fruitlessly 

Proposest an impracticable scheme . . . 

Sy. His language intimates a lofty heart; 

Me he offends not : nay, he does impel me 
Another, and more certain, means to offer ; 

Easier for him, and less unworthy Syphax ; 

And ’tis ... 

Ma. * Ye, by adversity subdued, 

Deem that impracticable which to me 
Would be most easy ; but, if honor prompt you, 
Dare and attempt with me. At h$nd at all times 
. Is death, the last and certain remedy ; 

To men of courage it is always present: 

But indispensable to all of us, 
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It is not yet. Not till to-morrow's dawn 
Deluded Scipio of our flight will hear ; 

Just as he is, and in his heart humane, 

My rights he may respect : at all events, 

Thanks to our fleet-hoof 'd steedfe, by break of day 
We shall have pass’d pursuit. If any one 
Should venture to pursue us, then I swear 
That I would rather e’en in Soipio’s breast 
Plunge deep my sword, than ever yield you to him. 
This sword of mine, which hath so many times 
Already saved me ; this, whence I regain’d 
Not only my own realm but that of others, 

Will that suffice not to place both of you 
In Carthage safe? Now, for a brief while, yield, 

0 Syphax, yield to fortune : finally, 

Yet mayst thou fly from hence ; nor wilt thou be 
To mo at all indebted. Foes were we ; 

foes once more we shortly may become ; 

The danger of an object loved alike 
By both of us, ’tis this, and this alone, 

That silences our hatred and revenge. 

Hear me address thee as a suppliant now ; 

In thee is thy deliv’rance placed. But yet, 

If cruelly thou dost detest thy foe 
More than thou lov’st thy wife, at any rate 
Before thy death, on him thy vengeance wreak. 
Behold my naked sword ; plunge it in me. — 

Kill me, or follow me. 

Sy. 0 Masinissa ! . . . 

Amid the turbulence of thy fierce passion, 

A passion so immense, a ray of hope 
Upon thee still doth shine ; thou art not conquer’d, 
Nor pow’rless, nor a captive : thenoe thou seeest 
Human affairs with other eyes than mine. 

But in my heart, more agonized than thine, 
Beneath a brow serene and undisturb’d, 

There is conceal’d such a tormenting flame, 

Suoh grief, such^desolation, and suoh rage, 

That language fails to represent my anguish . . . 
Yes, my distraction never can be known 
To one, who loving, is beloved again . . , 
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Ah, so much is my agony more fierce, 

/'Inflicted by the asps of jealousy, 

As I see Sophonisba more intent 
The passions of her lacerated heart 
To hide magnanimously. I’m impoll’d 
On to a conflict worthy hut severe, 

By her undaunted courage. — Jealous rage. 

Ambition, vengeance, all my furies yield 
To love alone. — Now, more than half the knot 
Already is unloosed. Now, listen to me, 

0 woman. Thee I love, for thy own sako, 

Nor for myself : hence had I, as a spouse, 

Bather myself resign thee to another, ‘ 

Than for my sake behold thee die in vain. 

So . What do I hoar ? Alas I . . . What dar st thou tell 
me? . . . 

Sy. I hope that thou wilt hear thy consort’s prayers : 
And, where his prayers suffice not, wilt obey 
His last commands. — The wifo of Masinissa 
Thou hither earnest : . . . I restore thee now 
To Masinissa, wife. 

So. Ah ! no . . . 

Sy. 0 thou, 

Who couldst protect her when sho was not thine, 

Now that I’ve made her thine, wilt do it better. — 
Farewell, for over. To pursue my steps 
Let none of you presume. 

Scene Y. 

MASINISSA, SOPHONISBA. 

So. No pow’r on earth 

Shall now prevent me from pursuing thee. — 

Farewell, ... ah Masinissa t . . . 

Scene VI. 

MASINISSA. 

Ma. 0 despair ! . . . 

Brief is the time : both would forestall me . . . Heav’ns ! 

1 only fear to be less swift than they. 
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Scene I. ■ 

SCIPIO, CENTURIONS. 

Sci. Already I know all. Let each of you 
Watch as the guardians of tho Eoman fonts' 
During the coining night : but I give also 
Explicit orders to you, that ye should 
Abstain with care from vexing tho Numidians 
With obstacles or insults. Go from hence ; 
Let all things pass in quietness. 


Scene II. 

SCIPIO. 

Sci. Thy rage 

Thou shouldst have wreak’d against my breast alone, 
Ungrateful Masinissa ; or on me 
Its violence, like billows on a rock, 

Should have been broken. — But confused he bears 
Tow’rds me his wav’ring steps : perchance he knows 
The destiny of Syphax . . . How I feel 
Pity for him ! — All ! come to me ; ah ! come. . . 


Scene III. 

SCIPIO, masinissa, a Numidian Soldier apart 

Ma. Here, 0 Guludda, wait for mo. — Prepared 
I was not for this meeting. 

Sci. What ? wouldst thou 

Avoid me? Iam evermore thy Scipio : 

Thou now in vain dost seek thyself elsewhere ; 

I only can restore thee to thyself. 

Ma. I was boreft of reason on that day, 

In which I made with you a guilty traffic 
Of life and honor for degrading chains. 

But for this step perchance I yet may make 
The due atonement ; and ’twill be sublime. 
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Then wilt thou see that I have perfectly 
Regain’d my reason. 

Sci. I Ve already told thee ; 

Thou mayst, 0 Masinissa, yet destroy me : 

But, while I breathe, thou art constrain’d to hear me. 

Ma> Time fails me now for this. . . 

Sci, Enough remains. — 

But, what dost thou expect ? Thy stratagems 
To me are all divulged : clandestinely 
Armed and accoutred, thy Numidians stand 
Within their tents ; thou hast resolved from hence 
To rescue Syphax, and with him . . . 

Ma, If thou 

Already know’st so muoh ; if the base arts 
Of spy and tyrant have so far impell’d thee, 

That thou hast purchased those who would betray me 
E’en ’rnong my troops ; to consummate thy task 
Add force to stratagem, since thou canst boast 
More soldiers than myself. Thou seeest me 
Always prepared to die ; but, not to change. 

Sd . Thou wrongest Bcipio ; and he pardons thee. 
Tow’rds thee no other weapon will I use, 

Than that of truth ; with that will I subdue thee. 

Thy Sophonisba, who loves thee so much, 

(Wouldst thou believe it?) she herBelf erewhile 
Fully reveal’d to me thy stratagems. . . 

Ufa. What do I hear ? 0 Hcav’ns ! . . . 

Sci. I swear to thee, 

0 Masinissa, that I speak the truth. 

Erewhile, by .his express demand, she was 
Refused admittance to the tent of Syphax ; 

Hence, stung to agony by rage and grief, 

All thy designs to me did she divulge. — 

But she divulged in vain : thou hast the power 
Still, if thou wilt, to rescue her from hence. 

Carthage in thee her champion may possess ; 

1 interdict it not : the injury 

On me alone will fall ; on me alone, 

Who, at one stroke, both fame and friend will lose. 

But ah ! may He&v’n avert, that finally 
Greater calamities o’erwhelm thee not t 
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Ma. And Sophonisba’s self. . . . would, for thy sake, . . . 
Betray me? . . . Tis incredible. From whenoe ? . . . 

Sci. She, far superior to her destiny, 

Intends to give thee other proofs of love. 

To stem necessity the loftiest yield : 

‘The last and desperate resolve of Syphax 
Gives to her noble heart a strong incentive. 

Ma . What meanest thou by these ambiguous words ? . . . 
Of what proofs speakest thou ? Of what resolve 
Of Syphax ? . . . 

Sci. What? dost thou not know it? Scarce* 

Had Syphax in his tent arrived, when swift 
As lightning, on the sword of the centurion, 

Who as a guard was station’d there, he rush’d ; 

The hilt he planted on the earth, and fell, 

Collecting all his might, upon the blade . . . 

Ma. O blest a thousand times is he ! thus freed 
Fr^m execrable Romo . . . 

Sci . # ^ With his last breath 

Ho order’d that admission there should be 
To Sophonisba forcibly denied. 

Ma. And she ? . . . Ah ! now I clearly comprehend 
The horror of her state . . . But 0, too far 
Is mine remote from Syphax’ destiny \ 

Conquer’d by thee, by his own hand he fell : 

I, not as yet subdued, would fall beneath 
A Roman sword, with my own sword in hand. 

Sci. Ah, no ! thou oughtest not like them to perish. 
Rather than death, and worthier of thyself, 

Sublimer fortitude thy life would show. 

Ma. Without her live ? . . . Ah ! that I never can . . . 
Cannot I rescue her by any means ? . , . 

I will yet see her only once more. 

Sci. Ah ! 

Assuredly her language may avail, 

More than I can myself, to re-excite 
Its noble impulses within thy breast. — 

Behold her ; ’tis her wish to plant herself 
Near to my tent ; before the eyes of Rome, 

And in the presence of all Africa, 

She wishes to fulfil each cruel duty. 
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[ACT V, 


Hear her ; with her I leave thee now : thy Scipio 
In both of you confides ; thou wilt not suffer 
Her to surpass thee in sublimity. 

SCENE IV. 

SOPHONISBA, SCIPIO, MASINISSA. 

So. Ah ! stop. 0 Scipio, I have come to tbea ; 
And me dost thou avoid ? 

Sci. A sacred duty 

Enjoins that I prepare for the dead king 
A splendid funeral pile ... 

So. Hither at least, 

I pray thee, soon return. This will henceforth 
Be my perpetual dwelling-place : and here 
I swear to wait for thee. 

Scene V. 

SOPHONISBA, MASINISSA. 

Ma. Perfidious one ! 

And dost thou also to inhuman pride 
Add treacli’ry ? 

So. Treach’ry ? 

Ma. Treach’ry, yes : while I 

Prepare to save you, or to die for you, 

Thyself revealest my design to Scipio ? 

So. — Syphax allow’d me not to die with him. 

Ma. He wish’d thee safe with me. 

So. Already he 

His freedom had regain’d ; that which I seek, 

And shall obtain.— I cannot, if my fame 
I would not forfeit, from the Homan camp 
Withdraw myself with thee. With a true love 
Too much thou lovost and hast lov&d me, 

That I should save myself at such a risk : 

I am too worthy of thy tenderness, 

E’er to allow thee to do this. 1 have, 

In making manifest thy purposes, 

Taken nought from thee but the fatal power 
Mjr honor and thy glory to betray. 
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Jtfa. Thou art deceived : nought hast thou taken from 
me; 

Yet I may all achieve : whole streams of blood 
I yet may shed : all mine will I pour out, 

Ere 1 leave thee a slave . . . 

So. Am I a slave? 

Such dost thou now account me ? 

Ma. In the pow’r 

Of Rome art thou . . . 

So. Of Rome? As yet I am 

In my own pow’r; or in thy pow’r, if thou 
Feel’st for me yet the pity of a king. 

Ma. Thou mak’st me tremble ... On thy countenance 
I see a horrible security, 

The harbinger of voluntary death . . . 

But, I would lead thee . . . 

So. All would be in vain : 

There is no force on earth that can avail 
To counteract my will, which is in me 
The child of duty. Indispensable, 

Immutable, impending, is my death ; 

And ’twill, I hope, be free ; although I am 
Of all things destitute ; although I left 
In Cirta, inadvertently, the last, 

The only friend of subjugated kings, 

My faithful poison ; from my lover’s lips 
Although I heard a sacred solemn oath, 

That he would wrest me from the hands of Rome ; . . . 

An oath committed to the vagrant winds. 

Amid these haughty eagles yot a queen, 

Daughter of Asdrubal, no less secure, 

No \oss collected in myself I stand, 

Than if in Carthage, or within my palace. — 

But thou, thou speakest not ? . . . distracted looks, 
Swimming with tears, thou fixest on the ground ? . . . 

Ah t trust me, my affliction equals thine . . . 

Ma. But their effects are different : deprived 
Of ail my courage, weaker thau a woman. 

Trembling I stand ; while thou . . . 

So. The state of each 

, May be dissimilar : but not our hearts . . . 
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[ACT V* 


Believe my words : although I do not weep, 

I feel my bosom raok’d with agony 
I am a woman ; nor make I parade 
Of virile courage : but there doth remain 
No path for me to take, save that of death. 

If I had loved thee less, 1 might perchanoe 
Have been the partner of thy flight to Carthage, 

And, at the price of my renown, have gain’d 
A short-lived vengeance, with thy troops, o’er Borne : 
But I would not expose thee, for ray salco, 

To an unprofitable risk. The fall 
Of Carthage is inevitable now : 

111 can a town discordant and corrupt 
Cope with united and harmonious Home. 

I should have lived too long if I had seen, 

On my account, my country overwhelm’d ; 

And thee, with it, hurl’d headlong to destruction. 
Faithful remain to Home ; to mighty Scipio 
Continue (as thou shouldst) a grateful friend ; 

To raise tliee to great pow’r ; to give thy virtue 
An ample scope for action ; all this now 
My death can do, and nothing but my death. 

Thy good, e’en more than mine, to this compols me. . . 

Ma. Dost count me then so vile, as to expect 
That I should venture to survive thy death ? 

So. I wish thee to excel me : and to prove 
Thy greater excellence, thou shouldst survive me : 

And in the name of thy renown, do I 
Enjoin thee to do this. To thee would death 
Be^ disgrace ; for to it love alone 
Could prompt thee : life were a disgrace to me, 

Since love alone could force me to endure it. 

My death, thou know’st, is indispensable : 

To me thou swaredst it ; and such a gift 
Would yet be grateful to me from thy hands : 

Not by refusing it oanst thou avert 
My settled purpose. In this very place, 

Before the oamp, immovable and mute, 

Yet three more days, whioh I shall add to this, 

In which I have not slaked my burning thirst 
E’en with a draught of water, will assure me 
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Perfect ascendency o’er Rome. But, ah ! 

Is it compassion in thee, thus to leave me 
To a protracted agonizing death, 

When thou hadst promised to procure me one 
Both brief and dignified? . . . Fool that I was t 
Trusting in thee alone, I hither came . . . 

Ma. Thou on our death hast then resolved? . . . 

So. ' On mine. 

If madly thou, against my will express, 

Turnest thy arms against thyself ; now hear 
A furious threat, and if thou dare, defy it : 

I will be dragg’d a living slave to Rome, 

And will ascribe to thee my infamy . . . 

Ere the return of Scipio, I conjure thee, 

Restore me, thou, to perfect liberty ; 

If thou art not forsworn, 

Ma. What dost thou ask ? . . , 

0 Hcav’ns ! . . . I cannot arm thee with my sword . . . 

A doubtful stroke . . ♦ 

So. The sword requires, ’tis true, 

A hand accustom’d to its management. 

A bowl of speedy and effective poison 
Were more adapted to my female courage. 

1 see not far from hence thy true attendant 
Guludda ; for thy sake he always bears it : 

Call him ; I am resolved. 

Ma , — 0 day of woe ! — 

Give me that bowl, Guludda.— Now go thou, 

Wait for me at my tent. — And is this, then, 

Is this at once the first and latest pledge 
Of my unbounded love, which thou wouldst wrest 
By force from me ? . . . Too certainly I see 
That thou on no terms will consent to live ; 

And to a long and agonizing death 
I cannot leave thee.— I will shed no tears, , . . 

Because thou weepest not : behold, to thee 
The deadly potion I present myself 
With tearless eyes . . . But only on condition. 

That I shall have my share in its contents . . . 

So. Yes, thou shalt have it, as thou meritest 
VOL, II. 
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[ACT V. 


Now of my lofty love at length thou’rt worthy. 
Give me the bowl. 

jtfb. 0 Heav’ns ! my hand and heart 

Both tremble . . . 

So. Why delay? Ere Scipio comes, 

The deed must be accomplish’d . . . 

Ma» Take the bowl. 

Alas ! What have I done? 0 agony ! . . . 

So. I’ve quaff’d it to the dregs : I see already 
Soipio returns. 

Ma. Dost thou decoive me thus ? 

I have a sword remaining yet ; and I 
Will follow thee. 1 


Scene VI. 

SCIPIO, MASINISSA, SOHIONISBA. 

Sci. Ah, no ! while I have breath . . . 

Ma. Ah, traitor ! In thy bosom I will then 
Take vengeance for that immolated woman. 

Sci. Behold mv breast defenceless : I will loose, 

That I may be thy victim, thy right hand ; 

Except for this, in vain thou wishest it. 

So. 0 Masinissa, if thou dar’st, I hate thee . . . 

Sci. Me, me alone, thy hand may immolate ; 

But, while I live, thou shalt not turn thy sword 
’Gainst thy own breast. 

Ma. — I am once more myself. — 

Scipio, of all hast thou bereft ’me now; 

E-en to my sense of honor. 

So. ' Thankless one ! . . . 

Canst thou calumniate Scipio ? He doth grant me, 

As he has granted Syphax, a free death ; 

While p’rhaps he might have interdicted it : 

By dint of force he wrests thee from the shame 
Of an effeminate disgraceful death : 

And darest thou, ungrateful one, alas, 

Calumniate Scipio? Yield, ah, yield to Scipio ! 

He is at once thy brother, father, friend. 

1 He is about to stab himself; Scipio, forcing back bis arm; prevents 
him. 
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Ma. Now leave me : thou in vain dost check my rage. 
Death,. . .death. . .1 yet. . . 

So. Ah, Scipio. . .leave him not: 

Drag him by force out of my sight elsewhere. 

He was bom great, and thy sublime example 
To greatness may restore him : from the world, 

From Rome, conceal his weakness. . .1. . .already. . . 

Feel my tongue palsied,. . .and my blood congeal'd. — 

To him I give not,. . .not to rend his heart,. . . 

The last farewell. — Ah, drag him hence. . .1 pray thee ; . . . 
And mo. . .leave me to die, . . .as ought to die 
Asdrubal's daughter. . .in the. . .Roman camp. 

Ma. Ah ! . . .By despair,. . .by grief. . .1 am bereft . . . 
Of all my strength ... I scarce . . . can breathe, . . . much 
less . . . 

Inflict ... a blow . . . 

Sci. Come : I will use towards thee 

A friendly violence i 1 1 will not leave thee . . . 

Thy grief shall never let thee take thy life, 

If with thyself thou do not slay thy Scipio. 

1 Dragging him forcibly towards the tents. 




XVII. 

THE FIRST BRUTUS. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

This tragedy is based on the well-known story of Lucius 
Junius Brutus, whose father and brother were assassinated 
by order of Tarquinius Superbus, and who saved his own 
life by feigning idiotcy. He was brought up in the family 
of Tarquin (whose nephew he was) as a more idiot, and 
surnamed Brutus. His real character and abilities were 
not found out till the time of the dreadful outrage on 
Lucretia, wife of Collatinus, by Sextus Tarquinius, and 
her heroic suicide, which led to the expulsion of the 
Tarquins, and the introduction of the Republic under 
Brutus and Collatinus, as joint consuls. The scene opens 
on the day of the death of Lucretia ; and the other per- 
sonages, besidos Brutus and Collatinus, are the two sons of 
Brutus, named Titus and Tiberius ; Mamilius, an envoy 
from, and emissary of, the expelled Tarquins ; and Valerius, 
the representative and spokesman of the Senate. The 
People of Rome also appear amongst the characters, and 
take an active part in the proceedings. The death of 
Lucretia took place about 507 b.c. 

The first Act discloses Brutus and Collatinus, the latter 
of whom is in despair at the death of Lucretia. Brutus 
encourages him by the hope that the catastrophe may 
prove the signal for the establishment of Roman liberty. 
The People enter, and Brutus makes an impassioned appeal 
to them. His harangue is strengthened by the introduc- 
tion, at the bottom of the stage, of Lucretia's dead body, 
and he induces them, subject to the concurrence of the 
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Senate and patricians, to agree to the substitution of the 
Commonwealth to the race of Tarquins. 

The second Act shows Brutus talking to his son Titus. 
His other son, Tiberius, appears, and describes an attack 
of Tarquin and his followers on one of the gates of Rome 
which he was guarding, and their repulse, followed by tho 
appearance of an envoy, Mamilius, suing for an interview 
with Brutus and the Senate. Brutus orders his admission, 
and before his arrival addresses the People, Patricians, 
and Senate, with a view to ensure their joint action against 
the Tarquins. Valerius, on behalf of the Senate, promises 
their concurrence. They all agree to hear what Mamilius 
has to say. When the latter enters, he pretends that 
Tarquin reprobates the conduct of his son Sextus to 
Lucretia ; but, on finding that none of his arguments in 
Tarquins favor produce any effect, he ends by asking for 
the restoration of his private wealth, to which Brutus, 
with the People’s concurrence, assents. 

Mamilius, at the beginning of the third Act, succeeds 
in obtaining an interview with the two sons of Brutus, 
before he leaves Rome at the peremptory ordors of Brutus. 
He cautiously acquaints them that a conspiracy, headed 
by many of the leading families of Romo, has been 
established to procure the return of the Tarquins, and 
produces a scroll containing their names, including those 
of some of their own near relations. He also tolls them 
that several neighboring countries have joined them, and 
that the only object of subscribing the scroll is to obtain 
Tarquin’s clemency in their favor when he is reinstated on 
the throne. By his artful appeals, he at length induces 
first Titus, and then Tiberius, to sign the scroll. At that 
moment Collatinus enters, attended by the lictors, and 
orders them to arrest the two youths and expel MamiliuB 
from the city. 

When the fourth Act opens, Brutus and Collatinus 
acquaint each other with the successes which they have 
mined in various skirmishes, and then Collatinus tells 
Brutus of the discovery of the conspiracy, and produces 
Mamilius’s scroll, with all the names appended to it, in- 
cluding those of Titus and Tiberius. Brutus is heart* 
broken at the discovery, but announces his intention of 
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doing liia duty to his country. Tho youths, guarded by 
liotors, are then introduced. They neither of them deny 
their guilt, though Titus says that he is responsible for 
his brother’s signature. They allege that they only 
signed under the belief that the success of the conspiracy 
was ensured, and that Tarquin might be induced to be 
merciful to Brutus. Tho latter reproachos them for their 
conduct, for which they show themselves truly penitent. 
A terrible conflict takes place in the breast of Brutus 
between his love for his sons and his love for his country ; 
but he orders them to be brought before assembled Rome, 
to receive their sentonce. 

Accordingly, tho fifth Act sees every class collected in 
the Forum for the momentous trial, with Brutus and Col- 
latinus in the rostrum. Collatinus details the discovery 
of the conspiracy. Valerius asks for tho names of the 
traitors, and, after much hesitation, Collatinus gives him 
the scroll, from which he reads out in turn, to the amaze- 
ment of his audience, the names in succession, ending 
with the sons of Brutus. The latter announces that the 
consuls will now do their duty, and orders the lictors to 
introduce all the criminals, who are accordingly brought 
in in chains, Titus and Tiberius being the laBt. Brutus 
proclaims them all sentenced to death. Titus exclaims 
that his brother is innocent, which Tiberius disclaims ; 
Brutus will allow no difference in the guilt of any. Col- 
latinus ineffectually pleads for mercy, which Brutus sternly 
refuses, and orders their execution, devolving, howover, on 
Collatinus the actual duty of superintending tho carrying 
out of the sontenco. The curtain falls just as the lictors’ 
axes are descending on the necks of the victims. 

Alfieri calls attention to the fact that in this, as well as 
in his tragedy of The Second Brutus (see post)> no women 
appear, whilst the People are embodied as a personage. 
He says that “ this will appear, and perhaps is, little 
adapted to modem thought; but if Italy should ever 
again possess a people which has ears and tongue, it will 
probably be very grateful to me for having made it a 
speaking and effective personage at a time when it was 
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utterly mute and buried.” He considers the subject of 
Junius Brutus to be one of the first sublimity, in which 
the most noble and lofty passion of man, the love of 
liberty, is contrasted with his most tender and strong 
passion, paternal love. The chief fault which he finds 
with this play is that the sons of Brutus, merely for 
having subscribed the conspirators' roll when deceived by 
Mamilius, neither appear, nor are, sufficiently guilty in 
the eyes of the audience, or in those of the people, or in 
those of Brutus himself, to deserve to be put to death by 
their own father. But he considers, on the whole, looking 
at the position of Brutus as a new consul, and the neces- 
sity of the times, that he has rightly depicted him. 

Voltaire wrote a tragedy on the story of Brutus, as did 
Mdlle. Bernard, whose play under that title was per- 
formed with great success in 1647. It appears that Vol- 
taire’s play was the indirect cause of Alfieri’s writing his. 
He mentions in his Life (Epoch iv. c. 16), that the 
Countess of Albany happened to say in a letter that she 
had been much pleased with a performance of this play. 
He felt himself instantly filled with a rabid and disdain- 
ful emulation both of heart and mind, and said to himself : 
“ What ! a Voltaire write Brutuses? I’ll write Brutuses ; 
I’ll write two of them. Time shall show whether such 
subjects are better adapted for me, or for a Frenchman 
born a plebeian, who, for the space of more than 
seventy years, subscribed himself— Voltaire, Gentleman in 
Ordinary to the King” The result was the production of 
both The First Brutus and The Second Brutus . 



DEDICATION 


TO 

the most Illustrious and freb citizen, 
GENERAL WASHINGTON. 


The name of the deliverer of America alone can stand on 
the title-page of the tragedy of the deliverer of Rome. 

To you, excellent and most rare citizen, I therefore 
dedicate it ; without first hinting at even one of the many 
praiocs due to yourcrif, which I deem all comprehended 
m the sole mention o" ^our name. Nor can this my slight 
allusion appear to you contaminated by adulation ; since, 
as I do not know you personally .d we live separated 
from each other by the immen , ocean, we have but too 
emphatically nothing in cornu/ (TA between us, but the love 
of glory. 

Happy are you, who have been able to build your glory 
on the sublime and eternal basis of love to your country, 
demonstrated by actions. I, though not born free, yet 
having abandoned in time my Lares, and for no other 
reason than that I might be able to write loftily of liberty, 
hope by this means at least to have proved what might 
have been my love for my country, if I had indeed for- 
tunately belonged to one that deserved the name. In this 
single respect, I do not think myself wholly unworthy to 
mingle my name with yours. 

Vittorio Alfieri. 

Paris, December 31, 1788. 




THE FIRST BRUTUS. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAS* 


Brutus. 

COLLATINUS. 

Titus. 

Tiberius. 

Mamilius. 


Valerius. 
People. 
Senators. 
Conspirators. 
Lictors. 


Scene. — The Forum in Borne. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. 

BRUTUS, COLLATINUS. 

Col. Ah where, ah where, O Brutus, wouldst thou thus 
Drag me by force ? Rostore to me at once 
That sword of mine, which with beloved blood 
Is reeking yet , , . In my own breast . . * 

Bru. * Ah ! first 

This sword, now sacred, in the breast of others 
Shall be immorged, I swear to thee. — Meanwhile 
*Tis indispensable, that in this forum 
Thy boundless sorrow, and my just revenge, 

Burst unreservedly before the eyes 
Of universal Romo, 

Col Ah, no! I will 

Withdraw myself from ev’ry human eye. 

To my unparallel’d calamity 

All remedies are vain : the sword, that sword 

Alone can put an end to my distress. 
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[ACT t 

Bru. 0 Collatinus, a complete revenge 
Would surely be some solace : and I swear 
To thee, that that revenge thou shalt obtain. — 

0 ! of a chaste and guiltless Roman woman 
Thou sacred blood, to-day shalt thou coment 
The edifice of Roman liberty. 

Col . Ah ! could my heart indulge a hope like this ! 

The hope, ere death, of universal .vengeance . . . 

Bru. Hope ? be assured of it. At longth, behold 
The mom is dawning of the wish’d-for day : 

To-day my lofty, long-projected plan 
At length may gain a substance and a form. 

Thou, from a wrong’d unhappy spouse, mayst now 
Become the’ avenging citizen : e’en thou 
Shalt bless that guiltless blood : and then, if thou 
Wilt give thy own, it will not be in vain 
For a true country shed ... A country, yes ; 

Which Brutus will to-day create with thee, 

Or die with thoe in such an enterprise. 

Col O ! what a sacred name dost thou pronounce ! 

I, for a genuine country’s sake alone, 

Could now survive my immolated wife. 

Bru. Ah ! then resolve to live ; co-operate 
With me in this attempt. A God inspires me ; 

A God infuses ardor in my breast, 

And thus exhorts me : “ It belongs to thee, 

“ 0 Collatinus, and to thee, 0 Brutus, 

“ To give both life and liberty to Romo.” 

Col Worthy of Brutus is thy lofty hope : 

1 should be vile* if I defeated it. 

Or, from the impious Tarquins wholly rescued, 

Our country shall from us new life obtain ; 

Or we (but first revenged) with her will fall. 

Bru. Whether enslaved or free, we now shall fall 
Illustrious and revenged. My dreadful oath 
P’rhaps thou hast not well heard ; the oath I utter’d, 
When from Lucretia’s palpitating heart 
The dagger I dislodged which still I grasp. 

Deaf from thy mighty griof, thou, in thy house, 

Scarce heardest it ; here once more wilt thou hear it, 
From my own lips* upon the lifeless corpse 
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Of thy unhappy immolated wife, 

And in the presence of assembled Borne, 

More strenuously, more solemnly renew’d.— 

Already, with the rising sun, the forum 
With apprehensive citizens is fill’d ; 

Already, by Valerius’ means, the cry 
Amongst the multitude is spread abroad 
Of that most terrible catastrophe : . 

More the efleot will be upon their hearts, 

When they behold the chaste and beauteous lady 
With her own hands destroy’d. In their fierce wrath, 
As much as in my own, shall I confide. — 

But more than ev’ry man shouldst thou be present : 
Thine eyes from the distracting spectacle 
Thou mayst avert ; to thy affliction this 
May be allow’d : yet here shouldst thou remain : 

E’en more than my impassion’d words, thy mute 
And boundloss grief is fitted to excite 
Indignant pity in the crowd oppress’d . . . 

Cm. O Brutus ! the divinity which speaks 
In thee, to lofty and ferocious wrath 
Hath changed my grief already. The last words 
Of the magnanimous Lucretia, seem. 

In a more awful and impressive sound, 

To echo in my ears, and smite my heart. 

Can I be less courageous to avenge her, 

Than she herself has been to take her life? 

In the accursed Tarquins’ blood alone 
Can I wash out the stigma of the name, 

Common to mo and them. 

Bm. Ah 1 I too spring 

From their impure and arbitrary blood : 

But, Borne shall be convinced that I’m her son, 

Not of the TarquinB 1 sister : and as far 
As blood not Boman desecrates my vdins, 

I swear to change it all, by shedding it 
For my belov&d country.— But, behold, 

The multitude increases : hitherward 
Numbers advance : now is the time to speak. 
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* [act I. 


Scene JI. 

BRUTUS, COLLATINUS, PEOPLE. 

Bru. Bomans, to me, to me, 0 Homans, come : 

Great tilings have I to say to you. 

People. 0 Brutus, 

Can that indeed which we have heard be true ? . . . 

Bru. Behold : this is. the dagger, reeking yet, 

Warm with the guiltless blood of a most chaste 
And Soman woman, slain by her own hands. 

Behold her husband ; he is mute, and weeps, 

And shudders. Still he lives, but lives alone 
For vengeance, till he sees that impious Sextus, 

That sacrilegious ravisher and tyrant. 

To pieces tom by your indignant hands. 

And I live too ; but only till the day, 

When, wholly disencumber’d of the Tarquins, 

I see Borne free once more. 

People . 0 most unheard-of, 

Calamitous catastrophe ! . . . 

Bru. I see 

That all of you regard the hapless spouse 
With weeping eyes, by stupor petrified. 

Yes, Bomans, look at him ; ah, see in him, 

Ye brothers, fathers, and ye husbands, see 
Your infamy reflected. Thus reduced, 

Death on himself he cannot now inflict ; 

Nor can he life endure, if unavenged ... 

But ceaBe ye, as inopportune and vain, 

Your sttipor, and your tears. — 0 Bomans, tow’rds me, 
Turn towards me, Bomans, your ferocious looks ; 
Prhaps from my eyes, with liberty all-burning, 

Ye may collect some animating spark, 

Which may inflame you with its fostering heat. 

I Junius Brutus am ; whom long yo deem’d, 

Since I so feign’d myself, bereft of reason ; 

And such I feign’d myself, since, doomed to live 
The slave of tyrants, I indulged a hope 
One day to rescue, by a shock , of vengeance, 

Myself and Borne from their ferocious claws. * 

At length the day, predestined by the gods, 
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The hour, for my exalted scheme is come. 

From this time forth ’tis in your pow’r to rise 
From slaves (for such ye were) to men. I ask 
Alone to die for you ; so that I die 
The first free man and citizen in Borne. 

People. What do we hear ? What majesty, what force, 
Breathe in his words ! . . . But we, 0 Heav’ns ! Are 
pow’rless ; 

Can we confront arm’d and ferocious tyrants? . . . 

Bm. Ye pow’rless, ye? -What is it that ye say? 

What ? do ye then so little know yourselves ? 

The breast of each already was inflamed 
With just and inextinguishable hate 
Against the impious Tarquins : now, e’en now, 

Ye shall behold before your eyes display’d 
The last, most execrable, fatal proof, 

Of their flagitious arbitrary pow’r. 

To-day to your exalted rage, the rage 
Of Collatinus, and my own, shall be 
A guide, an impulse, a pervading spirit. 

Yo have resolved on liberty ; and ye 

Deem yourselves pow’rless ? and do ye esteem 

The tyrants arm’d ? what force have they, what arms ? 

The arms, the force of Eomans. Who is there, 

What Koman is there, would not sooner die, 

Than here, or in the camp, for Borne’s oppressors, 

Equip himself with arms ? — By my advice, 

Lucretius, with his daughter’s blood besprinkled, 

Hath to the camp repair’d : this very moment, 

By the brave men besieging hostile Ardea, 

Hath he been seen and heard : and certainly, 

In seeing him, and hearing him, those men 
Have turn’d their arms against the guilty tyrants, 

Or swift in our defence, abandoning 
Their impious banners, hitherward they fly. 

The honor of the earliest enterprise 
Against the tyrants, citizens, would ye 
Consent indeed to yield to other men? 

People. 0, with what just and lofty hardihood 
Dost thou inflame our breasts 1— What can we fear, 

If all have the same will? 
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Col. Your noble rage, 

Your gen’rous indignation, thoroughly 

Recall me back to life. I nothing can 

Express . . . to you, . . . for tears ... forbid . . . my speech ... 

My Homan sword shall speak on my behalf : 

I first unsheathe it ; and to earth I cast, 

Irrevocably cast, tho useless scabbard, 

0 sword, I swear to plunge thee in the breast 
Of kings, or in my own. 0 husbands, fathers, 

Be yo the first to follow me I . . . But ah ! 

What spectacle is this ! . . - 1 
People . Atrocious sight ! 

Behold the murder’d lady in the forum . . . 

Bru. Yes, Homans ; fix, (if ye have pow’r to do it,) 

Fix on that immolated form your eyes. 

That mute fair form, that dreadful gen’rous wound, 

That pure and sacred blood, ah ! all exclaim : 

“ To-day resolve on liberty, or ye 
“ Are doom’d to death. Nought else remains.” 

People . All, all, 

Yes, free we all of us will be, or dead. 

Bru. Then listen now to Brutus. —That same dagger, 
Which from her dying side he lately drew, 

Above that innocent illustrious woman 
Brutus now lifts : and to all Home he swears 
That which first on her dying form itself 
He swore already. — While I wear a sword, 

While vital air I breathe, in Home henceforth 
No Tarquin e'er shall put his foot ; I swear it : 

Nor the abominable name of king, 

Nor the authority, shall any man 
Ever again possess. — May the just gods 
Annihilate him here, if Brutus is not 
Lofty and true of heart. — I further swear, 

Many as Home’s inhabitants may be, 

To make them equal, free, and citizens ; 

Myself a citizen, and nothing more : 

The laws alone shall have authority, 

And I will be the first to yield them homage. 

* la the farther part of the stage the body* of Lucretia is seen, followed 
by a great multitude. 
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People . The laws, the laws alone : we with one voice 
To thine our oaths unite. And be a fate,, 

Worse than the fate of Collatinus, ours, 

If we are ever perjured. 

Btu. These, these are 

True Eoman accents. Tyranny and tyrants, 

At your accordant hearty will alone, 

All, all have vanish'd. Nothing now is heedful, 
Except to close the city gates against them ; 

Since fate, to us propitious, had already 
Sequester'd them from Eome. 

People. But ye meanwhile 

Will be to us our consuls and our fathers. 

Ye to us wisdom, we our arms to you, 

Our swords, our hearts, will lend . . . 

Bru. In your august 

And sacred presence, on each lofty cause, 
always will deliberate : there cannot 
From the collected people's majesty 
Be any thing conceal'd. But it is just, 

That the patricians and the senate bear 
A part in ev'ry thing. At the new tidings 
They are not all assembled here : enough 
(Alas ! too much) the iron rod of pow’r 
Has smitten them with terror : now yourselves 
To the sublime contention of great deeds 
Shall summon them. Here then we will unite, 
Patricians and plebeians : and by us 
Freedom a stable basis shall receive. 

People . From this day forth shall we begin to live. 


ACT II. 

Scene I. 

BRUTUS, TITUS. 

Tit All the patricians were invited, father, 

To the august assembly, as thou badest. 

The fourth hour now approaches ; thou wilt have 
vol. n. 
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The whole of Home subservient to thy nod. 

It well-nigh doth bereave me of my reason 
To see thee almost lord of Rome. . . 

Bru. Thou see’st me 

Lord of myself, and not of Borne, 0 Titus : 

Nor shall ye have a lord in any shape 
In Kome henceforward. This by her I swear : 

I, who till now was a vile slave. 0 sons, 

Ye saw me such, while with the tyrant's children 
I educated you for servitude 
In a corrupted court. Alas ! I could not 
Sow in your hearts the seods of liborty, 

A trembling and degraded father : hence 
Ye are a cause, ye tho most special cause, 

Why I should glory in recover'd freedom. 

My independent vigorous example 
Will instigate you more to excellence, 

Than my anterior slav’ry did to baseness. 

Contented for my country shall I die 
That day when [ in Rome shall leave my sons 
Amongst the number of free citizens. 

Tit. Father, there needed to thy lofty heart, 
Whose lustre always broke upon thy sons, 

A field no less magnificent for action 
Than that which fortune opons to thee now. 

Ah, might we in the noble enterprise 
Assist thee 1 But the obstacles arc many, 

And they are terrible. The multitude 
Is in itself inconstant : to the Tarquins 
What manifold resources yet remain 1 . . . 

Bru . Were there no obstacles existing yet, 

The enterprise would easy be, and thence 
Unworthy Brutus : but if Brutus fear'd them, 

He were unworthy to accomplish it. — 

Join to thy father’s stern, immutable, 

Lofty resolve, thy youthful vehemence ; 

Thus, son at once of Brutus and of Rome, 

Shalt thou be, Titus. — But thy brother comes . . . 
Hear we what news he brings. 
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TIBERIUS, TITUS, BRUTUS. 

Tib, Beloved father, 

Never could I have met thee in the forum 
More opportunely. Wild with joy thou see’st me : 

I sought for thee. — From too much haste all-breathless 
Am I : with impulses ne’er felt before, " 

I am at once transported and oppress’d. 

I have just seen the execrable Tarquins ; 

And trembled not ... 

Tit Whit happen’d ? 

Bru. Where?... 

Tib . I am 

By my own eyes persuaded that the tyrant 
Is of all men the least. The haughty king, 

With impious Sextus, scarce had hoard that Rome 
Was in rebellion, when he left the camp ; 

And with a chosen escort tow’rds the city 
Rush’d at full speed : and here were they arrived 
At the Carmental gato . . . 

Tit . Precisely there 

Where thou wert sentinel. 

Tib. 0 happy 1 1 

I first against the tyrants, I tho first 
My sword unsheathed. — Tho iron gate was closed, 

And guarded : to defend its outer side, 

I, with some twenty Romans, all in saddlo, 

A careful watch maintain’d around. Behold, 

With cries, with howlings, and with menaces, 

The troop, twice ours in number, rush’d against us. 

To hear, to see them, and to recognize them, 

To fall upon them with our weapons, seem’d 
The work of but an instant. In ourselves 
There was a strength and rage unlike to theirs : 
Tyrants, they thought that they were meeting slaves- 
But soon they leam’d that liberty and death, 
lake twin-bom instincts, hover’d round our swords. 
Already ten or more had we destroy’d ; 

The residue, the tyrant first of these, 

Betook themselves to flight. Upon their heels 

t 2 
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Fiercely and long we press'd ; but press'd in vain ; 

Fear gave them wings. I afterwards return’d 
To my appointed post beside the gate ; 

And, warm yet with the victory, come swiftly 
To thee to tell it. 

Bru. Trifling though it be, 

Such sample of our prowess should be deem'd 
An omen of prosperity to Rome. 

Fain would I in that fray have borne a part ; 

For nothing so intensely do I covet, 

As to confront them in the strife of blood. 

0 ! wherefore in the forum ana the camp 
Cannot I tongue, and intellect, and sword, 

All, all at once exert? But, with such sons, 

1 can with ease be many things at once. 

Tib . Still have I more to tell thee. When to flight 
I had these miscreants driv’n, as I return'd 
Towards the walls, the sound of hoofs I heard 
Behind, advancing on our homeward path ; 

Backward I look’d, and lo ! there came towards us 
A single horseman from the tyrant's train : 

His right hand weaponless he raised ; no sword 
Guarded his Bide ; an olive-branch he held 
In his loft hand ; he call’d, and beckon’d to mo : 

1 halted, he advanced ; the messenger 
Of peace, in supplicating tones he ask’d 
Admission into Romo. To offer now 
Conditions and apologies, he comes 
To Brutus and the senate . . . 

Bru. Say, the people : 

For Brutus is a portion of the people, 

Or he is nothing. And the herald was ? . . . 

Tib. Mamilius : strict injunctions to my troops 
Without the gates I gave to guard him well ; 

I came to know what must-be done with him. 

Bru. He comes at the right time. This messenger 
Could not have ohosen, to present himself, 

A day more solemn or more opportune. 

Go ; to the gate return thou, seek him, with thee 
Quicklv conduct him hither. If he dare, 

Here shall he speak to universal Rome : 
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And here, an answer not of Rome unworthy 
He will, I hope, receive. 

Tib. To him I fly. 

Scene HI. 

t 

BRUTUS, TITUS. 

Bru. Meanwhile go thou to meet the senators ; 

See in the forum that they yield to them 
The most conspicuous places. Even now 
The concourse of the multitude increases : 

And many of the senators J see ; 

Go hence ; 0 Titus, go without delay. 

Scene IV. 

BRUTUS, PEOPLE, SENATORS, AND PATRICIANS, who place them - 
selves successively in the Forum. 

Bru. — 0 thou supreme discerner of those thoughts 
Which lurk most privily in human breasts ; 

Thou who dost see and dost inflame my heart ; 

Rome’s great protector, overlasting Jove ; 

Give me, I pray thee, language, sense, and spirit 
To the great cause proportion’d . . . Yes, 0 Jove, 

This wilt thou do ; if it be true that thou 
Hast chosen me to be the instrument 
Of liberty, thy true and greatest blessing. 

Scene V. 

brutus, having mounted the rostrum , Valerius, titus, people, 

SENATORS, PATRICIANS. 

Bru. I come, 0 follow-citizens, to make 
To you a strict confession of mjr deeds. 

With one consent ye have appointed me 

With Collatinus to a dignity 

Without a precedent in Rome : the lictors, 

The fasces, and the axes (hitherto 
Regal insignia) ye have now been pleased 
To join to our elective annual office. 

Yet not for this hath the malignant taint 
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Of mad ambition crept into my heart : 

With honors, no, (though yours are genuine ones,) 
I’m not transported : but with liberty ; 

With lovo for Rome ; and with implacable, 

Pierce, and eternal hatred for the Tarquins. 

These are my sole pretensions ; and may each 
Of you in such a noble strife excel mo ; 

I have no wish beyond. 

People . Thy dignified 

And manly looks, 0 Brutus, thy frank speech, 

All, all announce in thee to us the father 
Of Rome and of the Romans. 

Bru. 0 my sons. 

My genuine sons, (since with the name of father 
Ye have been pleased to honor me,) I hope 
Shortly to show you, by no doubtful proofs, 

That beyond all, beyond myself, I love you. — 

My* colleague, arm’d, has from the city gone. 

With many heroes, to the camp, to meet 
And . safely to collect those who with justice 
Have left the standard of our vile oppressors. 
People, patricians, knights, and senators, # 

1 all of you assemble in the forum ; 

Since the great cauHe of all I wish to treat 
Before you all convened. Now ev’ry Roman 
Is so essentially a part of Rome, 

That nothing but his own degen’racy 
Can from her solemn meetings banish him. — 
Noble patricians ; ye, the scanty remnant, 
Uninjured by the devastating sword 
Of the despotic king ; and ye, their flower, 

O senators ; ye will not be averse 
To mingle with a free and manly people ? 

Ah ! no : ye are too lofty. All around, 

Far as I cast my eyes, I see all Romans ; 

And there are none of them unworthy you, 

Since there among us are no longer kings. — 
Trembling and insecure, kings hitherto 
Our lips have scal’d : nor was there left for us 
Any alternative, except to load 
Ourselves with infamy, and give assent 
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To their iniquitous flagitious laws ; 

Or, if our courage led us to oppose 
Ourselves to them in vain, to be tho first 
To fall tho luckless victims of their rage. 

Fa. Brutus, thy words are true. — I, in the namo 
Of all the senators, now speak to Rome. — 

Too true indeed are they ! Wo, a long time 
On Rome's obscurest citizens reduced 
To look with envy ; more than any culprit 
Forced to despise ourselves; why use more words? 
Besides our portion in the common load 
Of execrable servitude, compell’d 
In the dark mysteries of tyranny 
To take a part ; we, yes, we sunk ourselves 
Below the lowest people ; and we wore so : 

Nor to the multitude could any of us 
Hope to seem guiltless, save the many slain 
By the vile royal axe. Nought else remains 
To us to-day, then, but to reunite 
Our heartiest efforts with the noble people ; 

Nor otherwise to covet to surpass them, 

Except in hate of kings. This sacred hate 
Will be the base of Rome, sublime, eternal. 

We then, yes, we, by the infernal gods, 

By our own blood, and by our children’s blood, 
Swear it ferociously, with one accord. 

People. 0 noble ! 0 magnanimous ! 0 ye 

Alone now worthy to surpass us ! Wo 
Gladly accept the noble strife of virtue. 

What people now will undertake to cope, 

Much less the vanquish'd execrable kings, 

(Already vanquish’d by their turpitude,) 

With us, who Romans are and citizens ? 

Bru. Immortal contest ! superhuman words ! . . . 
I die contented : I, for once at least, 

Have utter'd accents worthy of a Roman ; 

And have indeed with these my ears once heard 
True Roman eloquence. — Since Rome so fully 
Entrusts herself to us for her defence, 

Without her walls I instantly depart ; 

And day by day to you of all our deeds 
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My oolleague orl&yself will give account ; 

Until, our arms laid down, in perfect peace 
Ye give a stable government to Rome. 

People . Tis needful first to utterly discomfit, 
Defeat, and slay the tyrants. 

Bru. I, in this, 

And nothing else, will bo your chief. — Be pleased 
Briefly to hear a messenger of theirs : 

He, in their name, solicits to address you. 

Would^yo believe it? Tarquin, and with him 
The villain Sextus, and a few more, dared 
Erewhile to make incursion with full speed 
Almost to Borne ; and thought to come to us 
As to a timid flock ; vain-glorious fools ! 

But they in this were much deceived ; my son 
Tiberius has deprived me of the honor 
Of first attacking them. The miscreants soon 
Betook themselves from him by sudden flight : 
Descending then from force to art, they dare 
To send t* you, as an ambassador, 

Mamilius. What may be the terms unworthy, 

Will ye be pleased to hear? 

People . There are between us 

No other terms, except their death or ours. 

Bru. This let him hear, then, and report. 

People . To u« 

Let this base herald come, hear Rome’s opinions, 

And bear them back to him who sent him hither. 

Scene VI. 

BRUTUS, TITUS, TIBERIUS, MAMILIUS, VALERIUS, PEOPLE, 
SENATORS, PATRICIANS. 

Bru t Mamilius, come, advance ; examine well 
By whom thou art surrounded. In the court 
Of Tarquin thou, effeminately nursed, 

Hast never yet seen Romo: this, this is, she. 

Behold her undisguised, and patiently 
Prepared to hear thy mossage. Now proceed. 

Ma. ... 0 Brutus, with no unimportant words 
Was I commission’d to bespeak thy hearing : 
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But, in this vast assembly, ... to divuffe . . . 

Without premeditation . . . 

Bru. Audibly 

Address thyself to all ; and not to me. 

Sublime announcer of the will of kings, 

Divulge it to the senate, to the people : 

Brutus will also hear thee with the rest. 

People . Speak, speak to all ; and thou of all shalt hear, 
In a few words, the answer, from the mouth 
Of our great consul Brutus. See in him 
Our true interpreter, the only one 
Worthy to be the organ of our thoughts. 

Make haste, proceed ; and brief bo thy harangue: 

Frank and explicit shall our answor be. 

Bru. Heard’st thou ? 

Ma. I tremble. — Tarquin, king . . . 

People . Not king 

Of Rome. 

Ma. — Of Romo, the friend and father, 'Rfrquin . . . 

People . He is the wicked father of that SextUs, 

And not of us . . . * 

Bru. . Whate’er his words may be, 

May ye be pleased to hear him in complete 
Dignified silence. 

Ma. — To yourselves erewhile 

Came Tarquin, at the earliest news that Rome 
Kebeird ; almost defenceless and alone, 

Fully relying on his innocence, 

And on his people’s loyalty, he came : 

But armed men repoll’d him. Hence he sent me, 

A messenger of peace ; and by my means 
Enquires, what is the crime, whence in your sight 
So guilty, that to-day he’s doom’d to lose 
The throne of Rome, once his by your consent . . . 

People 0 rage ! Incredible audacity ! 

Slain is Lucretia, and ho asks the crime ? . . . 

Ma. That was tjbe guilt of Sextus, not his own . , . 

Tib. And Sextus also at his father’s side 
Erewhile repair’d to Rome : and had they not 
Both been compelTd to save their lives by flight, 

Here had ye seen him now. 
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People . " Ah, why did yo 

Frustrate their wish to gain access to Rome ? 

Already had we tom their scatter’d limbs 
In thousand thousand pieces, 

Ma. — It is true, 

Sextus was also with his father there : 

But Tarquin, more a monarch than a father. 

Thither enticed his son, to subject him 
To a retributory punishment. 

Bru. This is an impudent unmanly lie ; 

And robs mo utterly of self-control. 

If, to preserve his throne, the guilty father 
Offer’d to sacrifice his guilty son, 

Should we consent to it ? The murder’d woman 
Hath brought, ’tis true, our suff’rance to a crisis : 

But, without this, is not the haughty father, 

The mother, and the whole opprobrious race 
Of impure Sextus, stain’d with thousand crimos ? 

Servius, that perfect king, and Tullia’s father, 

Was by his wicked Bon-in-law transfix’d ; 

Tullia, detested monster, mounts tho throno, 

Trampling beneath her horses’ feet tho corpse 
Of her slain father : afterwards their reign 
By bloodshed and oppression was distinguish’d; 

The senators and citizens destroy’d ; 

And those not murder’d, cruelly despoil’d ; 

Dragg’d from the gen’rous servitude of Mars, 

(To which alono are Roman heroes born,) 

Vilely to hollow and to pile whole quarries, 

Which will remain eternal monument 
Both of their bondage and of regal pride : 

And all their manifold iniquities : . . . 

When, when should I conclude my narrative. 

If one by one I should enumerate 

The Tarquins’ trespasses ? Lucretia’s death 

Was last of these ; and their impiety, 

And our endurance, terminate with this., . 

People, ?. This is the last ; Rome swears it is the last . . . 
Va . This we all swear ; we all will fall down dead, 
Ere impious Tarquin shall return to Rome. 

Bru. — Mamilius, what? thou art confused and mute? 
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Thou mightost clearly have foreseen the answer. 

Go, then ; repeat it to thy lord, since thou 
Hadst rather bo a slave, than be a man. 

Ma. — I might urge many arguments ; . . . but, none . . . 
People . No ; ’twixt a tyrant king and suff’ring people, 
There arc no arguments, save those of arms. 

Heard he indeed our arguments and prayers, 

When on the throne ho sat, puff’d up with pride, 

And steel’d with cruelty ? Did he not then 
Laugh at our tears, and scoff at our complaints? 

Ma . — Then, may another king with milder sway 
More satisfy your hearts. — My whole discourse 
1 now shall terminate in one request. — 

Tarquin in Rome has left abundant wealth ; 

Indisputably his : would it be just 

That ye, besides his honor, throne, and country, 

Should rob him of his substance ? 

People . — Answer this, 

Brutus, for us. 

Bru. His country is not taken 

From Tarquin by the Romans : kings have not 
A country ever ; nor deserve they one : 

They never were, nor are of Roman blood. 

They have themselves defrauded of their honor 
For a long time. Henceforth, by our decree, 

The monarch and the monarchy from Romo 
Are banish’d everlastingly ; the throne 
Is, by the flames, consumed to ashes vile ; 

Nor is a trace remaining of it now. 

’Tis true, in part, that, when they came to Rome, 

Their foroign innovating ancestors 
Infamous treasures brought, which, afterwards 
Insidiously dispersed, at first conduced 
To vitiate our simple ancient customs ; 

Their wealth was afterwards the fruit of rapine, 

And was augmented by our sweat and blood : 

From whence the Romans equitably might 
Resume it for themselves. — But Rome esteems 
The Tarquins only worthy to enjoy it ; 

And gives it all to them. 

People . 0 heart sublime ! 
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Rome’s tutelary genius surely now 
In Brutus speaks. Be his decree fulfill’d . . . 

Let Tarquin have this guilty wealth . . . 

Bru. With gold 

May vice and evory regal filthiness 
Depart. — Go hence, Mamilius ; and collect 
Their treasures with all possible dispatch : 

My sons shall be to thee in this thy task, 

Both guardians and assistants. Go ye with him. 

Scene VII. 

BRUTUS, PEOPLE, VALERIUS, SENATORS, PATRICIANS. 

Bru . Methinks, 0 citizens, ’tis now high time 
The forum to abandon ; to repair 
Arm’d to the camp. Let us, let us behold 
If Tarquin daro to challenge with his sword 
Another answer from us. 

People. Brutus, sec 

Thy chosen followers are all accoutred. 

Bru. Let us then go to victory or death. 


ACT III. 

Scene I. 

'TIBERIUS, MAMILIUS. 

Tib. Mamilius, come, I must obey my father : 
This moment hath he sent to me a message, 
Which peremptorily insists on this : 

Thou with the setting sun must go from Rome. 

Ma. 0 1 how can he presume to abrogate 
That which himself with universal Rome 
Granted to me this morning ? . . . 

Tib. He doth only 

Forbid thy longer tarrying here : ere long 
The hoarded wealth, solicited and granted. 
Shall follow thee outside the gates. Let’s go . . 
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Ma. Say, in what manner am I authorized 
To greet unhappy Aruns in thy name ? 

Tib. Tell him, . . . that he alone deserveth not 
To bo a son of Tarquin ; and that I, 

Still mindful of our friendship, feel no small 
Compassion for his fate. For him I can 
Do nothing . . . 

Ma. For thyself, thou canst do much. 

Tib . What dost thou mean ? 

Ma. That, if compassion yet 

Find an admission in thy youthful breast, 

Thou for thyself, and for thy friends, shouldst feel it. 

Tib. What sayest thou ? 

Ma. That Aruns’ pity soon 

May profit theo far more than thine will him. 

Dangers and obstacles thou secest not, 

Intoxicate with freedom : but canst thou 
'Hunk that they over can be permanent, 

These innovating, undigested plans, 

This mere ideal of a government ? 

7%. I easily believe, since thou’rt a slave, 

That freedom seems impossible to thee. 

But the unanimous consent of Borne . . . 

Ma. The genuine wishes of another Borne 
1 lave I since heard : thou dost excite my pity ; 

Thou, who with thy infatuated father 
Dost rush towards the fatal precipice. — 

But, Titus comes to join us. Ah! perchance, 

Thy brother may himself expose to thee, 

Better than I, the dubious state of things. 

Scene II, 

TITUS, MAMILIUS, TIBERIUS, 

Tit. I came in quest of thee ; fain would I speak . . . 

Tib . I cannot hear theo now. 

Ma. Immediately 

He ought to drag me forth from Borne : to this 
Your father’s absolute command compels him.— 

How much I pity you, 0 youths ! . . . 

Tib. Meanwhile 



286 


THE FIRST BRUTUS. 


[ACT III. 


Let us depart. — I presently return 
To listen to thee, Titus. 

Tit. And this man, 

What would he say? 

Ma. Let us depart : perchance 

I may, as we proceed, communicate 
That which thy brother now would toll thee. 

Tit . Stop. 

To learn from thee . . . 

Ma. More than thou know'st, I’ll tell thee. 

It all depends on me : I can, I only, 

Deliver you from mighty perils . . . 

Tib. Tliou 

Artfully speak’st . . . 

Tit. And what depends on thee ? 

Ma. Tiherius, Titus, and your Brutus too, 

And Collatinus, and e’en Rome herself. 

Tib. Vain-glorious fool ! what sayest thou? 

Tit. I know 

The guilty hope . . . 

Ma. Hope? it is certainty. 

Already a conspiracy is form’d 
In favor of the Tarquins, and complete : 

Nor are tho’ Aquilii the sole confed’rates, 

As thou dost think, 0 Titus : with these arc 
The Martii, Octavii, and others, 

Hundreds and hundreds of patrician rank ; 

And many more, consummately esteem’d 
Among the very people . . . 

Tib. ITeav’ns ! what hear 1 ? . . . 

Tit . Tis true, too true in part ; there is in Rome 
A spirit of sedition. Numbers met 
In conference with the Aquilii : 

As friend and relative, I sought their dwelling. 

And from the meeting was alone excluded. 

A strong suspicion thence arose in me . . . 

Ma. I was conferring with the’ Aquilii, 

While thou wast thus excluded : finally, 

So strong, so certain, and so well assured 
Is the conspiracy, that I fear not 
To make it known to you. 
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Tib. Perfidious . . . 

Tit There 

Hast thou employ’d thy abject arts . . ♦ 

Ma. Hear, hear, * 

Yo sons of Brutus, that which I would say. 

Had it been my contrivance thus to form 
So quickly such a formidable plot, 

I had not been on this account perfidious. 

For the most just and elevated cause 
Of a legitimate king, had I attempted 
To turn to equity and penitence 
His subjects, to their sev’ral duties blind. 

Seduced from truth ; this too would not have been 
Perfidious. But, I neither ought, nor will, 

Tako to myself the honor of a deed, 

Which cost mo neither labor nor design. 

Scarce was the popular conventicle 
Dissolved, ere I clandestinely received 
An invitation to the secret council. 

Here with amazement was I overwhelm’d, 

Sncli and so many, and Buch ardent friends 
Of the expell’d, calumniated Tarquins 
To see united : omulously all 
They promised mo far more than I from them 
Had ventured to demand. They all agreed 
For Sextus and no other, to demand 
The punishment he merited. And Sextus 
Is culpable ; and, even more than Borne, 

His father ’gainst him is incensed ; and swears 
On him a perfect vengeance. I made known 
To them this resolution of the king ; 

Then all with one voice cried : “ Wo will lay down 
Our lives to reinstate him on the throno." 

This of the noblest and best part of Bomo, 

This was the cry. — Now ye may clearly see, 

From this account, that artifice is not 
Embosom’d in mo : I reveal the whole, 

To save you ; and, to save at the same time, 

If ho consent to it, your sire himself. 

Tib . — Since thou already know’st so much, I deem 
That it were best, till the return of Brutus, 
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Tp urge thy stay in Rome. ^ I now perceive 
Why Brutus sent so expeditiously 
The order to expel thee ; but, alas ! 

It came to me too late . . . 

Tit . Thou thinkest justly : 

Meanwhile do thou watch over him with care. 

The safest place to keep him, seems to me 
The house of the Vitellii, our cousins : 

I to the camp will fly, to expedito 
My sire’s return from thenco. 

3fa. Since I esteem’d 

Your natures courteous, I have spoken frankly ; 

Will it now please you to betray me ? Do it : 

Further, if it please Brutus to infringe 
The sacred rights of hospitality, 

Let him, in my case, do it : but already 
So far have matters gone, that benefit, 

^In consequence of aught that I may suffer, 

Cannot accrue to Brutus, or yourselves. 

Already far beyond what ye suspect 
Is the conspiracy advanced. E’en now 
Your father and his colleaguo, and the dregs 
Of the vile populace alone remain 
The nervo and sinew of rebellion’s cause. 

Go to thy father, Titus, if thou wilt ; 

The more thou dost accelerate his coming, 

So much the more dost thou accelerate 
His evil fate. — And thou, deposit me 
Quickly with the Vitellii. Far safer 
I in their custody shall be, than thou. 

Tib. What vile suspicion wouldst thou thus ? . . . 

Ufa. I speak' 

Not from suspicion, but from certainty. 

For oven the Vitellii themselves, 

The four true brothers of your mother, they, 

As much by amity to Brutus bound 
As by the ties of blood, e’en they desire 
To reinstate Tarquinius on the throne. 

Tit . 0 Heav’ns 1 . . . 

Tib . This is a lie . . . 

Ma. The scroll, in which, 
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Sign'd by themselves, the most illustrious names 
Of the conspirators are all inscribed, 

Will this, perchance, convince you ? — Look at it : 

Beneath the names of the Aquilii, 

Bead ye their four names written. 

Tib, Dreadful sight ! 

Tit, 0 Heav’ns! what will become, then, of my 
father? . . . 

Tib. 0 day of sorrow ! 0 devoted Borne ! . . . 

Ma. — Nor fondly dream ye, since this scroll I bear, * 
That the success of the conspiracy 
On my departure hangs. Clandestinely 
Already has a faithful messenger 
Of mine from Homo departed ; and to Tarquin 
Already is the project fully known. 

Tho’ Etrurians to his standard flock in numbers ; 

The pow’rful king of Clusium takes his part ; 

T&rquinii and Veii, all Etruria, 

All Borne, oxcept the consuls and yourselves. 

This scroll is written with no other purpose, 

Than to obtain the clemency of Tarquin 
In favor of the names therein inscribed. 

Surrender me, and with myself this scroll, 

Into your father’s hands : and ye perchance 
May for awhile cause your relations’ blood 
To flow in rivers ; but, or soon or late, 

Your father ye condemn to certain death : 

And Tarquin then will still bo king in Borne. 

Tit, Ah ! I too clearly did anticipate 
What now I hear. I said it to my father . . . 

Tib, Alas ! we’re driven to a fearful strait. 

What should we do? Ah ! speak . . . 

Tit, A dreadful danger 

Threatens our father . . . 

Tib . And still greater Borne . . . 

Ma. Wherefore this secret conference prolong ? 

I am prepared for all, whether ye choose 

To drag me forth from Borne, or, bound with ohains, 

To keep me there a captive : but, if love, 

True love for Borne, your father, and yourselves. 

Dwells in your bosoms, ye at once will save 
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Yourselves, your father, and your native Kome. 

All this is in your pow’r. 

Tit. How ? . . . 

Tib. What dost hope? . . . 

Ma. Add but your names with your own hands to these, 
And all will then be safe. 

Tib. 0 Heav’ns 1 shall we 

Our country and our father thus betray ? . . . 

Jlfa. Your honor and your tutelary gods, 

Your country and your father ye betray'd, 

When ye presumed against your lawful king 
Rebellious^ to rise. Yet had your fate 
Granted a happy issue to your scheme, 

Ye had, at least, some recompense obtain’d 
For this your treachery : but since ye see 
That prospect vanish’d, (I again repeat it,) 

With further perseverance ye will drag, 

And vainly drag, to dire calamity 

Your country, and your father, and yourselves. 

Tit . But, tell me ; if we add our names to these, 

Where will it lead ? to what are pledged the others ? 

Ma. To things most just. First, from the king’s own 
lips 

To hear his own defence ; to make yourselves, 

In the king s presence, judges of the late 
And dreadful crime of his most wicked son ; 

To see him punish’d : and to reinstate, 

Beneath a less harsh rule, in peace and splendor 
Your native country ... Ah ! by doing this, 

Ye both will hear yourselves beyond all others 
Hail’d as the true deliv’rers of the state ; 

Provided that ’twixt Brutus and Tarquinius 
Yo be the instruments of lasting friendship ; 

Tho only means of placing Rome in safety. 

Tit. Assuredly we might do this . , . 

Tib . Reflect . , . 

Who knows? , . . P’rhaps other means . . . 

Tit What other means 

Remain now for us ? The conspiracy 
Too pow’rful |s . . . 

Tib, I’m younger than thyself ; 
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In so important a concern I will not, 

Nor can I, part myself from thee : too much 
I’ve always loved thee : but I feel at heart 
A dreadful presage . . . 

Tit. * Yet, the night approaches, 

And neither Collatinus nor my father 
*Do I behold with their arm’d men return 
Tc Rome : his messenger already is 
To Tarquin gone : we are on all sides press’d : 

At least it now behoves us for the present 
To pacify the king ... 

Ma. 'Tis late ; resolve : 

’Tis vain this whispering apart from me. 

Whether for my advantage ye decide 
To operate, or (with more truth) for yours, 

The swiftest now' will bo the best decision. 

Resolve ; behold the scroll. Rich with such names, 

Ye’ll make mo speedily depart from Rome, 

That peace to Romo may speedily return. 

Tit. Heav’n J attest : it readeth my pure heart ; 

It knows that nothing but the good of others 
To this compels mo. 

Tib . Jloav’ns ! what art thou doing ? . . . 

Tit. Behold my name. 

Tib. — So be it, if thou wilt. — 

Behold my name, too, 0 Mamilius, sign’d. 

Ma. I go contented. 

Tit . Do thou then conduct him ; 

While I . . . 

Scene III. 

* lictous, collatinus, u'ith a number of Soldiers ; titus, 

MAMILIUS, TIBERIUS. 

Col. What do I see ? Mamilius yet 

In Rome ? 

Tib . 0 HeaVns ! . * . 

Tit . 0 inauspicious meeting ! 

Col. And ye, have ye thus kept the absolute 
And peremptory order of your father? — 

But wherefore are ye agitated thus? 

Wherefore thus mute? — Ah, Heav’n be praised! perchance 

u 2 
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I yet arrive in time. — Advance, ye lictors : 

Bo Titus and Tiberius instantly 
In fetters bound. . . 

Tit . Ah! hoar us... 

Col . Rome, ere long. 

Shall hear you, and the consul Brutus. Drag 
To their paternal dwelling the two brothers ; 

And watch them there. 

Tib . Ah, Titus ! 

Scene IV. 

OOLLATINUS, MAMILIUS, SOLDIERS. 

Col. (To the Soldiers.') And do ye 

Escort Mamilius through the gates. . . 

Ma. I camo 

Under the public faith . . . 

Col. Inviolate, 

Under the public faith, by thee deserved not, 

Thou shalt depart from hence. — Thou hearcst, Quintus. 

Scene V. 

OOLLATINUS. 

Col. When will these dread misfortunes cease > O 
Heav’ns?. . . — 

But I’m compell’d meanwhile, till Brutus comes, 

To watch o’er all things with an iron heart. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

LICTORS, BRUTUS, SOLDIERS. 

Bru. Heroic Romans, we have combated 
Enough to-day for Rome. Let ev’ry man, 

For the remainder of the half-spent night, 

To his own family repair in peace. 

And if the foe once more should have the daring 
To turn their faces to the gates of Romo, 

We to disperse them will again unite. 
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Scene II. 

COLLATINUS, BRUTUS, LICTORS, SOLDIERS. 

Col. 0 Brutus, opportunely thou returnest. 

Already, anxious at thy non-appearance, 

I quitted Borne that I might meet thee sooner. 

Bru. Late I return, but full of hope and joy. 

I found it difficult within the walls 
My heroes to collect ; they closely press'd 
A royal company in fierce attack, 

Which, at first sight, made some display of valor. 
They came from Ardea on the track of Tarquin, 

Nor did they know that he had been repulsed : 

P’rhaps in his flight he took some other road. 

Into our hands they fell ; they were already 
Broken and scatter'd all, and many slain. 

And the rest routed, ere the sun declined. 

I scarcely afterwards restrain’d my men 
Further, when night fell, from pursuing them. 

Col . I also in my sally from the walls 
Met with no mean success. I first, thou knowest, 
Descended to the plain the other way : 

Troop after troop, it was my fate to meet 
Our home-returning and disbanded army. 

Almost to the last man ; they had in Ardea 
Seceded from the standard of the tyrant. 

O what exulting and unbounded cries 

Of purest transport did the citizens 

And soldiers raise to Heav’n, when thus they met ! . . . 

Guided by me, inside the walls of Borne 

Are they assembled now ; and there they watch 

Ih her defence with eager emulation. 

Bru. Treaoh’rous Mamilius doubtless was expell’d, 
As I my sons commanded. Let us all 
Then go to brief repose ; we have, mothinks, 

Well purchased the indulgence. In the forum 
To-morrow’s dawn shall see us ; for we ought 
There, with the people, to confer at length 
On things of loftiest consequence, * 

Col. — 0 Brutus!... 

Yet stay a little while,— Command thy troops, 
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Yet- keeping under arms, to draw aside : 

I ought to speak with thee in private hero. 

Bru . And what ?. * . 

Col The interests of Rome demand it ; 

I pray thee grant mo this. . . 

Bru. In double troop, 

Wait for me at the entrance of the forum, 

Ye soldiers. — Lictors, draw asido a little. 

Col . — Ah, Brutus ! . . . Thou wilt vainly, vainly seek. 
Amid thy Lares, in this dreadful night, 

Even a transient rest. 

Bru . What wouldst thou tell me ? . . . 

0 Heav’ns ! why art thou troubled, anxious, . . . 

trembling ? . . . 

Col Trembling, yes, I for Brutus am ; for Rome ; 

For all of us. — This morning thou, 0 Brutus, 

Didst, with a kindly hand, to my profound 
And recent wound at least tho comfort give 
Of vengeance and of hope : and I, alas ! 

Am forced to give thee, as a recompense, 

A wound more fatal in thy heart, 0 Heav’ns ! . . . 

Why have I lived till now?, . . 0 desolate, 

Distracted father ! Thou art now compell’d, 

From a bereaved and miserable husband 
Tidings to hear, which in thy heart will fix 
A mortal wound ! . . . And yet, I cannot hide them . . 
Nor am I able to delay the news. 

Bru. Alas ! . . . I shudder at thy words . . . But yet 
Worse than the evil is its expectation. 

Speak. I who hitherto in servitude 

Have dragg’d a painful life, have long been used 

To tren^le always for my dearest treasures. 

Private calamities, whatever they be, 

So thjtf^he liberties of Rome bo safe, 

1 can endure to hear : speak. 

Col On thyself, 

(But too emphatically !) on thyself 
The liberties of Rome are how dependent ; 

But at a pride so vast, that I almost. . . 

0 dreadful day I ... I was tho first who gavo 
Occasion for the lofty enterprise, 
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By a hard sacrifice ; but to conclude it . . . 

0 HeaVnsK . . ’tis indispensable that Brutus 
Prepare to render to assembled Borne 

A cruel, fierce, unparalleled example 
Of desp’rate fortitude. — Amid thy Lares, 

(Wouldst thou believe it ?) thou liv’st not in safety. 

A potent, num’rous, fierce conspiracy 
In Borne now rages. 

Bn*. I suspected it, 

In hearing of the strenuous cabals 
Of that vile wretch Maudlins ; and in haste 

1 expedited to Tiberius hence 

Orders express, before the hour of three, 

To make him quit the city. 

Col . • When the sun 

Down to the western hills had well-nigh sunk, 

1 found Mamilius still had linger’d here 
With both thy sons. — It grieves me to repeat it ; 

But ’tis too true ; and thou wort ill obey’d. 

Bru. 0 what a conflict dost thou raise in me 
Of fear and indignation ! . . . 

Col . Wretched Brutus ! . . . 

What wilt thou feel when the conspiracy 
To thee I publish ? . . . and whon tliou shalt hear 
The names of the conspirators ? . . . Then, first, 

Among a number of thy nearest friends 

And relatives, first the Vitellii 

Are part and parcel of the troachery . . . 

Bru. Alas ! the brothers of my wife ?. . . 

Col. Who knows, 

If also she be not seduced by them ? 

And, . . . then . . . thy sons . . . themselveB ? . . . m 
Byu. * What do I 

hear?. • • ^ 

0 Heav’ns I my blood in ev’ry vein doth freeze t . . . 

My sons, conspirators? ... It cannot be ! ... 

Col. 0 Brutus ! . . . were it otherwise ! — And I, * 

Atfirst, would not believe it afterwards 
My egjpes competed metoimplieit faith. — 4 
This ie * paper fatal toour peace 
Bead it. 

Bru. . . . My trembling heart is chill'd with fear* 
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What do I her© behold ? Name after name, 

In their own hand : first the Aqnilii, 

Then the Vitellii ; and Martii ; , 

And others after others ; . , . and, at last, • . ^ 

Titus ! Tiberius ! . . . Ah ! this enough’. . . 

No more ; . . . I've seen too much. — Unhappy Brutus ! - - 
Thou art no moro a father . . . — But, thou’rt yet > 
Consul, no less than citizen, of Rome. — 

Lietors, ho ! Titus, and Tiborius, quick, 

Let them be brought before mo. 

Col . Ah ! 0 Brutffts, 

It had been better hadst thou suffer’d me 
To die alone . . . 

Bru. How fell into thy hands » 

This dreadful paper? 

Col . I myself beheld it, 

Though swiftly he conceal’d it, in the hands 
Of infamous Mamilius I beheld it : 


Thence I, in his expulsion from tho city, 
Constrain’d him to surrender it. Meanwhile, 
In thy own dwelling, to a faithful guard, 
Thy sons had I committed ; in an instant 
’Gainst ev’ry accident had T provided : 

And now, I hope that all these machinations 
Will bo completely bafil^d. Happily, 

I was inform’d of them in timo ; and Jove, 

In his compassion, certainly ordain’d 
That such a fearful mystery to me, k 

Mo, not a father, should be first divulged. * 

1 tell this to thee, trembling and with teats : 
But yet ’tis fit that I reveal it to thee, 


Ere to thy dwelling thou . . , 

Bru. No other dx$l$fcg 

Except the forum and thotoafab^i^in^tl^ ' 

For wretched Brutus.— ’Tis m * 
To give, ere dealiCto Brutus, life to 
h Col . My heart thou rendest. Thy excessive j 
Makes me almost insensibtk to. mine . 

But, who can toll ? . 


to jyfte: 


May vindicate themselVes . . 

I have not yet of this conspiracy* 1 
Spoken to any one, except thyself : 


t^emth; 
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*, during this approaching night, 

Shall evcnfcuit his dwelling : all the people 
I hate by (mp-break summon’d to the forum . . . 

jBrw. Amtll the people, by to-morrow’s dawn, 
The real truth, whate’er that truth may bo, 
jShal^from my lips receive. 

I hear, mothinks, 
ftps of the unhappy youths . . . 

My sons f . . 
ffech^thls morning deem’d them ; foes to me 
* ®atfe they become, and traitors to their country 9 , 


¥t 


•i£v 


ScE«E III. 

txios^tibfrius, among Lictors ; brutus, tOLLAnvus. 
Bm . Let ov’ry man retire . do yo alone 
..Advance, 

Zf t. Ah, father ! . . . 

I of Borne am consul. — 
you if yo are citizens 
1 OfKptne. 

, 'Jw. Wo are; and sons of Brutus yet . . . 
r 1 And wo will prove it. if tho consul deign 
to hear us. 

CoL At their gestures, at their words, 

I feel afy heart transpierced. 

, * Bru. — This is a scroll, 

Whiph the perfidious wretch Mamilius bore 
To the ptofioribed-Tarquinii. Upon it, 

With many othfer names, are yours inscribed, 
ife to your country, then, are traitors, now 
No more the sons of Brutus ; but the eons 
Of infaipotts eJttdrtriatedtyrahfeJ » 

Tit. ’Turtle (t$tfe£gtte I) that I first added there 
, 'Neath many <$tber n6We names, my namft ; 

’ And his, W. brother afterward, inscribed, 

SSSS&C &t '?*’ 

JKh. „ 
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Tib . Yot I, perplex’d, confounded, 

Knew not what other counsel to propose : 

And it seem’d indispensable to us 
To save, at all ovents, our sire betray’d. 

Mainilius had so artfully entwined 
Falsehood and truth, that we, caught by his arts, 

Deeming our father by all men abandon’d, 

Were inadvertently ourselves constrain’d 
Thus to betray him, by our too great love. 

Ah ! if we’re criminal, alike have wo 
Incittr’d the punishment annex’d to guilt : 

But the sole punishment wo apprehend, 

The solo insufferable punishment, 

(Paternal hatred,) we call Ileav’n to witness, 

And swear, that neither of us merit this. 

Bru. 0 infamy 1 and have ye promised then 
To reinstate, with these confed’rate traitors. 

The banish’d tyrant ? 

Tit . I, by signing, hoped 

To render Tarquin merciful to thee . . . 

Bru. To Brutus ? Tarquin merciful to Brutus ? — 

And oven were it thus ; perfidious one, 

Sliouldst thou betray thy country e’en for me ? 

Did ye not both erowhile, lx>th swear with me. 

Bather to die than over to submit, 

Let him he who ho may, to any king ? 

Tit. This I deny not, no . . . 

Bru. Then yo are both 

Perjured and traitors ... In this paper yo 
Have sign’d at once your own death ; • • • and your 
father’s ! . . . 

Tib. Thou woepest, father? ... If paternal tears, 
Moist’ning the eyelids of the judge severe, 

Attest at least that altogether we 
Are not unworthy of thy tenderness, 

Wo die exulting for the sake of Borne. 

Tit. But, though mistaken, Titus noithor was 
Or vile or criminal ... ^ 

Bru. p sons! 0 sons ! . . . 

— Why do I call you sons ? ye are my first, 

Ye ate my sole dishonor. At the cost 
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Both of his glory and his liberty, 

Ye, ye would purchase for your wretched father 
A despicable life? ye would reduce me 
To pine with you in double slavery, 

Then when ’twas in your pow’r to go with me, 

Free and unshackled, to a noble death ?' 

And, to achieve an enterprise so base, 

Ye became traitors to your rising country ? 

To honor deaf ? and perjured to the gods ? — 

And let me grant that 1 had been to-day * 

Deserted and betray’d by evry Koman ; 

That, following your example, I had stoop’d 
The pity of the tyrant to implore ; 

Ah, fools ! yet more, far more than guilty, fools ! 
Thought ye, that in the heart of an expell’d 
Vile tyrant, aught could possibly take root, 

Savo a fierce thirst for vengeance and for blood ? 

To an opprobrious, ling’ring, certain death, 

Did ye, to save him, now reserve your father. 

Tit. Fear, I confess, in reading in that scroll 
So many, and so many potent names, 

My breast invaded, and made me esteem 
The lofty enterprise impossible. 

Already (as thou know’st), although my heart 
Wish’d its success, I thought it difficult, 

And in itself both perilous and doubtful. 

Hence, when I saw the aspect of events 
In such a short space absolutely change ; 

Saw to the king the citizens return, 

And those the most illustrious, in a orowd ; 

I fear’d for Bomo, where much blood, and in vain, 

Ahd first of all thy blood, was doom’d to run. 

A hope sprung in my heart, that, if our names 
Were added to the names already written, 

Thus, by our means, our father might at least 
Be rescued from the vengeance of the king : 

And this to us Mamilius craftily 
Promised in many words. 

Bru. What hast thou done ? 

What hast thou done ? 0 Hoav’ns !— Ah, at that time 
Thou wert a citizen of Borne no longer ; 
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Since thou for me betrayedst Borne . . . Nor then 
Wert thou a son of Brutus, since his honor 
Thou Boldest at the price of servitude. 

Tib. Ah ! father, do not wreak on him alone 
Thy just disdain ; I equally deserve it. 

I also fear’d for thee, I must confess it ; 

Wo loved our father better than our country : 

Yes, father, this alone was our offenco. 

Col . Ah, wretched youths ! . . . 0 wretched fathor ! . . . 
Bru. Yes, 

Ye Were indeed more than the sons of Rome, 

The sons of Brutus ! Brought up as ye were 
In abject slav’ry, I indeed, constrain’d 
By the complexion of the times to cheat you, 

With lofty and invigorating thoughts 
I could not nourish you, as it behoved 
A citizen and parent. . .0 my sons, 

I for your error seek no other cause. 

Myself, myself alone I blame for this, 

My silence and my former servitude ; 

And, though assumed, my very fear itself, 

Which taught you also to be apprehensive. 

Ah ! pity in my bosom is not mute ; . . . 

But, m a more authoritative voice, 

Tremondous justice to my conscience cries ; 

And Rome now rightfully lays olaim to it. — 

My sons, beloved sons, I am, alas ! 

More wretchod far than ye. . . Ah why, 0 Heav’ns ! 

Since in your free arbitrament it lay 
Rome to betray, or doom your sire to death ; 

Wherefore did ye forget, that to avert 
From Brutus infamy (his sole true death) 

A sword was all sufficient ? And he had one ; 

This his sons knew : and how, when they knew this, 
Could they one moment tremblo for their father ? 

Col. Ah ! for awhile, 0 Brutus, somewhat calm 
Thy grief and indignation : yet, who knows?. . . 

To save them p’rhaps. . . 

Tit. Ah ! ye would wish in vain 

To save me now : I could no longer live ; 

I’ve lost my sire’s esteem, perchance his love. . , 
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Ah ! ’tis not possible for me to live. 

But let my sad example now excuse 

My guiltless younger brother ; save him, father. . . 

Tib. Immense, O father, is our guilt ; but we 
Alike are guilty ; and thou art not just, 

If thou on us an equal punishment 
Inflictcst not. Perchance expressly now 
The heav’nly genius tutelar of Borne 
Decrees to liberty a lasting basis 
In our severe example. 

Bru . 0 my sons ! . . . 

Ah ! let this now suffice . . . Your excellent, 

Sublime, immortalizing pchitenco 

Tears as by piecemeal my distraoted heart . . . 

Alas ! e’en yet I am, e’en yet a father, 

Mo™ than a consul . . . Through my ev’ry vein 
I feel a horrid chillness creep . . . Ah ! all, 

Yes, all my blood will, for my country*s sake. 

Ere long be Bhed . . . To re-establiBh Borne, 

The last blood indispensable is mine : 

Provided that my country I enfranchise, 

I swear, 0 sons, that I will not one day 
Survive your loss. — Let me, for the last time, 

Beloved children, clasp you to my breast ; . . . 

Still can I do it . . . Tears, alas ! forbid . . . 

My further utt’rance . . . Fare ye well, . . . my sons. — 
Consul of Borne, I give thee back the scroll. 

A sacred duty wills that on the morrow 
Thou shalt present it to assembled Borne. 

Moanwhile the guilty to thy custody 
Bemain committed. I will also come, 

At early dawn, to meet thee in the forum. — 

I cannot longer now endure the presence 
Of such an agonizing spectacle. 

Scene IV. 

COLLATINUS, TITUS, TIBERIUS, LICTORS. 

Col . Fatal necessity. 

Tit. Unhappy father ! . . . 

Tib. Provided Borne be saved 1 • . . 

Col. 


All follow me. 
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ACT y. 

Scene I. 

PEOPLE, VALERIUS, SENATORS, PATRICIANS, all Seated . 
collatinus and brutus in the rostrum . 

Col. Romans, to you tho sun of yesterday 
Triumphantly and joyfully arose ; 

When, at this hour exactly, from yourselves 
The earliest cries of liberty resounded 
Through the wide air : I, in my grief absorb’d, 

Meanwhile stood mute. But on this dreadful day 

A part cpiite different, alas ! on me 

Fate has devolved, since, with the noble Brutus, 

Ye have been pleased to choose me for your consul. — 

All swore, (I hope ye recollect it well,) 

All of you, in the forum, yesterday, 

Sw'ore to the gods, that, sooner than return 
? To the vile yoke of monarchs, ye would die. 

And not alone the execrable Tarquins, 

But ev’ry man that dared to mako himself 
Superior to tho laws, by this your oath 
Exprossly was proscribed. — Would ye believe it? 

I, in your presence, must unhappily, 

’Mong tho most potent noble citizens, 

Many impeach, as infamous and perjured, 

Who have, ’gainst Romo and ’gainst themselves, (to* 
much so !) 

Boen plotting for the king. 

People . What ? For tho king ? 

Who are thoy ? Who are tho flagitious traitors, 

Unworthy to bo Romans ? Quickly name them ; 

We will that all bo slain . . . 

Col Ah I . . . who can toll, 

P’rhaps, . . . when ye hear the names? . . . When I attempt 
To utter thorn, I tremble . . . And far more 
Shall I implore from you your clemenoy 
Than y6ur stem justice. Almost all of these 
Are youihs : they have not, from their unripe age, 

Yet feltf tho ills, so countless and so bitter, 
servitude : the greater part, 
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Effeminate through indolence, brought up 
In a corrupted court’s pestif ’roua shade, 

Have only tasted tyranny’s sweet bait, 

And nothing know of its atrocious poison. 

People. Whoever they may be, they’re traitors, pet'* 
jured ; 

Compassion they deserve not ; let them perish : 

As the corrupt and putrifying members 
Of a new city, liberty decrees 

That they be first lopp’d off. — Their names. Lot’s hear 
them . . . 

Va . And we, although too thoroughly convinced 
That this disgrace (their permanent dishonor) 

To the patrician tribe belongs, yet now 

Wo with the poople emulously seek 

To know the culprits’ names. — 0 noble poople, 

For high achievements born ! 0 happy ye ! 

Ye only did sustain the tyrant’s yoke ; 

But to the coveted impediment 
Of fetters well deserved, in us wore join’d. 

Debased patricians, their disgrace and shame. 

We, nearer to the tyrant ; more enslaved, 

And less regrotting slavery, than you ; 

We thence assuredly more worthy of it ; 

I feel the presage ; yes, we, we have been 
The first in perjury. — 0 Collatinus, 

Both in the namo of senate and patricians, 

I ask it of theo ; whosoe’er they bo, 

Divulge the criminals. Home should to-day 
By noble proofs recall what fierce and burning 
Longing for honor now pervades us all. 

• People . 0 worthy ye of better fate ! . . . May Ileav’n 
Grant, that the few to servitude soduced, 

Neither plebeian nor patrician names 
Henceforward bear ! The trait’rous and the perjured 
Cease to bo Romans. 

Col . Many are the guilty : 

But diff’rent their degrees of guilt. There are 
Among them those who servitude abhor ; 

And who have elevated courteous hearts ; 

But in a thousand ways assail’d, entrapp’d, 

By base Mamilius ... 
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People . Where is now the villain? 

0 rage I where is he? . . . 

Col. Ero the night had fallen, 

From Borne I banish’d him : the sacred rights 
W hospitality required his safety, 

Though he were culpable. Religiously 
The citizens of Rome each right observe : 

Faith is the basis of our sacred freedom. 

People. In truth, thou hast done well from our first 
rage 

To wrest him : justice thus is not by us 
Attainted. We shall have, in fair array, 

The deities and virtue with us listed : 

But round the banners of the wicked tyrants 
Shall ever hover treachery and baseness, 

And the just wrath of Heav’n . . . 

Va. But shall we give them, 

That so they may avail themselves of it 
To injure Romo, their vitiating wealth ? 

Far more than steel, gold in the tyrant’s hands 
We’ve reason now to deprecate. 

People . ’Tis true ; 

We will not to their baseness lend such arms : 

But shall we therefore take the goods of others ? 

What boots to us, who in our hands have swords, 

And at our breasts a mail of liborty, 

What boots to us the ministry of gold ? . . . 

Va. Let it be burn’d ; let all the tyrant’s wealth 
Be burn’d ; or to the wators of the Tiber 
Committed . . . 

People. And with these eternally 
May their remembrance perish . . . 

Fa. Likewise perish 

All recollection of our servitude. 

Col . — Magnanimous, and worthy of yourselves, 

Is the decision ; your decree in this 
Shall quickly be fulfill’d. 

People. Yes : but meanwhile, 

The names of the conspirators divulge, 

And the conspiracy. 

Col. ... 0 Heav’ns ! • . . I tremble 

In undertaking such a cruel office . . . 
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People . And Brutus stands immovable and silent? . . . 
He seems to have his eyes suffused with tears ; 

Though shedding none ; and fierce his downcast looks 
He fixes on the earth. — 0 Collatinus, 

Do thou, then, quickly speak. 

Col ... 0 Heav’ns ! . . . 

Va. But what 

Then ails thee? The deliverer of Rome, 

The husband of Lucretia, and our consul, 

Art thou not, Collatinus ? Canst thou be 

The traitors’ friend? and canst thou feel compassion 

Tow’rds those who for their country felt it not? 

Col. — When ye shall hear mo speak, those very pangs 
Which tear my heart and paralyse my tongue 
Will speedily assail you : weeping, mute, 

Alarm’d, with pity and amazement stricken, 

Already I behold you. — To the king 
Mamilius went, the bearer of this scroll : 

T caused it to be taken from his hands. 

Ere lie from Romo departed : and the traitor 
Confess’d, affrighted, that the citizens 
Herein inscribed had sworn, the following night 
To open to the king the gates of Rome . . . 

People. 0 treason ! Let the guilty perish . . . 

Va. Death 

Were a light punishment for such a crime. 

Col. The fatal paper let Valerius read 
To you assembled. See it ; take it : ... I 
Cannot pronounce these names. 

Va. What do I see ?. . . 

0 execrable list l . . . With his own hand 

Esfch one his name has written?. . . — Romans, hear. — } 

Aquilius the sire, and his six sons, 

Head the conspiracy : they first are written. 

0 Heav’ns I . . . 

Col. . . . When shown the paper was to each. 

They all confess’d it : they are now in chains ; 

And yo will see them dragg’d, ere long, before you. 

Va. ... Alas ! . . . There follow. . . 

People . Who doth follow? Speak. 

x 


VOL. II. 
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Fa. . . . Alas ! ... It is incredible. I read . . . 

Four names ... 

People . Whose names ? proceed . . . 

Fa. They are the brothers 

Of Brutus* wife . . . 

People . Ileav’ns ! The Vitellii ? 

Col. Alas ! . . . soon will ye hear far other names. 

And in your presence, .one by one, ere long . . . 

Va. Why* name them one by one ? The Martii 
I read, Octavii, and Fabii, 

And many, many more ; alas ! . . . Tho last 
Make e’en my hair to stand on end with horror . . . 

Yes . . . from my hands ... at such a sight as this . . . 

The paper falls . . . 

People . Who can they be ? 

Va. 0 Heav’ns ! . . . 

No . . . ne’er will ye believe . . . 

( Universal silence.) 

Bru. — The names last written, 

Were Titus and Tiberius. 

People. What ! Thy sons ? . . . 

Unhappy father ! Inauspicious day ! . . . 

Bru. 0 day, to you auspicious ! Brutus knows 
No other sons but Roman citizens ; 

And these are such no longer. Yesterday 
I swore for Romo’s sake all my bloorl to shed ; 

This oath I’m ready, and at ev’ry risk, 

To-day to consummate . . . 

People , Ah wretchod father ! . . . 

( Universal silence .) 

Bru . — But what? with horror stupefied, and dumb, 

Do I see universal Some ? — for Brutus 
Does ev’ry individual tremble here ? — 

But say : whom does the fiercest peril menace, 

Brutus or Romo? Each man who hears my voioe 
Wills beyond all things, or he ought to will, 

To render Rome secure, and free, and great ; 

Whate’er the consequence, he ought to will it. 

Chains are in store for us, and cruel slaughter ; 

For Rome her consul trembles ; hence her people 
Cannot now tremble for a single father. 
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The soft affections, and the gush of tears, 

(That in the forum from a Roman eye 

Can never start, save when they’re shed for Rome,) 

Thoso#oft affections and that gush of tears, 

In the profound recesses of our hearts 
Are now suppress’d. — I first should show to you 
(Thus destiny ordains) what permanent 
And lofty base ’tis indispensable 
For us to give to an eternal city. — 

Lictors, ml vance ; and let the criminals 
Be quickly dragg’d in chains into the forum. — 

Now thou’rt the only, the true king of Rome, 

People of Mars. Thy majesty by these 
Hath been offended ; signal punishment 
Is now their duo ; and the avenging thee 
Derives upon the consuls . . , 1 

Scene II. 

Brutus and Collatin' us in the rostrum . Valerius, People, 
Senators, Patricians. The Conspirators all in chains among 
the Lictors ; the last of these Titus and Tiberius. 

People. Ah ! how many, 

How many may the traitors be ? ... 0 Heav’ns ! 

Behold the sons of Brutus ! 

Col. Ah I ... I cannot 

Longer restrain my tears. . . 

Bru, — A noble day, 

A noble day is this : and evermore 
Will be a memorable one for Rome. — 

0 yc, so villanously base, who dared 
Ytiur scarcely-born true country to botray ; 

Behold ye all before assembled Rome. 

Let each of you, if it be possible, 

Defend himself before her. — All are silent ? — 

Rome and the consuls ask of you yourselves, 

Whether to you, convicted criminals, 

The punishment of death be due ? — 

( Universal silence,) 

Bru . —To death 

1 Brutus is silent in seeing the lictors return with the conspirators. 
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Then all of you are rightfully condemn’d. 

The people’s majesty, with one consent, 

Pronounces the irrevocable sentence. 

Why should we longor tarry ? — 

( Universal silence .) 

0 ! my colleague 

Weeps, and is silent ?. . .silent is the senate ?. . . 

Silent the citizens ? — 

People. 0 fatal moment ! . . . 

Yet just and necessary is their death. 

Tit. One innocent- alone, amongst us all, 

Now dies : and this is he. 

People . 0 pity ! See, 

Ho of his brother speaks. 

Tib. Believe him not : 

Or we are equally both innocent, 

Or equally transgressors : in the paper 
My name is written next to his. 

Bru. Not one 

WTiose name is written in that fatal scroll 
Can be call’d innocent. Some may, perchance, 

Have been less culpable in their intent ; 

But only to the gods our thoughts are known ; 

And it would be an arbitrary judgment, 

And thence unjust, the guilty to absolve, 

As to condemn them from the inference 
Drawn from profess’d intention. It would bo 
A spurious judgment ; such as kings assume : 

Not such as by a just and simple people 
Is held in rov’rence : people who alone 
To the tremendous sacred laws submit ; 

And who, save of the letter of those laws, 

In their decrees, of nought avail themselves. 

Col. . . . Homans, ’tis true that those unhappy youths 
Were with the rest of the conspirators 
Involved ; but then they were solicited, 

Deluded, tamper’d with, and led astray 
Into grave eiror by the base Mamilius. 

He made them think that all was in the power 
Of the Tarquinii : and thence their names 
( Would ye believe it?) also they subscribed 
Only to save their sire from death. . . 
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People, 0 Heav’ns !. . . 

And is this true indeed? We then should save 
These two alone. . . 

Bru * Alas ! what hear I ?. . .ah I 

Is this the people’s voice ? Just, free, and strong, 

Ye now would make yourselves, and how ? would ye 
Lay, as the base of such an edifice, 

A partial application of your laws ? 

That I, a fatner, might not weep, would yo 
Now make so many other citizens, 

Sons, brothers, fathers, weep ? to the keen axe, 

Which they have merited, shall now so many, 

So many others yield their passive necks ; 

And shall two culprits only be exempt 
Prom this, because they seem not what they are? 
They were the consul’s sons, although in deeds 
They were not so : ’mongst the conspirators 
With their own hand were they enroll’d : or all, 

Or none of them should dio. Absolve them all, 

And straightway ruin Rome ; save two alone, 

And it will be unjust, if so it seem. 

Now, with compassion, rather than with justice, 

Hath Collatinus these two youths defended, 

Asserting that they wish’d to save their father : 
Frhaps this was true ; but p’rhaps the others wish’d, 
Their fathers somo, their brothers some, and some 
Their sons to save ; and not on this account 
Are they less guilty, since they rather chose 
To sacrifice their country, than their friends. — 

The father in his heart may weep for this ; 

But in the first placo should the genuine consul 
Secure the safety of his native city : . . . 

And then may he, by mighty grief o’erwhelm’d, 

Fall lifeless on the bodies of his sons. — 

Ye will behold, ere many hours are past, 

To what excess of danger, by these men, 

Ye have boon brought : reciprocally strong 
Tb make ourselves, inflexible in freedom, * 

Is an example indispensable, 

Ever to be remember’d : harsh, but just. — 

Depart, 0 lictors : be the culprits all 
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Bound to the pillars ; let the axe descend 
Upon them. — I have not a heart of steel. . . l 
Ah ! CollatinuB, ’tis the time for thee 
To pity mo : perform for me the rest. 2 

People. 0 cruel sight ! . . . The wretched father dares 
Not look at them . . . And yet, their death is just. 

Bru. — The punishment approaches. — The delinquents 
Have heard the sentonce of the consul . . . Now, 

Think on the pangs of the distracted father. . . 

Bach cleaving axe already gleams on high . . . 

0 Heav’ns 1 my very heart is ront in twain. . . 

1 needs must in my mantle veil my eyes. . . 

Ah ! this may to the father granted be . . . 

But ye, fix ye on them your eyos : now Rome 
Free and eternal rises from that blood. 

Col. O superhuman strength ! . . . 

Va. Of Rome is Brutus 

Father and god . . . 

People. The god of Romo . . . 

Bru. I am 

The most unhappy man that ever lived. 3 

1 Brutus sinks on his seat, and turns his eyes from the spectacle. 

1 Collatinus sees the conspirators disposed in order, and bound to the 
stake. 

3 The curtain fall?, while the lictors stand ready to strike the con- 
spirators. 
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MYRRHA. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

Myrrh A was the daughter and only child of Cinyras, king 
of C> prus, and his wife Cenchreis (called by Alfieri Cccris). 
These three, with Eurycleia, her old nurse and faithful 
attendant, and Pereus, heir to the throne of Epirus, to 
whom she is engaged to be married, form the dramatis per- 
sonae. The scene is laid just before the intended wedding. 

The play opens with Cecris lamenting to Eurycleia the 
unaccountable misery of Myrrha, at a time when her 
engagement to Pereus, a prince in every way admirable, 
ought to fill her with happiness. Eurycleia, who sees 
more of her than any one, gives her mother a lamentable 
account of the agonies she is suffering, which make her 
suppose that she cannot love Pereus, although she is sure 
that thero is no ono olso on whom her affections can b© 
fixed. Cinyras next tells his wife that, whatever may be 
the consequences, he will never compel Myrrha to marry 
against her will, and desires her to inform Myrrha of this. 

• In the second Act, Cinyras sends for Pereus, whom he 
entirely approves as his son-in-law, and asks him if he 
thinks that Myrrha really returns his love. Pereus de- 
scribes her strange and irresolute conduct, now desiring 
the marriage to be hastened on, and now to be postponed, 
without assigning any reason. He says that if she does 
not love him, he will abandon his claim to her rather than 
see her unhappy. A meeting now takes place between 
him and Myrrha. She continues the same vacillating con- 
duct, but vows that in any case she will marry no one but 
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liim* and ends by requiring the wedding to take place 
immediately, as arranged, but on the understanding that 
they loave the country for ever the next day. When alone 
with Eurycleia, the latter tells her that she had been to 
the altar of Venus to implore her pity on Myrrha, but 
that the goddess had angrily rejected her vows and mo- 
tioned her to leave the teinplo. Myrrha announces that 
she persists in her purpose, but that she expects to die 
directly afterwards. 

The father and mother have now a joint interview with 
Myrrha. She recounts the anguish she continues to suffer, 
but admits the great merits of Percus, and obtains thoir 
consent to her leaving Cyprus the day after the marriage. 
She then retires to prepare for tho approaching solemnity. 
Cecris then confesses to Cinyras that, intoxicated with 
happiness at possessing such a husband and daughter, she 
had once ventured to insult Venus by refusing to offer 
incense to her, and had boasted that Myrrha’s beauty 
attracted more votaries to Cyprus than the worship of 
Venus hersolf ; and that from that day an entire change 
had come over Myrrha. Cinyras feels that her only 
safety lies now in leaving Cyprus forthwith. They tell 
Pereus of their consent to this immediate departure, and 
he expresses apprehension at her resolve, but they reassure 
him. 

The fourth Act opens with Myrrha telling Eurycleia 
that she is ready for the ceremony, and regretting that she 
cannot take her away with her. Perous comes, and she 
assures him of her readiness to live happily with him and 
look upon him as her deliverer from her troubles. The 
preparations for the rites now begin, and the priests and 
choruses enter. The latter chant various hymns, in the 
midst of which Myrrha is seized with an attack of frenzy, 
and announces that the Furies have taken possession of her. 
In tho midst of the general horror, Pereus announces that 
their union is at an end, and rushes off in despair. Cinyras 
reproaches his daughter for her conduct. When alone 
with her mother, Myrrha accuses her of being the cause 
of all her wretchedness by bringing her into the world, 
but can give no coherent account of her behaviour. 

Cinyras, at the commencement of the fifth Act, laments 
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over the death of Pereus, -which he had just discovered. 
Myrrha enters, and he tells her the sad story of Pereus 
having killed himself immediately after his departure from 
them, and informs his daughter that he is satisfied that 
she is in love with some one else, and that, whoever it may 
bo, he will, for the- sake of her happiness, consent to her 
union with him. She makes only confused replies, and at 
last, when hard-pressed by him, drops words which reveal 
to him the dreadful fact that it is with himself that she 
is in lovo. The confession has scarcely escaped her lips, 
when she seizes her father’s dagger and inflicts a mortal 
wound on herself. Her mother and Eurycloia enter, only 
to learn the sad story from the lips of Cinyras. Myrrha 
dies, lamenting that Eurycleia had not given her a sword 
in time to have prevented her confession to her father. 


The story of Myrrha (who is also known as Smyrna) is 
to ho found in Ovid in a much more repulsive form than 
that given by Alfieri. In the old legend, Myrrha was 
changed into a tree, after fleoing to the forest, and became 
tho mother of Adonis. Hyginus (Fab.) says, like Alfieri, 
that her unhappy love for her father was a punishment 
for her mother Cenchreis having insultod Venus in the 
manner described in this play. Schlegel says that “ Myrrha 
is a perilous attempt to treat with propriety a subject 
equally revolting to the senses and the feelings.” Arteaga, 
the Spanish writer of a work on the Italian stage, criticises 
this play severely. Sismondi dismisses it without notice 
in a single lino. 

Alfieri himself, however, had a high opinion of this 
tragedy. Ho says in his Life (Epoch iv. c. 14), “I hap- 
pened to come across (in 1784), in Ovid’s Metamorphoses , 
that very warm and truly divine allocution of Myrrha to 
her nurse. It mado mo burst into tears, and the idea of 
making a tragedy of it flashed across my mind,” He 
thought that by making such modifications in the original 
story as “ might bring it within the confines of our 
customs,” he might produce the same effect on the spec- 
tators as the pathetic description of Ovid had produced on 
himself. He was muoh ploased with his personification of 
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Myrrha herself, though he had some doubts as to the scene 
in Act IV., where, impelled by her furious passion and 
entirely beside herself, she insults her own mother. 
Cinyras he describes as “a perfect father and a most per- 
fect ting”; Pereus is “an excellent prince,** though he 
fears that he may not be very successful in drawing his 
and similar characters of tender lovers ; Cecris is an excel- 
lent mother, but he confesses that on the whole she was 
“ somewhat of a mamma and a chatterbox.” Lastly, Eury- 
cleia is also “ an excellent person, of extreme simplicity, 
and in no respect sublime.** Unlike Ovid, Alfieri does not 
make her the confidante of Myrrha in respect of her un- 
happy love, “ in order that he might thus savo the virtue 
of Eurycloia and prolong the innocence of Myrrha.*’ 

On the whole, he thought that this tragedy would pro- 
duce a great effect on the stage. 

The reason for Myrrha occupying this rather peculiar 
position between the two Brutuses will be seon on referring 
to the notes respecting the following tragedy. 



DEDICATION 


TO THE NOBLE LADY 

THE COUNTESS LOUISA STOLBERG 

OF ALBANY . 1 


Sometimes regretting that thy gentle name 
Is yet suppress’d hy me, in front of these 
To thee too-oft repeated tragedies. 

Whence I of folly p’rhaps shall reap the blame; 

Now would I grace with thee the one whoso frame 
The least displeases thee : though all my ease, 
Though all the pleasure which gave pow’r to please, 
From thee, sole source of inspiration, came. 

The at once innocent and dreadful love 

Of the unhappy maid from Cinyras sprung, 

Always caused tears from thy bright eyes to flow : 
These tears imperiously my lxjsom move 
To consecrate to thee, (who heard’st it sung 
With sympathetic feeling,) Myrrha’s woe. 

Vittorio Alfieri. 


1 See also the Dedication of Akestis II. {post). 




MYRRHA. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 


ClNVRAS. 
Cecris, 
Myrrh a. 
Peeusus. 


Etjrycjleia. 

Chows. 

Priests. 

People. 


Scene. — The Palace in Cyprus, 


ACT L 
Scene I. 

CECRIS, EUUYCLEIA. 

Ce. Come, faithful Eurycleia : now the dawn 
Scarce glimmers ; and to mo so soon as this 
My royal consort is not wont to come. 

Now, thou canst tell me all that thou dost know 
Of* our afflicted daughter. Even now 
Thy troubled face, and thy half-stifled sighs. 
Announce to me . • . 

Eu. O queen ! . . . Unhappy Myrrlia 

Drags on a life far worse than any death. 

I dare not to the monarch represent 

Her dreadful state : the troubles of a maiden 

III could a father understand ; thou canst, 

A mother. Hence to thee I come ; and pray 
That thou wilt hear me. 
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Ce . It is true, that I 

For a long time have seen the lustre languish 
Of her rare beauty : obstinate and mute, 

A mortal melancholy dimB in her 
That fascinating look : and, could she woep ! . . . 
But, when with me, she's silont ; and her eyes 
"With tears are pregnant, though for over dry. 

In vain do I embrace her ; and in vain 
Request, entreat her, to divulge her grief : 

Her sorrow she denies ; while day by day 
I see hor by her grief consumed. 

Eu. A daughter 

To you is she by blood ; to me, by love ; 

Thou knowest that I brought her up : and I 
Exist in her alone ; and almost half 
Of the fourth lustre is already spent, 

Since ev’ry day I've clasp’d her to my breast 
In my fond arms . . . And now, can it be true, 
That e'en to mo, to whom she was accustom’d 
From earliest childhood to divulge each thought, 
That e'en to me she now appears reserved ? 

And if I speak to her of her distress, 

To me too she denies it, and insists. 

And seems displeased with me . . . But yet she oft, 
Spite of herself, bursts into tears before me. 

Ce. Such sadness, in a bosom still so young, 

At first I deem’d to be the consequence 
Of the irresolution which she felt, 

In the oft-urgod selection of a spouse. 

The most illustrious, pow’rful potentates 

Of Greece and Asia, all in rivalry 

From the wide-spreading rumor of her beauty, 

To Cyprus flock’d : and, as respected us, 

She was the perfect mistress of her choice. 

These various impulses, unknown, discordant, 
Might in a youthful bosom well excite 
No slight disturbance. She his valor praised 
In one ; his courteous maimers in another : 

This with a larger kingdom was endow’d ; 

In that were majesty 'and comeliness 
Blended consummately : and he who caught 
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Hor eyes the most, she fear’d perchance the least 
Might gratify her father. Thoroughly 
I, as a mother and a woman, know 
What conflicts, in the young unpractised hearts 
Of timid virgins, might be well excited 
By such uncertainty. But, when by Pereus, 

Heir of Epirus, ev’ry doubt seem’d banish’d ; 

To whom, for pow’r, nobility, and youth, 

Valor, and comeliness, and sense, not one 
Could be compared ; then, when the lofty choice 
Of Myrrha gave such pleasure to us all ; 

When she, on this account, ought to exult 
With self-congratulation ; w r e behold 
The storm more furiously arise within her. 

And more insufferable agonies 

Consume her cv’ry day ! ... At such a sight, 

1 feel my heart as if asunder torn. 

Eu. Ah, had she never made that fatal choice ! 

From that day forth, her anguish has increased : 

This very night, the last one that precedes 
Her lofty nuptial rites, (0 Heav’ns !) I fear’d 
That it had been to her the last of life. — ■ 

Motionless, silent, lay I in my bed. 

From hers not far remote ; and, still intent 
On all her movements, made pretence to sloop : 

But I for months and months havo now beheld her 
In such a martyrdom, that all repose 
Flies from my aged limbs. I for thy daughter 
The comfort of benignant Sleep invoked 
Most silently within myself ; for o’er her 
For many, many nights he has not spread 
Hk downy wings. — Her sobs and sighs at first 
Were almost smother’d ; they were few ; were broken : 
Then (hearing me no longer) they increased 
To such ungovernable agony, 

That, at the last, against her will, they changed 
To bitter tears, to sobs, to pieroing screams. 

Amid her lamentations, from her lips 

Une word alone escaped : 44 Death ! . . . death ! ” ; and oft, 

In broken accents, she repeated it. 

I started from my couch ; and hastily 
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I ran to her : and scarce had she beheld me, 

When, in the midst, she suddenly repress’d 
Each tear, each sigh, each word ; and, recomposed 
In royal stateliness, as if almost 
Incensed with me, in accents calm she cried : 

“ Why comest thou to me ? what wouldst thou with 
me?”... 

I could not answer her ; I wept, embraced her, 

Then wept again ... At length my speech return’d. 

0 ! how did 1 implore her, how conjure her. 

To tell me her affliction, which, at last, 

Thus in her bosom pent, would, with her life, 

My life dostroy ! . . . Thou surely, though a mother, 

Couldst not have spoken to hor with more fond, 

And more persuasive love. — She well doth know 
How much I love her ; and, at my discourse, 

Once more the torrents from her eyes gush’d forth, 

And she embraced me, and with tenderness 
To my fond importunities replied. 

But still, inflexibly reserved, she said 
That ev’ry maiden, when the nuptial day 
Approaches, is oppress’d with transient grief ; 

And she commanded me to hide it from you. 

But so deep-rooted is hor malady, 

So fearful are its inward ravages, 

That I run tremblingly to thee; and bog 
That, by thy means, these rites may be delay’d : 

To death the maiden goes, bo sure of this. — 

Thou art a mother ; I say nothing more. 

Ge. . . . Ah ! , . . choked by weeping, . . . scarcely . . . can I 
speak. — 

Whence can this malady arise, ah, whence ? . . . 

No other martyrdom, at her young age, 

Is there, except the martyrdom of love. 

But, if she is inflamed by love for Perous, 

Whom of her own accord she chose, say, whence, 

When on the point of gaining him, this grief? 

And, if another flame feed on her heart, 

Wherefore hath she herself selected Pereus 
Among so many others ? 

Eu. 


4 . * Her fierce grief 
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Doth not, I swear to thee, arise from love. 

She always was observed by me ; nor could she, 
Without my seeing it, resign her heart 
To any passion. And she would, bo sure, 

Have told it mo ; her mother as to years, 

But, in our love, a sister. Her deportment, 

Her countenance, her sighs, her very silence, 

Ah ! all convince me that she loves not Pereus. 

She, if not joyous, was, before she chose him, 

Tranquil at least : and thou know’st well how she 
Delay’d her choice. But yet, assuredly 
No other man pleased her, ere she saw Pereus : 

Tis true, she seem’d to give to him the prof Tence, 
Because it was, or so at least she deem’d it, 

Her duty to choose one. She loves him not; 

To me it seems so : yot, what other suitor. 

Compared with noble Pereus, can she love ? 

1 know her to possess a lofty heart ; 

A heart in which a flame, that is not lofty, 

Could never enter. This I safely swear : 

The man that she could love, of royal blood 
Must be ; or else slio would not be liis lover. 

Now, who of these have ye admitted hero, 

Whom at her will she could not with her hand 
Make happy ? Then her grief is not from love. 

Love, though it feeds itself with tears and sighs. 

Yet still it leaves I know not what of hope, 

That vivifies the centre of the heart ; 

But not a ray of hope is gleaming on her ; 

Incurable her wound ; alas, too surely I . . . 

Ah, could the death, that she invokes for ever, 

Bfc granted first to me ! I should, at least, 

Not see her thus by a slow fire consumed ! . . . 

Ce. Thou dost distract me . . . To these marriage rites 
Never will I consent, if they are destined 
To take from us our only daughter ... Go ; 

Return to her ; and do not say to her 
That thou hast spoken with me. I myself, 

Soon as tlio tears arc from my eyes dispersed, 

And my face recomposed, will thither come. 

E u. Ah ! quickly come. I will return to her ; 

VOL. II. 


Y 
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I am impatient once more to behold her. 

O Heav’ns I who knows if she has not unco more 
Been with these frantic paroxysms seized, 

While I have thus at length with theo conversed ? 
Alas ! what pity do I feel for thee, 

Unhappy mother ! ... I fly hence ; but thou, 

Ah, linger not ! . . . The less that thou delayest, 

The moro good wilt thou do . - . 

Ce. How much delay 

Costs me, thou mayst conceive : but l will not 
Call her at such an unaccustom'd hour, 

Nor go to her, much less present myself 
With troubled countenance. It is not fit 
To strike her cither with distress, or fear : 

So modest, timid, pliable is she, 

That no means with that noble disposition 
Can be too gentle. Quickly go ; in me 
Repose, as I in thee alone repose. 

Scene EL 

CECRTS. 

Ce. What can it be ? A year has well-nigh pass'd. 
Since I was first tormented by her grief ; 

And yet no trace whence Myrrha’s sorrow springs 
Can 1 discern ! — Perchance the gods themselves, 
Envious of our prosperity, would snatch 
From us so rare a daughter, the sole comfort, 

Sole hope of both her parents ? 0 ye gods, 

’Twere bettor never to have giv’n her to us ! 

0 Venus ! thou sublime divinity 
Of this to thee devoted, sacred isle, 

Perchance her too great beauty moves thy envy ? 

And lienee perchance thou, equally with her, 
Reducest me to this distracted state? 

Ah ! yes, thou wilt that I should thus atone 
In tears of blood, for my inordinate, 

Presumptuous transports of a loving mother . . . 
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Scene III. 

CXNYRAS, CECRIS. 

Cin. Weep not, 0 lady. I have briefly heard 
The painful narrative ; to this disclosure 
Constrain’d I Eurycleia. Ah ! believe me, 

Sooner a thousand times would I expire, 

Than with our idolized and only daughter 
Adopt coercive means. Who could have thought 
That by this marriage, which was once her choice, 
She could be brought to such extremity ? 

But, let it be dissolved. My life, my realm, 

And e’en my glory are as nothing worth, 

If I see not our only daughter happy. 

(b Yet, Myrrha ne’er was fickle. We beheld her 
In understanding far surpass her years ; 

Discreet in ev’ry wish ; and constant, eager 
Our smallest wishes to anticipate. 

She knows full well, that in her noble choice 
We deem’d ourselves most fortunate : she cannot, 
No, nover, hence ropent of it. 

Gin. But yet, 

If she in heart repent of it ? — O lady, 

Hoar hor : and all a mother’s gentle pleadings 
Do thou adopt with hor ; do thou at length 
Compel her to unfold her heart to thee, 

While there is time for this. And I meanwhile 
Will mine unfold to thee ; and I assure thee, 

Nay, e’en I swear, that, of my heart’s first thoughts, 
My daughter is the object. It is true, 

Epirus’ king I wish’d to mako my friend : 

Ki\6l the young Pereus, his distinguish’d son, 

Adds, to tho future hope of a rich kingdom, 

Other advantages, in my esteem 
More precious tar. A gontlo character, 

A heart no less compassionate than lofty, 

Doth he evince. Besides, he seems to me 
By Myrrha’s beauties fervently inflamed, — 

I never could select a worthier consort 
To mako my daughter happy ; and no doubts 
Of these pledged marriage rites torment bis heart ; 

y 2 
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His father’s indignation and his own, 

If we renounced our covenanted faith, 

Would bo most just ; and their rage might to us 
Be even terrible : in this behold 
Many and potent reasons in the eyes 
Of ev’ry other prince ; but none in mine. 

Nature made me a father ; chance, a king. 

Those which are deem’d by others of my rank 
Reasons of state, to which they are accustom’d 
To make all natural affections yiold, 

In my paternal bosom would not weigh 
Against one single sigh of my dear daughter. 

I, by her happiness alono, can be 
AJyself made happy. Go ; say this to her ; 

Assure her, also, that she need not fear 
Displeasing me, in telling me the truth : 

Nought let her fear, except the making us, 
Through her own means, unhappy. I moanwhile, 
By questions artfully proposed, will learn 
From Pereus if he deem his lovo return’d ; 

And thus will I prepare him for the issue, 

No less afflicting to himself than me. 

But yet, the time is brief for doing this, 

If fate decree that we retract our purpose. 

Ce. Thou speakest well : 1 fly to her. — It brings 
Great solace to me, in our grief, to see 
That one accordant will, one love, is ours. 


ACT II. 
SCENE I, 


Cl NY 11 AS, PEREUS. 

Pe. Behold me here, obedient to thy wishes. 
I hope, 0 king, the hour is not for distant, 
When with the loving epithet of father 
I may accost thee . . , 

Cin. Listen to me, Pereus. — 

If thoji well know thyself, thou canst not fail 
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To be convinced what happiness a father 
Who loves his only daughter must experience 
At having thee as son-in-law. ’Tis certain, 

Had I myself been destined to select 
A spouse for Myrrha, I had chosen thee 
Among tho many and illustrious rivals 
Who, with thyself, contended for her hand. 

Thence, thou thyself mayst judge how doubly dear 
Thou wort to me, when by herself elected. 

Thou, in the judgment of impartial men, 

In all pretensions wort un paragon’d ; 

But, in my judgment, more than for thy blood, 

And thy paternal kingdom, tliou both wert, 

And art, the first for other qualities 
Intrinsically thine, whence thou wouldst be, 

E’en if a private man, eternally 
Greater than any king ... 

Pe. Ah father ! . . . (I 

E’en now exult to call thee by this name) 

Father, my greatest, nay, my only prize, 

Consists in pleasing thee. J have presumod 
To interrupt thee ; pardon mo : but 1 
Cannot, before I morit them, receive 
From thee so many praises. To my heart 
Thy speech will be a high encouragement, 

To make me that which thou believ’st me now, 

Or wishest me to be. Thy son-in-law, 

And Myrrha’s consort, largely should I be 
With ev’ry lofty quality endow’d : 

And I accept from thee the augury 
Of virtue. 

• Cin. Ah ! thou speakest as thou art. — 

And, since thou art such, I shall dare to speak 

To thee as to a son. — I clearly seo 

Thou lovest Myrrha with a gonuine love ; 

And I should wrong thee most unworthily, 

Could I e’en doubt of this. But, . . . tell me now ; . . 
If my request is not too indiscreet, . . . 

Art thou as much beloved ? 

Pe. ... I ought to hide 

Nothing from thee. — Ah ! Myrrha would, methinks, 
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Love me again, and yet it seems slie cannot. 

I cherish’d once a hope of her regard ; 

And yet I hope to gain it ; or, at least, 

My flatt’ring wishes still prolong the dream. 

*Tis true, that, most inexplicably, sho 
Persists in her reserve. Thou, Cinyras, 

Although thou bo a father, still retainest 
Thy youthful vigor, and remember’st love : 

Know then, thlt evermore with trembling steps. 

And as if by compulsion, she accosts me ; 

Over her face a deadly pallor steals ; 

Her lovely eyes are never turn’d towards me ; 

A few irresolute and broken words 

She falters out, involved in mortal coldness ; 

Her eyes, eternally suffused with tears, 

She fixes on the ground ; in speechless grief 
Her soul is buried ; a pale sickliness 
Dims r not annihilates, her charms divine : — 

Behold her state. Yet, of connubial rites 

She speaks ; and now thou wouldst pronounce that she 

Desired those rites ; now, that, far worse than death. 

She dreaded them ; now, she herself assigns 
The day for them, and now, sho puts it off. 

If I enquire the reason of her sadness, 

Her lip denies it ; but her countenance, 

Of agony expressive, and of death, 

Proclaims her great, incurable despair. 

Me she assures, and each returning day 
Repeats, that she would have me as her spouse ; 

She says not that sho loves me ; lofty, noble, 

Sho knows not how to feign. I wish and fear 

To hear from her the truth : I check my tears ; < 

I burn, 1 languish, and I dare not speak. 

Now from her faith, reluctantly bestow’d, 

Would I myself release her ; now again 
I fain would die, since to resign her quite 
I have no pow’r ; yet, unpossess’d her heart, 

Her person would I not possess . . . Alas I . . . 

Whether I live or die, I scarcely know. — 

Thus, both oppress’d, and though, with diff’rent griefs, 
Both with affliction equally weigh’d down. 
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We have at last the fatal day attain’d, 

The day which she herself irrevocably 
Hath chosen for our marriage . . . Ah, were I 
The only victim of such deep distress ! 

Cm. As much as she, dost thou excite nay pity . . . 
Thy frank and fervid eloquence bespeaks 
A soul humane and lofty : such a soul 
'Did T. ascribe to thee ; hence to thyself 
I will not less ingenuously spoak. — 

I tremble for my child. 1 share with thee 
A lover’s grief ; ah, prince ! do thou too share 
A father’s grief with me. Ah, if she were 
Unhappy by my means ! . . . ’Tis true, she chose thee ; 
"KB true that none constrain’d her . . . but, if fear, 

Or maiden modesty ... In short, if Myrrha 
Now should repent her promise wrongfully? . . . 

Pe. No more ; I understand thee. To a lover, 
Who loves as I do, canst thou represent 
The cherish’d object wretched for his sake ? 

Could I, though innocently, deem myself 
The origin of all her wretchedness, 

And not expire with grief? — Ah ! Myrrha, now 
Pronounce on me, and on my destiny, 

A final sentence : fearlessly pronounce it, 

If Pereus’ love bo irksomo : yet for this 
Never shall I regret that I have loved thee. 

O, could I make her joyful by my tears ! . . . 

To me ’twould be a blessing e’en to die. 

So that sho might be happy. 

Cin. Pereus, who 

Can hear thee without weeping ? ... No, a heart 
More faithful, more impassion’d than thine own, 
There cannot bo. Ah I as tliou hast to me, 

Couldst thou disclose it also to my daughter : 

She could not hear thee, and refuse to open 
To thee with equal confidence her own. 

I do not think that she repents her choice ; 

(Who, knowing theo, could do this ?) but perchance 
Thou mayst solicit from her heart the source 
Of her conceal’d distress. — Behold, she comes ; 

I had already summon'd her. With her 
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I leave thee ; to the interview of lovers, 

Fathers are over a restraint. Now, prince, 

Fully reveal to her thy lofty heart, 

A heart by which all others must be sway’d. 

Scene II. 

MYRRHA, PEKEUS. 

My. With Plireus doth he leave me ? ... Fatal trial ! 
This rends my heart indeed . . . 

Pe. At length, 0 Myrrha, 

The day is come, which, wert thou only happy, 

Should render me supremely happy also. 

Thy hair with nuptial coronal adorn’d, 

Thy form enveloped in a festal robe, 

I see indeed : but on thy countenance, 

Thy looks, thy gestures, and in ev’ry stop, 

Pale molancholy lours. 0 Myrrha, he 
Who loves thee more, far more than life itself. 

Cannot behold thee with a mien like this 
To an indissoluble tie approach. 

This is the hour, tho solemn hour is this, 

When ’tis no more allowable for thee 
To pass delusions on tnyself, or others. 

Thou shouldst divulge to mo (whatever it be) 

The cause of thy distress ; or shouldst at least 
Confess that thou dost not confide in me ; 

That I have ill-responded to thy choice, 

And that jtt heart thou hast repented of it. 

I shall not hence account that 1 am wrong’d ; 

0 no ! though this sad heart will be surcharged 
With mortal wretchedness. But, what car’st tliou 
For the distraction of a man not loved, 

And Blenderly esteem’d? It too much now 
Concerns me not to render thee unhappy. — 

Then speak to me explicitly and boldly. — 

But, thou art mute and motionless ? . . . Thy silenco 
Breathes but disdain and death . . . thy silence is 
An answer too decisive : thou dost hate me ; 

And darst not say it . . . Now resume thy faith : 

1 instantly prepare myself to fly 
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For ever from thine eyes, since I am thus 

An object of aversion . . . But if I 

Was always so, how could I win thy choice ? 

If 1 became so afterwards, ah, tell me ; 

In what I have offended thee ? 

My . ... 0 prince ! . . . 

Thy overweening love depicts my grief 
More poignant than it is. Beyond the boqpids 
Of truth thy heated phantasy impels thee. 

With silence thy unprecedented words 
I hoar ; what wonder ? unexpected things. 

And little pleasing, and, e’en more than this, 

Not true, dost thou express : how can I then 
Reply to thee?— -This, for our nuptial rites, 

Is tbe appointed day ; I come prepared 
For their fulfilment ; does my chosen spouse 
Venture meanwhile to harbor doubts of me ? 

’Tis true, perchance my spirits are not radiant, 

As hers should bo who doth obtain a spouse 
Distinguish’d like thyself : but pensiveness 
Is oft a second nature ; ill could one 
Who feels its potent sway, explain the cause : 

And often an officious questioning, 

Instead of making manifest the cause, 

Redoubles the effect. 

Pe. I’m irksome to thee ; 

I see it hv unquestionable symptoms. 

I knew indeed that thou couldst never love mo ; 

Yet in my feeble heart I had caress’d m 

At least the flatt’ring hope thou didst not hate me : 

In time, for thine and my peaco, I discern 
That I deceived myself. — ’Tis not (alas !) 

Within my pow’r to make thee hate me not : 

But on myself doth it alone depend 
To make thee not despise mo. Now art. thou 
Freed, and released from all thy promised faith. 

Against thy will ’twore vain to keep thy promise : 

Not by thy parents, and still less by mo, 

But by false shame, art thou restrain’d. Thou wouldst. 
Not to incur the blame of fickleness, 

Render thyself, thine own worst enemy, 
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The victim of thy error : and dost thou 
Hope I should suffer this ? Ah, no ! — That I 
Love thee, that I perchance deserved thee, this 
I ought to prove now, by refusing thee . . . 

My. Thou dost delight to drive me to despair . . . 
Ah ! how can I be joyous in thy presence, 

If I am destined always to behold 

Thy love ill-pleased with mine ? Can I assign 

The causes of a grief, which, in great measure, 

Is but supposititious ? which, indeed, 

If true in part, p’rliaps has no other cause, 

Than the new state which I’m about to enter ; 

The sad necessity of separation 

From my beloved parents ; and the words 

So oft repeated to myself : “ Ah ! maybe 

I never more shall see them . . . the departure 

For other realms unknown ; the change of sky ; . . . 

And other thoughts, by thousands and by thousands, 

All passionate and tender, and all sad ; 

And all indisputably better known, 

And felt more keenly, than by any other. 

By thy humane and courteous lofty heart ! — 

I gave myself spontaneously to thee : 

Nor do I fool repentance ; this I swear. 

If it wero so, I would have told it to thee : 

Thee, above all men, I esteem : from thee 
Nothing would I conceal, . . . that I would not 
Likewise from my own consciousness conceal. 

Now, I implore ; lot him who loves me best, 

Speak to me least of this my wretchedness, 

And ’twill in time, I feel assured, depart. 

Could I, not prizing thee, give thee my hand, 

I should despise myself : and how not prize thee ? . . . 

My lips could never utter what my heart 

Doth not dictate : and yet those lips assure thee, 

Swear to thee, that I never will belong 

To any one but thee. What more can I 

Profess to thee? 

Pe. . . . Alas ! I venture not 

To ask of thee ono thing, which, couldst thou say it, 
Would give me life, But fatal the demand ! 
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Twero (loath, I fear, to be assured of this. — 

* Thou to be mine, then, dost not now disdain ? 

Dost not repent of it ? and no delay ? . . . 

My. No ; ’tis the day ; to-day will I be thino. — 

But, let our sails be hoisted to the winds 
To-morrow, and for ever let us leave 
These shores behind us. 

Pe. Do I hoar thee rightly ? 

With such abrupt transition how canst thou 
Thus differ from thyself? It tortures thee 
So much to have to leave thy parents dear, 

Thy native country ; yet wouldst thou depart 
Thus speedily, for ever ? . . . 

My. Yes ; for ever 

Will I abandon them ; . . . and die . . . of grief ... 

Pe. What do 1 hear? Thy anguish hath betray’d 
thee ; . . . 

Thy words and looks are prompted by despair. 

I swear that I will never be the means 
Of thy destruction ; never ; of my own 
Too certainly . . . 

My. ’Tie true ; ’tis too, too true ; 

I am distracted by a mighty woe . . . 

But no, believe me not. — Inflexibly 
I to my purpose keep. — While I have thus 
My bosom harden’d as it were with grief, 

My parting hence will be less keenly felt : 

A solaco in thyself . . . 

Pe . No, Myrrha, no : 

I am the cause, I am, (though innocent) 

Of the dread conflict, which thus lacerates, 

Aifd agitates thy heart. — My hateful presence 
No longer shall impose restraint on thee. — 

Do thou thyself, 0 Myrrha, to thy parents 
Propose some moans, that may deliver thee 
From ties so inauspicious ; or from them 
Thou’lt hear to-day the cruel death of Pereus. 
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Scene III. 

MYRRHA. 

My . Ah, go not to my parents ! . . . Hear me, . . . hear 
me ! . . . 

H© flios from m© . . . — -.0 Hcav’ns ! what have I said ? 

Let me to Eurycleia quickly run : 

No, not one instant would I with myself 
Remain alone . . . 


Scene IV. 

MYTIIUIA, EURYCLEIA. 

Eu. 0 whither dost thou fly 

Thus with such breathless haste, beloved daughter ? 

My . Where can I find, if not in thee, some solace ? , . . 
To thee I came . . . 

Eu. I, from a distance, long 

Have watch’d thee carefully. Thou kuowest well, 

I never can abandon thee : I hope 

That thou wilt pardon me. From thence I saw 

Pereus rush troubled fo: th ; and thee I find 

With heavier grief oppress’d : ah! dearest daughter; 

Thy tears at least may freely have a vont 

Upon my breast. 

My. Ah, yes ; dear Eurycleia, 

With thee I may at least shed tears ... I feel 
As if my heart would buret from checking them . . . 

Eu . And wilt thou, in a state like this, persist, 

0 daughter, in these hymeneal rites ? 

My. I hope my agony may kill me first ... 

But no ; that cannot be ; the time’s too short ; . . . ^ 

It afterwards will kill mo, kill me soon . . . 

Heath, death, I have no other wish but death ; . . . 

And death alone is all that I deserve. 

Eu. — Myrrha, no other furies can assail 
With such barbarity thy youthful breast, 

Save those of love ... 

My. What dar’st thou say to mo ? 

What cruel falsehood ? . . . 

Eu. Ah, do not, I pray thee, 
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Be wroth with me. Tor a long time I’ve thought so ; - 
But if it thus displease thee, I will dare 
No more to say it to thee. Ah, mayst thou 
Preserve with me the liberty of weeping ! 

Neither do I know well if I believe 
What 1 have said ; moreover, to thy mother 
I hitherto have solemnly denied it . . . 

My. What do I hear ? 0 Ileav’ns ! does she perchance 
Also suspect it ? . . . 

Eu . And who, seeing thus 

A tender maiden in excessive grief, 

Would not deem lovo the origin of this? 

Ah ! were thy grief from love alone ! at least 
Some remedy might then be found. — Immersed 
lui a long time in this perplexing doubt, 

I to the holy altar went one day 
Of Venus, our sublime divinity ; 

With tears, with incense, and persuasive prayers. 

With mournful heart, before her sacred imago 
Prostrate, I ventured to pronounce thy name . . . 

My. Ah ! what audacity ! what hast thou done ? 

Venus ? . . . O Heav’ns ! . . . inimical to me . . . 

The force of her implacable revenge . . . 

What do I say ? . . . Alas ! . . . I shudder, . . . tremble . . . 

Eu. ’Tis true indeed that I in this did wrong : 

The angry deity disdain’d my vows ; 

The inconso, in a smould’ring gloom involved, 

With difficulty burn’d ; and, downwards driven, 

The smoke collected round my hoary head. 

Wouldst. thou hear further ? I presumed to raise 
To the stern image my afflicted eyes, 

Aifd, horribly inconsed with indignation, 

With threatening looks the goddess seem’d to me 
Herself to drive me from her sacred feet. 

With trembling steps, I totter’d from the temple, 

Palsied with fear ... In telling this, I feel 
My hair with horror once more stand on end. 

My. And thou with terror mak’st me also shudder. 
What hast thou dared to do? By Myrrha now 
Must no celestial pow’r, and much less that 
Of our tremendous goddess, be invoked. 

I am abandon’d by the gods ; my breast 
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Is open to the onslaught of the Furies, ; 

There they alone authority possess, 

And residence. — Ah ! if there still remains 
In thee the shadow of a genuine pity, 

My faithful Eurycleia, (thou alone 

Ganst do it,) save me from despair : ’tis slow, 

Too slow, although ’tis infinite, my grief. 

Eu . Thou rnak’st me tremble . . . What can I ? 

My. ... I ask thee 

My woes to shorten. My weak frame thou seeest 
Wearing away by little and by little ; 

My ling’ring agonies destroy my parents ; 

A burden to myself, a curse to others, 

I never can escape : ’twere pity, love, 

To expodito my death ; from thee I ask it . . . 

Eu. 0 Heav’ns ! . . . frojin me? . . . My very utt’rance 
fails, ... 

My breath, , . . my thoughts . . . 

My. Ah, no ; thou lov’st me not. 

I weakly deem’d that in thy aged breast 
There dwelt a comprehensive tenderness . . . 

Yet thou thyself didst in my tender years 
Exhort me to nobility of thought : 

Oft have I heard from thee, how virtuous souIn 
S hould death prefer to infamy. Alas ! . . . 

What do I say ? . . . — But thou dost hear me not? . . . 
Motionless, . . . mute, . . . thou scarcely breath’st ! O 
Heav’ns ! . . . 

What have I said? distracted with my pangs, . . . 

I know not what I said : ah ! pardon me ; 

My second mother, be once more thyself. 

Eu. ... 0 daughter, daughter ! . . . Thou ask dedth 
from me ? 

Thou death from me ? 

My. Esteem me not ungrateful ; 

And think not that the anguish of my woes 
Bobs me of pity for the pangs of others. — 

Wouldst thou not see me dead in Cyprus? soon 
Thou’lt hear that 1 Epirus reach’d, a corpse. 

Eu. ’Twere vain, then, to endure these dreadful 
nuptials. 

1 to thy parents fly to tell the whole . . . 
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My . Ah, do it not, or irretrievably 
Thou forfeitest my love : ah, do it not ; 

I pray thee : in the name of thy true love, 

I do conjure thee. — From a troubled heart 
Accents escape, which should not be recorded. — 

An ample solace (one which hitherto 

I’ve not allow’d) hath been my tears with thee ; 

The speaking of my grief : in me already 
My courage lienee is doubled. — A few hours 
Are wanting to the solemn nuptial rites : 

Be ever near mo ; lot us go : meanwhile. 

It is thy province to confirm me more 
In my inevitable lofty purpose. 

Thou, by thy faithful counsel, and thy more 
Than mother’s love, at once shouldst strengthen me. 
Tliou shouldst so act, that firmly I may follow 
The solo remaining honorable track. 


ACT III. 

SCENK I. 

CiNYRAS, CE01US. 

Ce. There is no doubt that Pereus, though he be 
Not yet return’d to us, by Myrrh a’ s words 
Was greatly mortified. She loves him not ; 

Of this I’m sure ; sho’ll go to certain death, 

If in these nuptials she should persevere. 

. Cin. For the last trial now, will we ourselves 
Hdhr from her lips tho truth. I, in thy name, 
Have summon’d her to meet thee in this place. 
Neither of us, in short, would force her will : 

How much wc love her, well she knows, to whom 
Ourselves are not less dear. To me it seems 
Now utterly impossible, that she, 

In this respect, should close to us her heart ; 

To us, who made her arbitress and mistress 
Not only of herself, but of ourselves. 

Ce> Behold, she comes : and 0 ! she seems to me 
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Somewhat more joyful ; and her step more firm . . . 
Ah I could sho be again what once she was ! 

At the sole reappearance in her face 
E’en of a flash of joy, I quickly seem 
Bestorcd once more to life. 

7 , 


Scene II. 

MYURHA, CltfYRAS, CECRIS. 

Ce. Beloved daughter, 

Ah, come to us 1 ah, come I 
My. What do I see ? 

0 Heav’ns ! my father also ! . . . 

Cin. Haste, advance ; 

Our only hope and life ; advance securely ; 

And do not fear the aspect^of thy father, 

More than thou fear’st thy mother’s. We are both 
Ready to hear thee. Now, if thou art pleased 
The cause to tell us of thy cruel state, 

Tliou giv’st us life ; but if it pleases thee 
Bather to hide it, thou mayst also, daughter, 
Conceal it ; for thy pleasure will be ours. 

Before the nuptial knot is tied for ever, 

One hour alone is wanting ; ev’ry one 
Deems it a thing decided : but, if yet 
Thy will is changed ; if thy committed faith 
Be irksome to thy heart ; if thy free c hoice, 

Though once spontaneous, be no longer such ; 

Be bold, fear nothing in tlio world, reveal 
All the misgivings of thy heart to us. 

Thou art by nothing bound ; and we ourselves 
The first release thee ; and the gon’rous Porous, 
Worthy of thee, confirms this lilxjrty. 

Nor will we tax thee with inoonstancy : 

Bather will we admit, that thoughts mature, 
Though unforeseen, constrain thee to this change. 
By reasons base thou never oanst be moved : 

Thy noble character, thy lofty thoughts, 

Thy love for us, full well wo know them all : 

A step of thee, and of thy blood unworthy, 

Th<>u never couldst e’en think of. Freely, then, 
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Do tliou fulfil thy wish ; provided thou 
Art once more happy, with that happiness 
Thou renderest thy parents happy also. 

Now, this thy present will, whate’er it be, 

Do thou to us reveal it, as to brothers. 

Ce. Ah, yes ! thou see’st it well ; for ne’er didst thou 
Hear words of more persuasive tenderness, 

More mild, more tender, from thy mother’s lips 
Than these. 


My. ... Is there a torment in the world, 
That can compare with none ? . . . 

Ce. But what is this ? 


Sighing, thou talkest to thyself? 

Cin. Ah, let, 

Ali, let thy heart speak to us : we will use 
No other language with thee. — Quick, reply. 

My . . . . My lord ... 

Cin . Ah, Myrrlia, ’tin a sad beginning : 

To theo T am a father ; not a lord : 

Canst thou invoke me with another name, 

0 daughter? 

My. Myrrlia, this is the last conflict. — 

Be strong, my soul . . . 

Ce. 0 Heav’ns ! The hues of death 

Upon her countenance . . . 

My. On mine? . . . 

Cin. But whence 

Tremblost thou thus? at me? . . . 

My. I tremble not . . . 

Methinks ; ... or I, at least, no moro shall tremble, 
ye now so compassionately hear me. — 
only, your too well beloved daughter, 

Well know I that I am. I see you always. 

My joys enjoying, grieving in my griefs ; 

E’en this my grief increases. Mine, alas I 
Passes the bounds of natural distress ; 

In vain I hide it ; and to you would speak it, . . . 

If I knew it myself. My fatal sadness 
With growing years augmented ev’ry day, 

Long ere, amid the’ illustrious company 
Of noble suitors, Pereus I selected. 

VOL. II. z 
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Within my breast an angry deity, 

Unknown, inexorable, dwells ; and hence, 

All pow’r of mine is vain against his pow’r . . . 
Mother, believe me ; though I be but young, 

My mind, e’en passing ordinary strength, 

Was, and is, strong : but my distotS^er’d frame 
Is fast succumbing ; . . . and I feel myself, 

With gradual footsteps, tott’ring to the tomb . . . 
— My rare and little food to me is poison : 

Sleep everlastingly forsakes my pillow ; 

Or dreams, with horrid images of death, 

Give greater martyrdom than sleepless nights : 

I do not find, throughout the day or night, 

A moment’s peace, repose, or resting place. 

Yet nothing in the shape of human comfort 
Do I presume to covet ; death I deem, 

Expect, solicit, as my only cure. 

But, for my punishment, still Nature keeps me, 
With her strong ties, alivo. I pity now, 

And now I hate, myself : I weep, and rave, 

And weep again . . . This, this is the incessant, 
Insufferable, fierce vicissitude, 

In which I drag along my heavy days. — 

But what? . . . do ye, too, at my horrid state 
Shed tears?. . . Beloved mother! ... let mo then. 
To thy breast clinging, drinking in thy tears, 
Forego the sense of suff’ring for a moment ! . . . 

Ce . Beloved daughter, at a tale like this, 

Who could refrain from weeping? . . . 

Cin. At her words 

I feel my bosom rent . . . But finally, 

What ought we now to do ? . . . 

My. But finally, 

(Ah ! trust to what I say,) I ne’er conceived 
The wish to vex you, or extort from you 
Vain pity for myself, describing thus 
My fierce unutterable pangs*— When I, 

By choosing Pereue, fix’d my destiny, 

At first, ’tis true, I to myself appear’d 
Somewhat less troubled ; but, within my heart 
Ptoportionably fierce my grief return’d, 
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As nearer and more near the day approach’d 
For forming the indissoluble tie ; 

So much so, that three times indeed I dared 
To beg you to procrastinate the day. 

In these delays I somewhat calm’d myself ; 

But, as the time diminish’d, all my pangs 
Kesumed their wonted fierceness. To their height. 

To my consummate shame, consummate grief, 

Are they to-day arrived : but something tells me 
That they, to-day, are giving in my breast 
The last proof of their strength. This day shall see me 
The spouse of Perous, or a breathless corpse. 

Ce. What do I hear ? . . . 0 daughter ! . . . Wilt thou 
thus 

In these lugubrious nuptials persevere ? . . . 

Cin. No, this shall never be. Thou lov’st not Pereus ; 
And, spite of inclination, thou,* in vain, 

Wouldst give thyself to him . . . 

My. Ah, do not ye 

Take me from him ; or quickly give me death . . . 

’Tis true, porchance, I love him not as much 
As he loves mo ; . . . and yet, of this I doubt . . . 

Believe, that I sufficiently esteem him ; 

And that no other man in all the world, 

If he have not, shall ever have my hand. 

I hope that Pereus, as he ought to be, 

Will to my heart be dear ; by living with him 
In constant and inseparable faith, 

I hope that ho will make both peace and joy 
Return to me again : that life may be 
gj&Ql dear to me, and perad venture happy. 
m ! if I hitherto havo loved him not 
As he deserves, ’tis not a fault of mine, 

But rather of my state ; which makes me first 
Abhor myself . . . Him have I chosen once : 

And now, again I choose him : long for him, 

Solicit him, and him alone. My choice 
Beyond expression to yourselves was grateful : 

Be then, as ye did wish, as now I wish, 

The whole accomplish’d. Since I show myself 
Superior to my grief, do ye so likewise. 

z *> 
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As joyfully as may be, soon will I 

Come to the nuptials : ye will find yourselves 

Some day made happy by them. 

Ce. 0 rare daughter ! 

How many true perfections thou unitest ! 

Cin. Thy words a little calm me ; but I tremble . . . 

My. I feel, while thus in conference with you, 

My strength return. 1 may again perchance 
Wholly become the mistress of myself, 

(If the gods will,) provided ye will lend 
Me your assistance. 

Cin . What assistance ? 

Ce. Speak ! 

We will do ev’ry thing. 

My. I am constrain’d 

Once more to grieve you. Hear. — To my worn breast, 
And to my troubled, weak, distemper’d mind, 

The sight of objects new to me will prove 
A potent remedy ; and this will be 
Effectual in proportion as ’tls speedy. 

What it will cost me to abandon you, 

(O Heav’ns !) I cannot say ; my tears will tell it, 
When 1 bid yon the terrible farewell : 

If, without falling lifeless, ... in thy arms, 

I can, 0 mother, do it . . . But, .if yet 
I can abandon you, the day will come, 

When, to this gen’rous effort, I shall owe 
Lifo, peace, and happiness. 

Ce. Dost thou thus speak 

Of leaving ns? Wouldst do it instantly ? 

At once dost fear and wish to do it? Whence 
Such inconsistency ? . . . 

Cin. Abandon us ? . . . 

And what remains to us, if reft of thee ? 

Thou mayst at leisure afterwards depart 
To Pereus’ father ; but meanwhile ere this 
With us enjoy protracted happiness ... 

My. If here 1 cannot possibly be happy, 

Would ye profer to see me dead in Cyprus, 

Of know me happy on a foreign shore ? — 

Sooner, or later, to Epirus’ realm 
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My destiny invites me : there should I 
With Pereus finally abide. To you, 

When Pereus his paternal sceptre sways, 

One day will we return. Yo shall ag&in 
In Cyprus see me, if the gods so grant, 

The joyful mother of a nuw’rons offspring : 

And we will leave to you, of all my children, 

The ono ye may love best, to be the prop 
Of your declining years. Thus of your blood 
Shall yo possess an heir to this rich realm ; 

Sinco offspring of the stronger sox, the gods 
Have hitherto denied to you. Then ye, 

The day on which ye suffer’d me to go, 

Will bo the first to hail with blessings.— Ah, 

Grant that to-morrow Pereus may with me 
Spread to the wind our sails. .Within my heart 
I feel a certain and tremendous presage, 

That I, if ye prohibit my departure, 

Alas ! within this inauspicious palace, 

To-day the hapless victim will remain 
Of an inscrutable and unknown power : 

That yo will lose me everlastingly . . . 

Do ye, I pray, compassionately yield 
To my unhappy presage ; or be pleased, 

Indulging my distemper’d phantasy, . 

To second what perchance ye deem an error. 

My life, my destiny, and also (Heav’ns ! 

I shudder as I speak) your destiny, 

All, all, too much depend on my departure. 

Ce. 0 daughter ! . . . 

% Cin, Ah ! . . . Thy accents mako us tremble . . 

But yet, if such thy will, so be it done. 

Whate’er may be my grief, I would prefer 
Never to see thee, than to see thee thus. — 

And thou, sweet consort, standest motionless, 

In tears ? . . . Consentest thou to her desire ? 

Ce> Ah ! could her absence kill me, as (alas !) 

I feel assured that I shall hence bo doom’d 
In tears to live disconsolate for ever ! . . . 

Ah I might the augury prove one day true. 

Which sue suggested of her precious offspring ! . . , 



342 


MTRBEA. 


[ACT III. 


But yet, since such is her fantastic wish, 

So that she lives, let it he gratified. 

My. Beloved mother, now thou givcst me 
Life for the second time. Within an hour 
Shall I be ready for the nuptial rites. 

Whether I love you, time will provo to you ; 

Though now I seem impatient to forsake you. — 

Now, for a little while, do I retire 
To my apartments : fain would I appear 
With tearless eyes bofore the altar ; meeting 
My noble spouse with brow serene, and cheerful. 

Scene III. 

CINYRAS, CECKIS. 

Ce. Unhappy parents we, ! unhappy daughtor ! . . . 

Cin . Yet, to behold her ev’ry day more sad, 

My heart hath not the firmness. ’Twere in vain 
To be opposed . . . 

Ce. 0 spouse ! . . . A thousand fears 

Invade my heart, lest her excess of grief, 

When she is parted from us, should destroy her. 

Cin. From her expressions, from her looks, and gestures, 
And also from her sighs, it seems to mo 
' JL 1 Hat by some superhuman agency 
She’s fearfully possess’d. 

Ce, ... Ah ! well I know. 

Implacable, vindictive Venus, well, 

Thy rigorous revenge. Thus dost thou make me 
Atone for my irrev’rent arrogance. 

But innocent my daughter was ; I only 
Was the delinquent ; 1 alone the culprit . . . 

Gin. O Ileav’ns ! what hast thou darod against the 
goddess?... 

Ce. Unhappy I ! . . . Hear, Cinyras, my fault. — 

When I beheld myself the spouso adored 
Of one who was so loving as a husband, 

A man for captivating grace unoquall’d, 

And by him mother of an only daughter, 

(FOr beauty, modesty, and sense, and grace 
Throughout the world umivaird,) I confess, 
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Intoxicated with my happy lot, 

I dared deny to Venus, I alone, 

Her tributary incense. Wouldst thou more ? 

Insensate, and extravagant, at last 
To such a pitch (alas, how ill-advised !) 

Of madness I arrived, that from my lips 
I suffer’d the imprudent boast to fall, 

That by the wondrous, celebrated beauty 
Of Myrrha, now more votaries were drawn ^ 

From Asia and from Greece, than heretofore 
Were o’er attracted to her sacred isle, 

By warm devotion to the Cyprian queen. 

Gin. 0 ! what is this thou say’st ? . .. . 

Ge. Lo, from that day 

Henceforward, Myrrha lost her peace ; her life, 

Her beauty, like frail wax before the fire, 

Slowly consumed ; and nothing in our hands 
From that time seem’d to prosper. Afterwards 
What did I not attempt to soothe the goddess? 

What prayers, what tears, what penitential rites 
Have I not lavish’d ? evermore in vain. 

Gin. Ill hast thou done, 0 woman ; and still worse 
Hath been thy guilt, in keeping it from me. 

A father wholly innocent, perchance 
I might, by means of mediatorial rites, 

The pardon of the goddess have obtain’d : 

And yet perchance (1 hope) I may succeed. — 

But meanwhile, now indeed do I concur 
In Myrrha’s judgment : that we must perforce, 

And with what promptitude wo can effect it, 

Bemovo her from this consecrated isle. 

Who knows ? perchance the anger of the goddess 
Will not to other climes pursue her : hence 
Our wretched daughter, feeling in her breast 
Such strange forebodings, yearns perchance so deeply 
For her departure, on it founds such hopes. — 

But Pereus oomes : he’s welcome : he alone, 

By taking her away from us, can now 
For us our daughter save. 

Ce. 0 destiny ! 
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Scene IY. 

CINYRAS, PEREUS, CBOIUS. 

Pe. Tardy, irresolute, and apprehensive, 

And full of mortal wretchedness, yo see me. 

A bitter conflict lacerates my heart : 

I have, by pity and a genuine love 
Of others, not of self, been conquer’d. This 
Will cost my J|fe. No otherwise this grioves me, 
Than that 1 thus have forfeited the power 
To spend it in your service : but I will not, 

No, I will never drag to hopeless death 
My dearest Myrrha. The disastrous tie 
Shall now bo tom asunder ; and, with that, 

The thread of my existence. 

Cm. 0 my son ! . . . 

Still by this name I call thee ; and I hope 
That thou ere long will be my son indeed. 

We, since thyself, havo heard explicitly 
The secret thoughts of Myrrha : I have taken, 

As a true father, ev’ry means with her, 

So that she now, with absolute free will, 

Her own unbiass’d' judgment may pursue. 

But ’mid the winds the rock is not so firm, 

As she is firm to thee : thee, thee, alone 
She wills, and she solicits ; and she fears 
Lest thou bo taken from her. She knows not 
Herself how to adduce to us a cause 
For her despondency : her health infirm, 

Which was the first effect of this, perchance 
Is now its only cause. But her deep grief 
Deserves much pity, be it what it may \ 

Nor should she wake in thee, more than in us, 
Any dissatisfaction. A sweet solace 
Thou of her ills wilt be : on thy firm love 
Her hopes are founded all. Wnat stronger proof 
Wouldst thou require than this? she will herself 
At ev’ry risk abandon us to-morrow ; 

S 3, who so dearly love her !) and for this, 
e reason given is to be with thee 
More absolutely, to become more thine. 
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Pe. Ah, could I trust to this ! but specially 
This her abrupt departure . . . Ah, I tremble, 

Lest she in thought designs the instrument 
To mate me of her death. 

Ce. To thee, 0 Perous, 

Do we confide her : fate to-day decrees it. 

Too certainly, bofore our very eyes, 

Here would she lifeless fall, if to her will 
Our hearts permitted us to persevere 
In opposition. Change of place and scene 
Potently operates on youthful minds. 

Then lay asido all inauspicious thoughts ; 

And think alone of making her more happy. 

Bring to thy countenance its wonted joy ; 

And, by avoiding mention of her grief, . 

Soon wilt thou sec that grief itself subside. 

Pe . May I believe, then, certainly believe, 

That Myrrlia hates me not ? 

Gin . Prom me thou mayst 

Believe it, yes ! What heretofore I said, 
Komember ; by her words I’m now convinced, 
That, far from being cause of her distress, 

She deems these nuptials her sole remedy. 

She must bo treated with indulgence; thus 
She will submit to anything. Oo thou ; 

Quickly prepare thyself for festive pomp ; 

And at the same time ov’rything dispose, 

For taking from us by to-morrow’s dawn 

Our much-loved daughter. We yvill not assemble 

Before the altar of the public temple, 

In sight of all the dwellers here in Cyprus ; 

For the long rite would bo an obstacle 
To such a quick departure. We will chant 
The hymeneal anthems in this palace. 

Pe. Thou hast restored me suddenly to life. 

I fly ; and here will instantly return. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

EURYCLEIA, MYRRHA. 

My. Dear Eurycleia, yea : thou soeest me 
Completely tranquillized ; and almost joyous, 

At my resolved departure. 

E u. Can this be ? . *• . 

Alone with Pereus wilt thou hence depart ? . . . 

Nor, of so many of thy faithful handmaids, 

Wilt thou select e’en one? Not even me 
Wilt thou distinguish from this wido neglect? . . . 

What will become of me, my dearest child, 

If thou abandon me ? alas ! I feel 

Beady to die at the mere thought of this ... 

My. Ah ! hold thy peace . . . One day I shall return . . . 
Eu. Ah ! may the Heav’ns grant this ! Beloved 
daughter ! . . . 

I did not think that thou wert capable 
Of such a stem resolve : I always hoped 
That thou at last wouldst close my dying eyes . . . 

My. I should have chosen thee, and thee alone, 

If I, by any means, could have resolved 
To take an inmate of this palace with me... 

But on this point am I inflexible . . , 

Eu. And at to-morrow’s dawn thou go st from 
hence?... 

My. I from my parent^have at length obtain'd 
Permission to do this ; the rising sun 
Will see our vessel wafted from this shore. ° 

Eu. Auspicious be the day to thee ! . . . Could I 
Know thou wert only happy ! . . . *Tis, in truth, 

A cruel and a mortifying joy, 

That thou dost manifest in leaving us . . . 

Yet, if it please thee,, I will weep, though mute, 

With thy afflicted mother . . . 

My. Whorefore thus 

heart already too assailable ' 

Dost thott assail?. ..Why force me thus to weep?... 
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Eu. And how can I suppress my bursting tears? . . .* 
This is the last time that I shall behold, 

And shall embrace thee. Thou forsakest me, 

With many years bow’d down, and still. more bow’d 
With wretchedness. I shall be in my grave 
At thy return, if that should ever be : 

Some tears, I hope that . . . thou at least wilt give ... . 
To the remembrance ... of thy Euryeleia . . . 

My. For pity’s sake . . . 0 ! quit me ; or at least 
Bo silent. — I command thee ; hold thy peace. 

It is my duty now to be to all 
Inflexible ; and chiefly to myself. — 

This is a day to nuptial joy devoted. 

Now, if thou e’er hast loved me, I require 
Of thee to-day the last hard proof of this ; 

Restrain thy tears, . . . and mine. — I see already 
My spouse approaching. Let Ml grief be mute. 

Scene II. 

PEREUS, MYRIUIA, EURYCLEIA. 

Pe. Thy father, Myrrha, hath transported me 
With unexpected joy : my destiny, 

Which I expected trembling, he himself 
Hath cheerfully announced to me as happy. 

Since thou wilt have it so, to-morrow’s dawn. 

At thy command, shall see my sails unfurl’d. 

At least I’m pleased that both thy parents yield 
Contentedly and placidly to this : 

For me no other pleasure oan there be, 

Save that of satisfying thy desires. 

•My. Yes, much-loved spouse ; for by this tendor name 
Already I accost thee ; if a wish 
My bosom ever fervently inspired, 

I am all-burning at the break of day 
To go from hence, in company with thee, 

And so I will. To find myself at once 
With thee alono; no longer to behold 
Display’d before my sight the many objects 
So long the witnesses, perchance the oause, 

Of my distress ; to sail in unknown seas ; 
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To land in countries hitherto unseen ; 

To breathe a fresh invigorating air ; 

And evermore to witness at my side, 

Beaming with exultation, and with love, 

A spouse like thee ; all this, I am convinced, 

Will in a short time make mo once again 
Such as I used to bo. Less irksome then 
I trust that I shall be to thee. Meanwhile, 

My state will stand in need of some indulgence ; 

But, be assured that this will not last long. 

My grief, if never to my mind recall’d, 

Will be eradicated soon. J3o thou, 

Of my abandon’d and paternal realm, 

Of my disconsolate and childless parents, 

In short, of nothing, that was onco my own, 

Once precious to my heart, remind mo ever, 

Nor even breathe to me their thrilling names. 

This, this will be the only remedy 
That will for ever staunch the bitter fount 
Of my all-fearful, never-ceasing tears. 

Pe. Strange and unparallol’d is thy design, 

O Myrrha : ah, may Hoav’n in mercy grant 
That thou mayst not, when *tis too late, repent it! — 
Yet, though my heart the flatt’ring thought admits not 
Of being dear to thee, I am resolved 
Blindly to execute each wish of thine. 

Provided that my destiny decrees 

That I should ne’er bo worthy of thy lovo, 

My life, which only for thy sake I keep, 

(That life which I had sacrificed already 
With my own hand, if I had been to-day 
Forced to relinquish thee,) this life of mine, 

Since for this sacred purpose thou hast deign'd 
To make a choice of me, I consecrate 
For ever to thy grief. To weep with thee, 

If thou shoulost wish it ; with festivity, 

And mirthful sports, to make the time pass by 
With lighter wings, and cheat thee of thy cares ; 
.With care unceasing, to anticipate 
AH thy desires ; to show myself at all times, 
Whichever most thou wishest me to be, 
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Thy husband, lover, brother, friend, or servant ; 

Behold, to what I pledge myself : in this, 

And this alone, my glory and my life 
Will all be centred. Yet, by this unmoved, 

If thou canst never love me, still, methinks, 

I cannot be the object of thy hate. 

My. What say’st thou? Learn, ah! better learn .to 
know, 

Better to value- Myrrha and thyself. 

To thy so numerous endowments, thou 
Addest such boundless love, that thou deservest 
A far, far difTrent object to myself. 

IiOvo in my bosom will enshrine his fires, 

When he has clear’d it of its blighting tears. 

An ample, and indubitable proof 

Of this, tliou’lt find, in seeing that to-day 

I chooso thee as the healer of iny woes ; 

That 1 esteem thee, that with lofty voice 
I hail thee as my only true deliv’rer. 

Pe. Thou dost inflame me with excessive joy : 

Never till now did accents sweet as these 
Flow from thy beauteous lips : within my heart 
Engraved in characters of fire they live. — 

Behold, the priests, and all the festal train, 

And our dear parents, hither come. My spouse, 

Ah ! may this moment bo to thee propitious. 

As it is now the brightest of my life ! 

Scene HI. 

Priests, Chorus of Children , Maidens , and old Men ; Cm yeas, 
# Cticais, People, Mykrjia, Pereus, Eurycleia. 

Cin. Beloved children, I infer, at least, 

A joyful augury from seeing you 
Going before us to the sacred rite. 

On thy face, Pereus, transport is express’d ; 

And I behold my daughter’s countenance 
Serene and resolute. The deities 
With looks benign assuredly regard us. — 

With copious incense be the altars heap’d ; 

Fcal forth the song, to make the gods propitious; 
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And let your grateful and devoted hymns 
In sounding accents echo to the skies. 

CHORUS. 1 

Hymen, benignant deity, of Love 

The brother, of frail man the soothing friend ; 

On us propitiously do thou descend ; 

And bid henceforth these happy votaries prove 
A flame so pure from thy inspiring breath, 

That nothing may extinguish it, but death. — 

CHILDREN. 

Come to us, Hymen, with triumphant joy ; 

Borne on thy brother’s wings, descend below ; 

MAIDENS. 

With his own craft deceive the treach’rous boy, 

Bob him of darts, of quiver, and of bow. 

OLD MEN. 

But do thou come exempt from all his arts, 

His soft caprices, and insidious sighs: 

chorus. 

And deign, 0 Hymen, to unite two hearts, 

In mutual love unmatch’d, with thy firm ties. 

Eu. Daughter, what ails theo ? dost thou tremble ? . . . 

Heav’ns ! . . . 

My t Peace . . . peace . . . 

Eu. But yet . . . 

My. No, no ; I do not tremble. — 

CHORUS. 

Mother sublime of Hymen, and of Love, 

A goddess e’en among the gods art thou ; 

Whose high supremacy in heav’n above. 

Or in the earth, none dare to disavow ; 

; 1 la ca»fl;the Chorus should not sine, each stanza should be preceded by* 
a short symphony adapted to the words, which should then be recited. 



MYRRHA, 


351 


sc. III.] 

From old Olympus’ heights* 0 Venus, deign 
Upon this pair propitiously to smile; 

If e’er the rites of this thy sacred isle 
Thy kind protection haply might obtain. 

CHILDREN-. 

Those peerless charms from thee derive their birth, 
Bostow’d on Myrrha with such lavish wealth ; 

MAIDENS. 

Restoring her once more to joy and health, 

Be pleased to leave thy image on the earth ; 

OLD MEN. 

Lastly, make her the mother of a race 
So noble, that their father may confess, 

Grandsires, and subject^, that past wretchedness 
Is all forgotten in their matchless grace. — 

CHORUS. 

Benignant goddess, gloriously unfold, 

From tho pure azure of the heav’nly height. 

Drawn by thy Bwans with plumes of downy white, 
Throned in thy chariot of translucent gold, 

Thy form majestical ; and by thy side 
Have thy two sons ; thy rosy veil so fair, 

As at thy shrine they kneel, cast o’er this pair, 

And let two bodies one sole spirit hide. 

Ce. Yes, daughter, yes ; with meek subserviency 
Thou always soughtest to secure tho favor 
Of our all-pow’rful goddess . . . But, alas ! . . . 

Thy count’nanoe changes ? . . . Thou art faint, and trem- 
bling? . . . 

And scarce thy falt’ring knees . . . 

Jfy. For pity’s sake, 

Do not, 0 mother, with thy accents bring 
My constancy to too severe a test : 

I cannot answer for my countenance ; . , . 

But this I know, the purpose of my heart 
Is steady and immutable. 
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Eu. I feel 

As if, for her, I were about to dio. 

Pe . Ah ! more and more her countenance is troubled ? . . . 
0 what a tremor now assaults my frame ! — 

CHORUS. 

Pure Faith, and Concord, lasting and divine, 

Have placed in this fond couple’s breast their shrine ; 
And fell Alecto, and her sisters dread, 

In vain their torches’ lurid glare would shed 
On the brave bosom of the bride so fair, 

Whose praises all our pow’r exceed : 

While deadly Discord, frantic with despair, 

Upon himself in vain doth feed . . . 

My. What is it that yc say ? My heart already 
By all the baneful Furies is assail’d. 

See them ; the rabid sisters round me glare 
With sable torches, and with snaky scourge : 

Behold the torches, which these nuptials merit . . . 

Cin. 0 Heav’ns ! what do I hear ? 

Ce. My child, thou ravest . . . 

Pe. 0 fatal rites ! ye ne’er shall be perform’d . . . 

My. — But what ? the hymns have ceased ? . . . Who to 
his breast 

Thus clasps me ? "Whore am I ? What have I said ? 

Am I a spouse already? . . . 

Pe. Thou art not, 

Myrrha, espoused ; nor shalt thou ever be 
The spouse of Porous : this I swear to thee. 

Not less in tense, but different to thine, 

The execrable Furies tear my heart. 

Thou hast made me a fable to the world ; 

And to myself, e’en more than I’m to thee, 

An object of -•abhorrence : I for this 

Will not make thee unhappy. Thou hast now, 

Though ’gainst thy will, % full betray’d thyself : 

And thou hast finally beyond all doubt 
Proved the invincible and long aversion, 

Which thou hast cherish’d tow’rds me. Both are happy, 
That thou hast thus betray’d thyself in time ! 



MYRRHA. 


353 


SO. V.] 

Now from the self-imposed and hated yoke 
Art thou released for ever. Safe art thou. 

And from all ties exompt. Henceforth will I 
Eemove for ever from thy troubled sight 
My odious presence . . . Satisfied, and happy, 

I’ll make thee now . . . Ere long shalt thou be told 
What was the last resource of him who lost thee. 

Scene IV. 

CINYRAS, MYRRH A, CECRIS, EURYCLEIA, PRIESTS, CHORUS, PEOPLE. 

Gin . The rite is now profaned ; bonce, hence this pomp, 
This ineffectual pomp ; let all hymns cease. 

Meanwhile, 0 priests, withdraw elsewhere. I fain 
(Unhappy sire !) would weep at least unseen. 

• 

Scene V. 

CINYRAS, MYRRHA, CECRIS, EURYCLEIA. 

Eu. Ah 1 far more dead than living, Myrrha stands ■ 

See ye that I can scarce support her form ? 

0 daughter ! . . . 

Gin. Women, leave her to herself 

A prey, and to her own flagitious Furies. 

She, with her unexampled waywardness. 

Spite of myself, at last hath render'd me 
Inflexible and cruel ; for her stato 
No more I feel compassion. She herself, 

Almost against the wishes of her parents, 

Would to the altar come : and this alone 
Tokhame us with her own disgrace and ours? . . . 

Thou too compassionate, deluded mother, 

Leave her : if hithorto we were not stem, 

The day at length is come to be sq. 

My. "&>Ye8 : 

’Tis as it should be ; Cinyras, be thou 
With me inexorable ; for nought 61se 

1 wish ; nought else I will. He, he alone 
Can terminate the bitter martyrdom 

Of an unhappy and unworthy daughter. — 

VOL. ii. 2 a 
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Plunge thou within my breast that vengeful sword, 

Which now is hanging idly by thy side : 

Thou gavest me this wretched, hateful life ; 

Take thou it from me : lo ! the last, last gift 
For which I supplicate tliee . . . Ah, reflect, 

If thou thyself, and with thy own right hand. 

Dost not destroy me, thou reservest me 
To perish by my own, and for nought else. 

Cm . 0 daughter ! . . . 

Ce. 0 sad words ! . . . 0 speechless anguish ! . . . 

All! thou’rt a father; thou a father art ; . . . 

Wherefore oxasperatc her? ... Is she not 
Sufficiently afflicted ? . . . Thou see’st (dearly 
That she is scarce the mistress of herself ; 
llcr reason sinks beneath her mighty anguish . . . 

Eu. 0 Myrrha . . . daughter, . . . dost thou hear me 
not ? . . . 

My tears, . . . prevent . . . my utterance . . . 

Cin. 0 state!... 

By such a dreadful sight I am o’crcome . . . 

All ! yes, I am e’en yet too much a father ; 

And of all fathers most unfortunate . . . 

Already by compassion, more than rage, 

Am I possess'd. I will betake myself 
Elsewhere to weep. Watch over her, meanwhile. — 

As soon as she shall have regain’d her reason, 

She must prepare to hear her father speak. 

Scene VI. 

CECRIS, MYRRHA, EURYCLEIA. 

« « 

Eu. Ah see, once more her senses she resumes . . . 

Ce. Leave me alone with her, good Eurycleia ; 

I would speak to her. 

^fCKNE VII. 

CECRIS, MYRRHA. 

My. — Has my father gone ? ... 

He, then, he will not kill me ? . . . Ah, do thou 
In pity, mother, give to me a sword; 
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Ah, yes ; if there indeed remains in thee 
The shadow of thy love for mo, a sword 
Give me thyself, without delay. I am- 
In full possession of my faculties ; 

And well I know the mighty consequence 
Of this my fervent prayer : ah,* trust for once 
My judgment ; trust it while there yet is time : 

Thou wilt repent hereafter, but in vain, 

If thou to-day dost grant me not a sword. 

Ce. Beloved child, . . . Q Heav’ns ! . . . assuredly 
From grief thou ravest. From thy mother thou 
Wouldst never ask a sword . . . — Now, let us speak 
No more of nuptial rites : a strength of mind 
Not Lo be parallel’d, hath led theo on 
To execute thy promise ; but, in truth, 

Stronger than self was nature fervently 
For this I thank the gods. Thou shalt be ever 
Clasp’d in the arms of thy indulgent mother : 

And if to endless tears tkou’rt solf-condemn’d, 

I will weep also evermore with thee, 

Nor ever, even for an instant, leave thee : 

We will be one in all things ; e’en thy grief, 

Since it will not abandon thee, will I 
Appropriate to myself. And thou shalt find 
In me a sister, rather than a mother . . . 

But what, 0 Ileav’ns, is this ? . . . Beloved child, . . . 
Art thou incensed ’gainst me?. . . repellest me ? . . . 
Ilefusest to embrace me ? and dost dart 
Indignant and exasperated looks ? . . . 

Alas ! 0 daughter, . . . e’en towards thy mother? . . . 

My, Ah ! too much it increases my despair, 

^Etfon tho seeing thee : thou, more and more, 

Bendest my heart when thou ombracest me . . . — 
Alas 1 . . . what do I say ? . . . Beloved mother ! . . . 

A vile* ungrateful, and unworthy daughter 
Am I, who love deserve not. Leave thou me 
To my dire destiny ; . . . — or if thou feel 
For me true pity, I repeat it to thee, 

Kill me. 

Oe. Ah, rather should I kill myself, 

If I were doom’d to Iobo thee : cruel one ! 


2 a 2 
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Canst thou speak to me, and repeat to me 
So horrible a wish? — I rather will 
Prom this hour forth perpetually watch 
Over thy life. 

My. Thou, thou watch o’er my life ? 

MuBt I, at ev’ry instant, It behold thee ? 

Thou evermore before my eyes ? Ah, first 
I will that these same eyes of mino bo closed 
In everlasting darkness : I myself 
With those my very hands would pluck them first 
From my own face . . . 

Ce. 0 Heav ns ! What hear I ? . . . Heav’ns ! . . . 

Thou mak’st me shudder. Then thou hatcst me? . . . 

My. Thou first, thou sole, eternal, fatal cause 
Of all my wretchedness . . . 

Ce* What words are these ? . . . 

0 daughter 1 ... I the cause ? . . . But, see, thy tears 
Gush forth in torrents . . . 

My. Pardon, pardon me ! . . . 

It is not I that speak ; an unknown power 
Rules my distemper’d organs . . . Dearest mother ! 

Too much thou lovest me ; and I . . . 

Ce. Dost thou 

Deem me the cause ? . . . 

My. Yes, thou, alas ! hast been, 

In giving life to such an impious wretch, 

The cause of all my woes : and art so still, 

If thou refusest now to take it from me ; 

Now that I importune thee for this deed 
So fervently. There yet is time for this ; 

Still am 1 innocent, almost . . . — But, 01... 

Against such agonies • . . my . . . languid . . . frame ... * 

No more bears up . . . My strength, . . . my senses fail me . . . 

Ce. To thy apartments suffer me to lead thee. 

Thou need’st some cordial to restore thy strength ; 

This transient frenzy, trust me, hath arisen 
From too long fasting. Ah, come thou ; in me 
Fully confide : I, I alone will serve thee. 
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Scene I. 

CINYRAS. 

Cin. 0 ill-starr’d, wretched Pereus ! Too true lover ! ! 
Ah, had I been more swift in my arrival, 

Thou hadst not then perchance within thy breast 
The fatal weapon buried. — 0 great ITeav’nfl ! 

What will his poor bereaved father say ? 

Espoused and joyful he expected him ; 

Now will he see him brought before his eyes, 

By big own hands destroy'd, a lifeless corpse. — 

But I, alas ! am 1 then less than he 
Despairing as a father? Is this life, 

The state in which, amid atroctous furies, 

The frantic Myrrha pines? and is this life, 

To which we’re doom’d by her mysterious pangs? — 

But I will question her ; and I have arm’d 
My heart in iron mail. She well deserves 
(And this she knows) my anger ; as a proof, 

She tardily obeys my summons hither : 

Yet, my command hath she already heard 
By the third messenger. — Assuredly 
Beneath these pangs of hers there is conceal’d 
Some secret no loss dreadful than important. 

I, from her lips, will now hear all the truth, 

Or never, never more will I henceforth 
Admit her to my presence . . . But, (0 Hoav’ns!) 

If she’s condemn’d to everlasting tears, 

{Though innocent, by force of destiny, 

And bv the anger of offended gods, 

Should I to such calamities as these 
Add the displeasure of a father ? Should I, 

Despairing, and despised, abandon her 
To iing’ring death ? . . . Alas ! at such a thought 
My heart doth break . . . But, yet, in part, at least, 

’Tis indispensable that I should hide, 

Prom her, in this my last experiment, 

My boundless fondness. Never hath she yet 
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Heard me address her in reproachful terms : 

No maiden surely hath a heart so firm, 

As may suffioo to hear without emotion 
The unaccustom’d menace of a father. — 

At length she comes. — Alas, how she approaches 
With tardy and reluctant steps ! It seems 
As if she came to die before my eyes. 

Scene II. 

CINYBAS, MYRRHA. 

Cin. — Myrrha, I never, never could have thought 
That thou rogardedst not thy father’s honor : 

Thou hast too certainly of this convinced me 
On this day fatal to us all : but yet, 

That thou shouldst now reluctantly obey 
Thy sire’s express and oft-iepeated summons, 

E’en this was less expected than the other. 

My, . . . Thou of ray life art arbiter supreme . . . 

I did implore from thee . . . myself, . . . erewhile, . . . 

And on this very spot, . . . the punishment . . . 

Of my so many, . , . and enormous faults ... — 

My mother, too, was present ; . . . wherefore then . . . 

Didst thou not kill me ? . . . 

Cin, It is time, 0 Myrrha, 

Yes, it is time to alter thy deportment. 

In vain thou usest accents of despair ; 

In vain despairing and confounded looks 

Thou fixest on the ground. Through all thy grief, 

Alas, too evidently shame appears ; 

Guilty thou feel’st thyself. Thy heaviest fault, 

Is thy concealment with thy father : hence * 

His anger thoroughly thou meritest ; 

And that the partial and indulgent love 
I bore to thee, my dear and only daughter, 

Henceforth should cease. — But what ? thy tears gush forth 
Thou tremblest? shudderest? . . . and thou art silent? — 
Would, then, thy father’s anger be to thee 
An insupportable infliction? 

My. Ah I . . . 

Worse . . . than the worst of deaths . . . 
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Cin. Hear me. — Thou Hast 

Render’d thy parents, as thou hast thyself, 

A fable to the world, by the sad end 
Which thou hast given to thy nuptial rites. 

Thy cruel outrage has cut short already 
The days of wretched Pereus . . . 

My. Ileav’ns! what hear I? 

Cm. Yes, dead is Pereus ; and ’tis thou hast slain him. 
Soon as he left our presence, he withdrew, 

Alone, and by mute anguish overwhelm’d, 

To his apartments : no man durst pursue him. 

Too late, alas ! I came ... He lay, transfix’d 

By his own dagger, in a sea of blood 

To me, his eyes bedimm’d with tears, and death, 

He raised ; . . . and, ’mid his latest sighs, he breathed 
The name of Myrrha from his lips.— Ungrateful . . . 

My. Ah, say no more to me 4 . . I, I alone 
Deserve to breathe my last . . . And yet I live? 

Cm. The horrid anguish of the wretched father 
Of Pereus, I alone can comprehend, 

I, who at once am wretched and a father : 

Hence, I’m aware what now must bo his rage, 

His hatred, and his thirst to wreak on us 
A just and bitter vengeance.— Hence, not moved 
By terror of his arms, but by a just 
Compassion for his son, I am resolved 
To know from thee, as doth befit a father 
Offended and deceived, (and at all risks 
Do I insist on this,) the real causo 
Of such a horrible catastrophe. — 

Myrrha, in vain wouldst thou conceal it from me : 

TJhou by thy each least gesture art betray’d. — 

Thy broken words ; the changes of thy face, 

Now dyed with scarlot, and with hues of death 
Now blanch’d ; thy mute and bosom-heaving sighs ; 

The ling’ring hectic that consumes thy frame ; 

Thy restless glances, indirect and stolen ; 

Thy dumb confusion ; and the cleaving shame, 

And blushing consciousness that ne’er forsakes thee : . . . 
Ah ! all that I behold in thee persuades me, 

And ineffectual thy denial is, . • . 

That these thy furies all . . . love’s children are. 
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My. I ? . . . love’s ? . . . Ah, think it not ! . . . Thon art 
deceived. 

Gin . The more that thou denieet it, the more 
Am I convinced of this. And I, alas ! 

Am but too well assured, that this thy flame, 

Which thou so pertinaciously dost *hide, 

To some degrading object owes its birth. 

My. Alas ! . . . what art thou thinking?, . . Thou wilt 
not 

Destroy me with thy sword ; . . . and thou meanwhile. . . 
Destroyest mo with words . . . 

Gin. And darest thou * 

Assert to me that thou’rt untouch’d by love ? 

And shouldst thou toll me so, and even dare 
Also to swear it, I should deem thee perjured. — 

But who is ever worthy of thy heart, 

IfPerous, true, incomparable lover. 

Could not indeed obtain it? — But so fierce 
Are thy emotions ; ... such thy agitation ; 

So conscious and so passionate thy shame ; 

And in such terrible vicissitudes 
The conflict of these passions is engraved 
Upon thy countenance, that all in vain 
Thy lips deny tho charge. . . 

My. Ah, wouldst thou then . . . 

E’en in thy presence. . .make me. . .die. . .of shamo?, . . 
And thou a father ? 

Cm. And wouldst thou with cruel, 

Inflexible, and unavailing silence, 

Poison, and prematurely terminate 

The days of a fond father who doth love thee 

Far better than himself? — I’m yet a father: *, 

Banish thy fear ; whatever he thy flame, 

S So that I once might see thee happy) I, 
f thou oonfess it to me, for thy sake, 

Am capable of any sacrifice. 

I saw, and still I see (unhappy daughter !) 

The struggle generous and horrible. 

Which tears thy heart to pieces betwixt love 
4ud duty. Thou hast done too much already, 

To sense of right self-sacrificed : but love, 

More pow’rful than thyself, forbids the ofFring. 
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Passion ma y bo excused ; its impulses 
Oft foil our best endeavors to resist them ; 

But to withhold thy secret from thy father, 

Who prays for, who commands, thy confidence, 

Admits of no excuso. 

My. — 0 death, 0 death, 

Whom I so much. invoke, wilt thou still be 
Deaf to my grief?. . . 

Cin. Ah, daughter, try to calm, 

Ah, try to calm thy heart : if thou wilt not 
Make me hereafter more incensed against thee, 

I am already almost pacified ; 

Provided thotx wilt speak to mo. Ah, speak 

To me, as to a brother. Even I 

Love by experience know : the name . . . 

My . 0 Heav’ns ! 

I love, yes ; since thou forcest.me to say it ; 

I desperately love, and love in vain. 

But, who’s the object of that hopeloss passion, 

Nor thou, noT any one, shall ever know : 

He knows it not himself . . . and oven I 
Almost deny it to myself. 

Cin . And I 

Both will, and ought to know it. Nor const thou 
Be cruel to thyself, except thou bo 
At the same time still more so to thy parents, 

Who thee adore, thee only. Speak, ah, speak ! — 
Thou sco’st already, from an angry father. 

That I become a weeping supplicant : 

Thou canst not die, without condemning us 
To share thy tomb.— He, whosoe’er he be, 

Whom thou dost love, I will that he be thine. 

The monarch’s foolish pride can never tear 
The true love of a father from my breast. 

Thy love, thy hand, my realm, may well convert 

The lowest individual to a rank 

Lofty and noble : and I feel assured 

That ho whom thou couldst love, could never b© 

Wholly unworthy, though of humble birth. 

I do conjure thee, speak : whate’er the cost, 

I wish thee saved. 
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My. Me saved ? . . . What dreamest thou ? . . . 

These very words accelerate my death . . . 

Let me, for pity’s sake, ah, lot mo quickly 
For ever . . . drag myself . . . from thee . . . 

Cin. 0 daughter, 

Sole, and beloved ; 0, what say’st thou ? Ah ! 

Come to thy father’s arms. — 0 Ileav’ns ! like one 
Distract, and frantic, thou repellest me ? 

Thou then dost hate thy father? and dost thou 
Burn with so vile a passion that thou fearcst. . . 

My. Ah no, it is not vile ; . . . my flame is guilty ; 

Nor ever ... 

Cin. What is this thou sayest ? Guilty, 

Provided that thy sire condemn it not, 

It cannot bo : reveal it. 

My. Thou wouldst see 

Even that sire himself with horror shudder, 

If it should reach the ears of . . . Cinyras . , . 

Cin. What do I hear ! 

My. What have I said?. . .alas I . , . 

I know not what I say ... I do not love. . . 

Ah, think it not ; 0 no ! . . . Ah, suffer me, 

I for the last time fervently conjure thee, 

To hasten from thy presence. 

Cin. Thankless one : 

Now, by exasperating thus my rage 
With thy fantastic moods, by trifling thus 
With my excessive grief, eternally 
Now hast thou forfeited thy father’s love. 

My. 0 cruel, bitter, and ferocious menace ! . . . 

Now, in the anguish of my dying gasp, 

Swiftly approaching, ... to my pangs so dire, » 

So various, and so fierce, will now be added 
The cruel execration of my father ?. . . 

Shall it be mine to die, removed from thee? . . . 

O happy is my mother ! . . . she, at least, 

Press’d in thy arms . . . may breathe . . . her latest sigh . . . 
Cin . What wouldst thou say to me ? . . . What dreadful 
light 

Streaks from these words 1 . . . Thou, impious one, per- 
, chance?... 
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My. 0 Heav’ns ! what have I said indeed?. . .Alas 1 
Unhappy I ! . . .Where am I ?. . .Whither now 
Shall I betake myself? . . . Where shall I die ? — 

But now thy dagger may befriend me ... 1 

Cin. Daughter! . . . 

What hast thou done ? my dagger ... 

My. Lo ! . . . to thee ! . . 

I now rostoro it ... I at least possess’d 
A hand as swift and desp’rate as my tongue. 

Cin. . . . I’m petrified . . . with fear . . . and agony, 

With pity, . . . and with rage. 

My. 0 Cinyras ! . . . 

Thou . . . sec’st me . . . now . . . expiring ... in thy pre- 
sence . . . 

I have ... at once . . . both known how ... to avenge 
Thee, . . . and myself ... to punish . . . Thou thyself, 

By dint of force, from out my "heart . . . didst wrest . . . 

The horrid secret . . . But, since with my life 
Alone ... it left my lips, . . . 1 die . . . less guilty . . . 

Cin. 0 day I 0 crime ! . . . 0 grief! — To whom my 
tears ? . . . 

My. Ah, weep no more ; . . . I merit not thy tears . . . 
Shun my contagious presence ; . . . and conceal . . . 

From Cecris . . . ever . . . 

Cin. Wretchedest of fathers ! . . . 

And doth the gaping earth not burst asunder 
To swallow mo alive ? . . . I dare not now 
Approach the dying and flagitious woman ; . . . 

And yet, I cannot utterly abandon 
My immolated daughter . . . 

Scene III. 

CECRIS, EURYCLEIA, CINYRAS, MYRRHA. 

Ce. By the shrieks 

Of death brought hither . . , 

Cin . Do riot thou advance ... 2 

0 Heav’ns ! . . . 

1 She suddenly seizes the dagger of her father, and stabs herself with it. 
v He runs to meet Cecris, and, preventing her from advancing, intercepts 
from her the sight of the dying Myrrha. 
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Ce. To my dear daughter’s side . . . 

My. 0 voice ! 

Eu. Ah, spectacle of horror ! on the earth 
Myrrha lies welt’ring in her blood ? . . . 

Ce. My daughter? . . . 

Cin. Stop . . . 

Ce. Murder’d ! . . . How? by whom ? . . . I 

will behold her ... 

Cin. Ah, stop . . . and hear with terror . . . With my 
dagger 

She, . . . with her own hand, has transpierced herself . . . 

Ce. And dost thou thus desert thy daughter ? . . ♦ Ah ! 

I will myself ... 

Cin . She is no more our daughter. 

With a detestable, disgraceful love 
She bum’d for . . . Cinyras . . . 

Ce. What do I hear ? — 

0 crime ! . , . 

Cin. Ah, come ! I pray thee lot us go, 

To die with agony and shame elsewhere. 

Ce. Impious . . . — 0 daughter ! . . . 

Cin. Come thou ! . . . 

Ce. Hapless one ! . . . 

Not once more to embrace her ? . . . l 


Scene IY. 

MYRRHA, EURYCLE1A. 

My. When I ask’d . . . 

It ... of thee, . . . thou, ... 0 Eurydeia, /. . then . . . 
Shouldest . . . have given ... to my hands ... the sword : . 
I had died . . . guiltless ; . . . guilty . . . now . . . 1 die . . • 

1 She is dragged away by Cinyras. 
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THE SECOND BRUTUS. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

Like Shakspearo’s Julius Caesar , this tragedy records the 
death of that illustrious dictator at the hands of Marcus 
Junius Brutus and the other conspirators, although the 
subject is here very differently treated. The other 
characters in the play are Antony, Cicero, Cassius, 
Cimber (originally called Cato by Alfieri, who had for- 
gotten that that great man had died shortly before at 
Utica), and the People, once more personified as in the 
First Brutus. All the above personages appear in Shak- 
spearo, with many others. The death of Ceesar occurred 
on the Ides (15th) of March, 44 b.c. * 

In the first scone, the whole of the above characters are 
assembled in council ; the Senators, however, taking the 
place of the People. Ceesar announces his intention of 
crowning the long succession of Itoman victories by pro- 
ceeding at once against the Parthians. Cimber thinks 
that before such an expedition is undertaken, the liberties 
of Home should be restored; Antony entirely approves 
Ccesar’s proposal ; Cassius is in favor of the abolition of 
the dictatorship, and of Home herself then determining 
whether any fresh war should be entered upon ; Cicero 
laments the present discords in Home, and thinks that, till 
they are appeased, the Parthians should not be interfered 
with. Brutus speaks last, advises Ceesar to disregard the 
counsels of servile Antony, tells him that he knows he is 
aiming at supreme authority, reminds him of the popular 
joy when he thrice repelled the 44 kingly crown ^offered 
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him as if in sport by Antony, and warns him that, if ho 
tries to become tyrant of Rome, they will all refuse to be 
his subjects. Caesar dismisses the council, and announces 
a meeting for the following day in the Curia of Pompey, 
finally to settle the question. 

At the beginning of Act II. Cimber tells Cicero that he 
has invited Brutus and Cassius to meet them, to determine 
on the measures to be taken to resist Ciosar’s proposal, as 
they foresee that, if he marches against tho Parthians 
and defeats them, ho will return at tho head of a vic- 
torious army, who will make him absolute master of 
Rome. Cassius joins them. Cicero proposes to try to con- 
vince tho people by his eloquence ; but Cimber sees tho 
necessity of rousing the provinces, and resorting even to 
civil war. Cassius thinks that they ought at once to 
terminate tho matter by slaying Cfesar, and announces 
his readiness to do so himself, leaving it to some one 
else to put Antony to death. Brutus appears late on tho 
scene, and announces that he has been detained by Antony 
coming to him and asking him to have an interview 
with Caesar, to which he has agreed. He recounts 
Caesar’s previous kindness to him, in giving him his life 
after the battle of Pharsalia ; states that he sees in him 
all tho characteristics of a man able to preside nobly 
over tho destinies of enfranchised Rome ; announces his 
intention of trying to induce him to take that course, 
instead of attempting to become a tyrant ; and shows the 
dagger with which he is prepared to kill him if he refuses. 

The third Act shows Caesar and Antony conferring. 
Antony states that Brutus is coming to see Caesar, and 
warns him against him ; but Caesar states his determina- 
tion to try to make Brutus his friend and to support Ms 
interests m Rome, in his temporary absence in Parthia. 
Brutus joins Caesar, and a long and animated conference 
takes place, each endeavoring to induce the other, but in 
vain, to adopt his views. It ends by Caesar astounding 
Brutus with the news that he is his own son by his 
mother Servilia (sister of Cato), which he learnt by means 
of a letter received from her on the eve of the battle of 
jPharsalia, thus accounting for his clemency to him on that 
occasion, Brutus is tom by his conflicting emotions as a 
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patriot and a son, but still rejects with scorn Caesar’s 
overtures to join him in his attempts on the liberties of 
Bomo. He ends by reminding him that the First Brutus, 
for the sake of securing those liberties, slew his own sons. 

The fourth Act seos Brutus rejoining Cassius and 
Cimber. Ho gives the particulars of his late interview, 
and tho discovery of his relationship to Caesar. He then 
acquaints them that, having kept his designs secret from 
his own wife Porcia (Cato’s daughter), she had inflicted a 
dreadful wound on herself and kept it from his know- 
ledge for several days, in order to prove to him that she 
was worthy of his confidence and a true Roman. On 
hearing of tho enterprise he had in hand, she gave hor 
consent to it, whatever the risk to himself. Antony 
presently entors, desiring to see Brutus alone on l>ehalf 
of Caesar, but lie refuses to send his friends away. In 
their presence Antony urges him to submit to his father, 
but unsuccessfully. The throe friends separate, hi make 
the necessary arrangements for the morrow. 

Act Y. shows the Senators slowly, and in no great 
numbers, taking their places in the Curia on tho follow- 
ing day. Brutus and Cassius w r atch the gathering and 
bid each other farewell. It has been arranged that the 
signal shall bo given by Brutus brandishing his dagger. 
Caesar comes, attended by his lictors, and followed by a 
largo crowd. Brutus addresses him publicly, urging 
him to restore Rome’s liberties. He announces, to the 
universal astonishment, that he is Caesar’s son. Caesar 
proclaims that ho has decided to transfer to his son 
his whole authority ; but Brutus professes that this 
moans that at his entreaties ho is really ready to abdicate 
dlxd restore freedom to tho city. Caesar finding that he 
cannot prevail upon Brutus to assist him, assumes an air 
of authority, states his determination to start against the 
Parthians forthwith, taking Brutus with him and leaving 
Antony in charge of Borne. On his insisting, Brutus 
gives the appointed signal, the conspirators rush forward, 
and Caesar dies, covered with wounds, at the foot of 
Pompoy’s statue. The others depart in order to sky 
Antony, the People enter, and Brutus is left alon^with 
them and the dead body. By his address to them, in 
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which he shows that Caesar intended making himself 
king, he turns their fury against him to admiration, and, 
headed by him, they hasten to the Capitol to proclaim the 
delivery of home. 


Voltaire's tragedy of The Death of Caesar is based, like 
Alfieri’s, on the supposition that Brutus was Caesar's son, 
and, like his, contains no female characters. But there 
was really no foundation for the report which at one time 
was spread by scandal, that such a relationship existed, 
and which arofie from some words of Suetonius. Brutus, 
in fact, was only fifteen years younger than Caesar. 

This tragedy (the last of thoso generally known) was 
finally completed in 1788, when Alfieri wrote the 
Author’s Farewell with which it concludes, announcing 
his intention of writing no' more. But two of his three 
posthumous tragedies, viz. Abel and Alcestis, were in fact 
written at a later date. Alfieri states that his two Brutmes 
were conceived and "bom together ; that the sole basis of 
each was tho same passion of liberty, and that one con- 
tained the birth and the other tho death of Borne. To 
avoid the appearaneo of repetition, he purposely placed 
between them the tragedy of Myrrha , as being of an en- 
tirely different character, and therefore calculated to 
“Berve as a whet to the appetite of thoso who would 
otherwise be sick of hearing of nothing but liberty and 
Rome.” Neither Schlogel nor Sismondi criticises these two 
tragedies. Alfieri says that his Caesar was not exactly the 
Cflssar of Rome, but what he ought and might easily have 
been. He looks on tho Brutus as entirely his own 
creation, founded on truth, and as being “ a colossal like- 
lihood.” He admits that Cicero was an unnecessary in- 
troduction, and points out “ tho almost total nullity ” of 
the fourth Act. Though thinking highly of the play as 
a whole, he says that its plot participates in the defects 
necessarily inherent to conspiracies, whore people talk 
much more than they act. f 

This is one of the four tragedies out of the twenty-two 
written by Alfiori, in which the unity of place is violated, 
v the others being Philip, Agi*, and Abel tj 



DEDICATION 


TO THE 

FUTURE PEOPLE OF ITALY. 


I hote that I shall be pardoned by you, O generous and 
tree Italians, the insult that I innocently offered to your 
grandfathers, or great-grandfathers, in presuming to pre- 
sent to them two Brutuses ; tragedies in which, instead of 
women, speakers, and actors, “the People was introduced 
among many most lofty personages. 

I also acutely feel how grave the offence was to attribute 
tongue, hand, and intellect to those who (from having 
entirely forgotten that they themselves had ever received 
these three gifts from nature) thought it almost impossible 
that their successors should ever re-acquire them. 

“But if my words are destined to bo seeds, which 
fructify in honor, to those whom I arouse from death,” I 
flatter myself that perhaps justice will be repaid me by 
you, and not dissevered from some praise. Indeed I am 
certain, that if, on this account, I had received blame 
from your ancestors, it would not therefore have been 
exempted totally from esteem : since all could never hate 
or despise him whom no individual hated; and who 
Manifestly constrained himself (as far as was in his 
power) to benefit all, or at least the majority. 

Vittorio Alfieri. 

Paris, January 17, 1780. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON /E. 


C/ESAR. 
A STONY. 

Cicero. 
Bru res. 
Cassius. 


ClMRER.J 
People. 
Senators. 
Conspirators • 
Lictors. 


Scene. — The Temple of Concord ; afterwards the Curia of 
Pompey , in Some. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. 

CiESAR, ANTONY, CICERO, BRUTUS, CASSIUS, CIMBER, SENATORS, 
all seated. 

Cae. Illustrious fathers, I, as Rome’s dictator. 

To an assembly summon you to-day. 

’Tis true, that Caesar seldom hitherto 
Hath thus collected you : the cause of this 
Atone hath risen from our common foes, 

Who would not suffer me to quit my arms, 

Till I had first discomfited their ranks 
With indefatigable promptitude, 

E*en from the Betis to Egyptian Nile. 

At length ’tis granted to me to enjoy 

The privilege, which, more than all things else, 

I sought for, to avail myself in Romo * 

Of Roman sense ; and having first restored 
Rome to herself, to take advice from you 


2 B 2 
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Touching her welfare. — She from civil broils 
At length is respited ; and now ’tis time 
That ev’ry citizen on Tiber’s banks 
Should reassume his rights, and hence I hope 
That envious calumny may cease to rail. 

Some is not, no, (as lying fame reports,) 

In any wise impair’d : at her solo name, 

Betwixt the Tagus and Euphrates ; ’twixt 
Egypt’s parch’d country and the far remote, 
Unknown, sequester’d, hyperborean isle 
Of Albion ; at her name, all nations tremble : 

And since o’er Crassus he has been victorious, 

Far more the Parthian fears ; the Parthian, who, 

At his unlook’d-for victory, now stands 
In blank astonishment ; and fearing for it 
Chastisement from yourselves. To consummate 
Borne’s glory, nothing else is wanting now, 

Except to show to Parthia and the world, 

That there those Eoman soldiers, who required 
A Boman leader, by the thirst of conquest, 

And not of gold, impell’d, were only slain, 

And not subdued. To wipe off this disgrace. 

And to conduct to Home the Parthian king 
A captive, or to die in the attempt, 

I now address myself. To treat maturely 
Of such a war, I have assembled you, 

Here, in this temple of auspicious name : 

May we infer from it a joyful omen : 

Ah, yes ; for perfect concord ’mongst us all 
Will be the only and authentic pledge 
Of our success. I therefore do exhort 
And counsel you to this. — Our country’s honor 
Summons us thither with imperious voice, 

Where her unconquer’d eagles have received 
Intolerable insult : honor now 
Imposes silence on all other passions. 

The multitude collected in the forum 

Bums for revenge ; from hence may each of us 

ThMr imprecations ftear; from us they seek 

(On^bis ao they insist) a full revenge 

Oh the presumptuous Parthians, He$cc should we, 
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Waiving all other subjects, first resolve 
How best this punishment may bo inflicted. 

I first then challenge, from the flow’r of Koine, 

(And with a Roman joy I see that challenge 
Accepted almost ere it is put forth,) 

That loud, unanimous consent, whose echo 
Will speedily disperse or slay each foe. 

Cim. With so much wonder is my heart o’erwhelm’d. 
Hearing of this unanimous consent, 

That I first answer here ; though I infringe 
Rigid proscription, younger than so many. 

To us to-day, then, who have been already 
Mute by compulsion for so many years, 

To us is liberty of speech to-day 

Restored ? I first, then, will attempt to speak : 

I, who beheld great Oato in my arms 
In Utica expire. Ah, were nry thoughts 
Equal to his ! If not in loftiness, 

They may be similar in brevity. — 

Other abuses, other enemies, 

And other wrongs, far less endurable, 

Ere Rome bestows a thought upon the Parthians, 

She ought to punish first. The massacres 
Of Romo, e’en from the Gracchi to this time. 

Would furnish matter for a copious tale. 

Her forum, temples, dwollings not less sacred, 
Swimming in blood have been beheld by Romo : 

With blood is Italy, with blood her seas 
Are all defiled. What portion is there now 
Of Rome’s vast empire with the waste of blood 
Not rooking? Is it by the Parthians spill’d ? — 

The formerly good citizens are changed 
To cruel soldiers ; to atrocious swords, 

The necessary ploughs ; the sacred laws, 

To chains and implements of punishment ; 

The captains, to ferocious despots : thus 
What more remains to suffer? what to fear? — 

I then assert, that to their pristine state, 

Ere aught is done, should all things bo restored; 

And Rome should be regenerate, ere avenged* 

This to the Romans is an easy task. 



374 


THE SECOND BRUTUS. 


[ACT I. 


An. I, consul, speak ; to me it now belongs : 

Let him not speak, nor, if he speak, be heard, 

Who to the idle winds doth bellow forth 
His pompous imbecilities. — 0 fathers, 

In that which our invincible dictator 
Proposes to us now, ’tis my opinion 
(Although for private ends he may propose it) 

It is not so much question to restore 
Borne to her pristine glory, as to urge 
To that on which the safety, pow’r of Rome, 

In short her very being doth depend. 

Did e’er a Roman leader unavenged 
In battle fall ? Did e’er our ancestors 
Endure the stigma of an adverse battle, 

Without retaliation ? Hostile heads 

Cut off by Roman swords by thousands, soon 

Atoned for ev’ry Roman warrior’s lifo. 

Shall Rome, now that the confines of the world 
The confines are of Rome, submit to that, 

Which she would ne’er endure when limited 
Within the boundaries of Italy ? 

And grant that she were to her glory deaf ; 

Grant that we suffer’d with impunity 
The Parthian tribes their triumph to enjoy; 

From such a melancholy precedent, 

What lasting injury would not accrue 
To Rome ? A numerous and warlike people 
Dwell ’twixt the Parthian frontiers and onr own ; 
Who, who would bridle them, if poradventure 
The terror of the Roman arms should cease ? 
Germany, Greece, Illyria, Macedon, 

Gaul, Britain, Africa, and Spain, and Egypt, 

These martial tribes, which, outraged and o’ercome, 
On ev’ry side surround us ; would they serve 
Unwarlike Rome? No, not a day, an hour. 
Imperiously, besides your honor, then, 

An incontestable necessity 
Impels to Asia, to make war against it, 
pur haughty eagles.— For the enterprise 
%t y now remains to choose the leader. — 

But, who woxfld venture to propose himself * 
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In Cfesar’s presence? — Let us choose another, 

On the condition, that in conquests, he, 

In finish’d wars, in victories, in triumphs, 

Surpasses Caesar ; or that he alone 
In battle equals him. — Of what avail 
Is oreeping envy ? * Caesar, now, and Eome, 

Are but one object by two names express’d ; 

Since Caesar doth alone for Rome assert, 

For Rome maintain, the empire of the world. 

Then he is now his country^ open foe, 

And a vilo traitor, who would dare advance, 
Envious, his private ends, minute and abject, 

Before the common weal and common safety. 

Cos. I am that villain then, yes, I am he, 

Whom he, that is a traitor, calls a traitor. 

I am the first to be so ; ’tis my boast ; 

Since Caesar now and Rome aue but one object, 
Call’d by two names. — Who to the purpose speaks. 
Speaks briefly. Others here perchance may utter, 
In servile, artful, and unmeaning accents, 

The name of country : if there now remains 
For us a country, to the senators 
It doth belong to watch her destinies ; 

This in their name do I asseverate ; 

But to true senators ; and not, like these, 

Convened capriciously ; for a vain form 
Summon’d to ridicule ; and not, like these, 
Intimidated and encircled round 
By bullies and bribed satellites ; and not 
Beheld and almost heard by citizens 
Bought and corrupted by their demagogues, 

Who feed them with vain words. Is this a people ? 
This, which no Qther liberty esteems, 

Or knows, except to be an obstacle 
To all that’s great and good, to be a shield 
To all abuse? We now are told to look 
Amid the gladiatorial spectacles, 

And in the tribute of corn-bearing Egypt, 

For Rome’s lost majesty. From such a race 
First may we see the senate purged, and then 
May $ach of us be heard. — My own opinion 
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Meanwhile I think it fitting to premise, 

And ’tis : That there should no dictator be, 
Since we are not at war ; that there should be 
Just consuls chosen ; a just senate form’d ; 

And that the forum should again behold 
Just people, and authentic tribunes. Then 
Borne may deliberate about the Parthians ; 
Then, when by symptoms manifest, once more 
Borne by true Romans may be recognized. 
While of her former state we see a shadow, 

Her few true citizens will in her cause 
Their final efforts make, to counteract 
The final efforts of her many foes. 

Cic. A son, and not ungrateful son, of Romo, 
More than myself I lovo her : and that day, 
When from the impious hand of Catiline 
I rescued her, Borne hail’d me as her father. 
Rememb’ring this, the sweet tears yet 1 feci 
Of gratitude and tenderness suffuse 
My swimming eyes. The public happiness, 
True peace, and liberty, have ever been, 

And are, my wish. Could I for Borne alone, 
Such as Pve always lived for her, expire ! 

0 what will be my gam, if for her sake 
Consumed, this remnant of a painful life 

1 to her peace devote I — I speak sincerely ; 

My hoary hairs may well obtain belief. 

My language doth not tend to irritate 

Him on the one hand, whom a righteous anger 
Already lias enough in soul embitter’d, 

For many and long-suffer’d injuries ; 

>'or, on the other hand, to raise still higher 
The now excessive arrogance of him 
Who deems himself without competitor. 

1 speak to reconcile the good of Borne 
(If it be possible) with that of all. — 

We have already for a long time seen 
The ill effects among us of 4 the sword, 
I T nhappily laid bare. The names alone 
Of the ringleaders who infringed the laws 
Wfef&^hanged, and ever to the injury 
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Of the oppress’d republic. Who among us 
Sincerely loves his country ; who in heart, 

Not in words only, is a citizen ; 

Now my example let him imitate. 

Amid the rancor, hidden and profound, 

The manifest atrocious enmities ; 

Amid the brandish’d swords, (if once again 
The raging Furies venture to unsheathe them,) 

Let each of us expose his breast unarm’d : 

Thus will these frantic and discordant spirits 
Be laid at rest ; or we alone shall fall, 

Slain by their cruel swords; to their disgrace, 

Solo, genuino Homans, we. — These are the thoughts, 

The aspirations, and the tears are these 

Of one, a Roman citizen : do ye 

All listen to him equally : and who 

With too much glory is already laden, 

Let him not tarnish it, or lose it quite, 

By trying to no purpose to gain more : 

And who with envy sees another’s glory. 

Let him remember that not envious thoughts, 

But lofty emulation in the contest 
Of real virtue, can alone augment 
His own pretensions, and, without a stain, 

And laudably, diminish those of others. — 

But, since in Rome there doth so much remain 
To occupy our thoughts, we should, methinks, 
Forget the Parthians now. Ah, may Rome be 
Harmonious by our means, and recomposed ! 

And may the Parthians, at one glance of hers, 

And ev’ry foreign foe that she possesses, 

Adi disappear, like clouds before the wind. 

Bru , Cimber, and Cassius, and great Cicero, 

Their lofty Roman sentiments, so like 

True Romans have announced, that nought remains 

For him succeeding them to say of Rome. 

Nought now remains, except to speak of him 
Who in himself has centred Rome, and now 
E’en deigns not to dissemble it. — To thee, 

Caesar, since Rome in thee alone exists, 

I of tjiyself will speak, and not of Rome* 
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I love thee not, and this thou knowest ; thou, 

Who lov’st not Home ; sole cause why thee I love not : 
I do not envy thee, because no more 
I deem myself to theo inferior now, 

Since thou’rt become inferior to thyself : 

I do not fear thee, Ccesar ; since I’m always 
Bather prepared to die than be a slave : 

And, finally, I hate thee not, because 
In nothing do I fear thee. Now then, hear 
Brutus alone ; yield faith to Brutus only ; 

Not to thy servile consul, who doth stand 
Bemoved so far away from all thy virtues. 

While he with thee thy vices only shares, 

And seconds, and augments them. — Thou, 0 Caesar, 
P’rhaps yet deservest to be saved : (I think so ;) 

And 1 would have it so ; since thou so much, 

Wouldst thou repent, mightlst benefit thy country : 
Yes, thou mayst do it, as thou hast been able 
To injure her so griovously already. 

This thy own people, (Cassius hatlx erewhile 
Pourtray’d it to the lire,) this thy own people, 

A few days since, did somewhat disenchant 
Thy visions of supreme authority. 

Thou heard’st the people’s cries of indignation, 

That day when, as in sport, the majesty 
Of the new consul daintily attempted 
To twine around thy brow the royal wreath. 

Thou heard st all shudder ; and tiiy regal wrath 
Made thee turn pale. However, by thy hand 
The vile wreath was repell’d, which, in thy heart, 
Thou didst so ardently desire ; and hence 
Thou wert assail’d with universal plaudits ; 

But these same acclamations of thy people, 

Whioh, though in truth no longer Roman, were not 
As foolish as thou fain wouldst have them be, 
Inflicted mortal stabs upon thy breast. 

That Borne might have a short-lived tyranny, 

Thou that day learnedst, but a king, no, never ! 

Thqn know’st, too clearly for thy- inward peace, 

That thou art not a citizen : and yet, 

I ajS&fcsee it, that it weighs upon thee 
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To be a tyrant ; and for this, perchance, 

Thou wert not bom : thou see’st now if I hate thee. 
Reveal thou quickly, then, if thou dost know it, 

To us and to thyself, that which thou think ’st, 

That which thou hop’st to be. — And learn thou now, 
If thou dost know it not, 0 thou dictator, 

Learn from a citizen, from Brutus learn. 

That which thou nieritest to be. 0 Caesar, 

A ministration that’s more glorious far 

Than that which thou assumest, doth await thee. 

Tyrant of Rome thou covetest to be ; 

Presume, and thou shalt certainly succeed, 

To constitute thyself her liberator. — 

Thou, by the freedom with which Brutus speaks, 
Mayst clearly apprehend, that if of us 
Thou doom’st thyself lord paramount, as yet 
I do not deem myself to bo thy subject. 

An. Of thy rash insolence ere long I swear 
The punishment . . . 

Cae. Let this suffico. — So long. 

In hearing you with silence, have I given 
Of my forbearance no light evidence : 

And, should I hold myself of all things here 
The master, ’twould not misbecome me now ; 

Since I with patience have not only dared 
To hear, but have provoked, 'the daring speech 
Of reprehensive tongues. Yet to yourselves 
This consultation seems not free enough ; 

Although ye the dictator have assail’d 
With insults, which ho might refuse to hear. 

I in the court of Pompoy, then, invite you, 

Sar from the forum, by to-morrow’s da wn. 

To a more free debate, and with no arm’d 
Attendants to defend you from the people. 

There, more at length, words more insulting yet, 
And more reproachful, shall I hear from you : 

But there, too, must the Parthians’ destiny 
Be finally resolved. If it seem meet 
To the majority, that Crosar’s fate 
Be also there determined, I dissent not. 

Provided that majority decree it 
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Scene I. 

CICERO, CIMBER. 

Cic. There does not now remain a safe asylum 
Save this, where to discuss the fate of Rome . . . 

Cim . Ah ! little now is left for us to Bay ; 

Action alone remains for us. I have 
Invited hither to us in thy name 
Brutus and Cassius ; soon will they be here. 

The exigence admits of no delay ; 

Our country by to-morrow’s rising sun 
(Too certainly, alas !) will undergo 
The last extreme of danger. * 

Cic . It is true 

That the secure audacity of Caesar, 

No more allowing to his vile designs 
Any delay, doth render on our part 
Further delay impossible. At length 
For nought he wishes, but his troops in arms ; 

Since from experience he is now convinced 
That universal terror will do more 
To further his attempts, than the bribed love 
Of the unstable people. In his heart 
He laughs at our misfortunes ; and he lets us 
At leisure rail : provided he obtain 
His army : and of this he is secure, 

From the majority of votes which he 
Has purchased in the senate. Afterwards 
On his return he’ll be avenged on us 
For our last efforts in the cause of freedom. 

He leads the Roman warriors ’gainst the Parthians, 
To give to Rome the last shock, as the first 
He gave her, when returning from tho Rhine. 

He hath advanced too far now to retract ; 

Now, even I confess that we, too, cannot 
Logger delay with safety. But, alas ! 

As a good citizen should do, I tremble : 
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I shudder, to reflect that our resolve 
Rome’s fate perchance will seal. 

Cim. Behold to meet us 

Cassius repairs. 


Scene II. 

CASSIUS, CICERO, Cl AIDER. 

Cas. Have I come late ? However, 

Brutus is not yet here. 

Cim. He’ll come ere long. 

Cas, Here many of our friends would follow me : 
B"t in these melancholy walls, are spies 
So much more numerous than citizens, 

That, all suspicion wholly to prevent, 

I rather chose to come here unattended. 

To the unbending rectitude o£ Cimber, 

To Cicero’s perspicuous intellect, 

Lastly to my implacable revenge, 

’Twcro now sufficient could we only add 
The energy sublime of Brutus’ wrath. 

Could any other council be convened 
Of nobler constitution, and in nature 
Better adapted to exert itself 
For Rome’s prosperity ? 

Cic, Ah ! may the gods 

Who watch o’er Rome grant that it thus may prove ! 
I, far as in me lies, do hold myself 
Ready to serve in ev’ry way my country : 

I grieve that there alone remains to mo 
But a weak remnant of declining years 
Tt> sacrifice for her. My wasted strength 
Can with my hand but little servo her cause ; 

But, if this tongue hath evor in the forum 
Or in the senate, the high sentiments 
Of freedom utter’d ; more than ever yet, 

On this day Rome shall hear me thunder forth 
Intrepidly the same free accents : Rome, 

Whom I will not survive one day, I swear it, 

If she is doom’d to fall amid her chains. 

Cas, Thou always wert the orator sincere 
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Of liberty ; thy words sublime have Borne 
Oft from her abject lethargy awaken’d : 

But who remains now that deserves to hear thee? 

All now are apprehensive, or are bribed ; 

Nor, if they heard them, could they comprehend 
Thy elevated sentiments . . . 

Cic. Our people, 

Though no more Boman, is a people still : 

And though each man be in himself debased 
As far as man can be, the greater part, 

Soon as the multitude collects, is changed : 

I further would assert, that we may give them, 

When in the forum they’re assembled all, 

A spirit altogether different 

From that which each ’mid his own Lares feels. 

Truth, falsehood, anger, pity, reason, grief, 

Justice, and honor, glory even yet, 

Are impulses, which, by the man who has them 
All truly in his heart, as on his lips, 

May be, yes all of them, at will transfused 
(Whate’er their individual character) 

Into the hearts of congregated thousands. 

I hope to-day to mount, and not in vain, 

The rostrum, if indignant eloquence, 

Fervid and free, may aught avail ; and there, 

If it be needful, I’m resolved to die. — 

Say, on what base was that prodigious power 
Of Caesar founded, which we all now fear? 

The* opinion of the many. With the sword, 

’Tis true, he conquer’d Gaul ; but with his tongue, 

With plausible insinuating words, 

First o’er his legions the ascendency * 

He gain’d, and o’er the people then in part : 

He could not purchase, or destroy them all, 

He only : but he easily could make 

All those whom he had first inveigled, slaves. 

And cannot we then equally with him 
By means of language undeceive, make whole, 

Hiuminate both heart and intellect ? 

In apeh a contest, ’twixt my eloquence, 

And that of the tyrannical dictator, 
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Tho truth would be on my side, force on his : 

And in the noble drift of my discourse * 

Do I so much confide, that if but once 
I gain a hearing, 1 his weapons scorn. 

To hearts and ears, that have been Boman once, 

Such fervid language I may yet address, 

That for a while at least they may become 
Bomans once more. The character of Caesar 
Fully disclosed, and Caesar is o’ercome. 

Cm. There is no doubt: if Borne would only hear 
thee, 

Thy manly speech might rouse her to now life : 

B"t, if thou also generously chose 
To mount alone, and die upon the rostrum, 

Which now to him is death, who dares to breathe 
Tho name of freedom thence ; if also thou 
Dared to do this alone ; by the debased 
And purchased bowlings of vilo parasites 
All means of being heard would be cut off. 

Those wretches now exclusively possess 
The bar of eloquence, and banish thence 
All upright orators. On Tiber’s banks 
Borne stands no longer : it behoves us now 
In the remotest provinces to seek 
For arms, for virtues, and for citizens. 

A dire necessity, and this alone, 

Could justify us in recurring now 
To open war; but yet this is not peace. 

We are compell’d once more with blood to purge 
Those rankling humors, which, oppressing Home, 

Keep her exanimate ’twixt life and death. 

Cato a Boman was, most certainly ; 

And he detested uselessly to shed 

The blood of citizens ; yet that most just 

Among just men, proclaim’d that u nursed in arms, 

♦‘And now by arms exhausted, arms alone 
“ Can Borne regenerate/* What else remains 
For us to do? Or Borne is overoome, 

And with her fall all her true citizens ; 

Or she’s victorious, and the guilty ones 

Are scatter’d and destroy’d, or else are ohanged. 1 
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Is victory fast chain’d to Caesar’s car? 

Let him be only once discomfited ; 

And e’en his very partisans, convinced 
That he is not invincible, will then 
With other eyes behold him ; with one voice 
All will then dare to execrate his name, 

And, as an impious tyrant, to proscribe him. 

Cos. Why first by us should he not be proscribed ? 
When we ourselves can pass the sentence, when 
We can the first that sentence execute, 

Prom a vile populace should we expect it ? 

While at our will, e’en in the midst of Rome, 

Within her dwellings, in the very senate, 

We may thus cope with Caesar, and obtain 
O’er him a perfect triumph ; in the camp, 

Ought he, and at the cost of many lives 
Less impious than his own, to be provoked 
By us to dang’rous and uncertain fight, 

And be, perchance, the victor ? Where a sword, 

This sword of mine alone, and this my fierce, 

Inexorable wrath that makes me wield it, 

Suffice, more than suffice, to terminate 
That despicable life, which holds all Rome 
In tears, unworthily enslaved and chain’d ; 

Where nought is wanting to destroy the tyrant, 

Whoe’er he be, except a single sword, 

And one, a Roman, who may brandish it ; 

Why, why should wo unsheathe so many ? — Ah ! 

Let others sit in council, weigh, discuss, 

Delay, and waver till they miss the time : 

I, among all schemes, deem the briefest best : 

And new especially, since the most brief <•- 

Will be the boldest, noblest, and most sure. 

Worthy it is of Rome to slay this one 
Openly ; by the hand of Cassius, too, 

Caesar deserves to die. To the just fury 
Of other men I leave the punishment 
Of the base servanfcconsul Antony.-* 

Lo, Brutus comes : ah, let us, let us hear, 

If he dissents from me. 
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BRUTUS, CICERO, CASSIUS, CIMBER. 

Cic . Docs Brutus come 

So late to such a lofty conference ? . . . 

Bru. *Ah ! I had been the first here, if ere while 
I had not been prevented . . . 

Cim. And by whom? 

Bru . Not one of you could guess. ’Twas Antony 
Who would at length address me. 

Cic . Antony? 

Can. And the vile satellite of Csesar gain’d 
Audience from Brutus ? 

Bru. Yes, indeed he gain’d it. 

And in his Caesar’s name. He would confer 
With mo, at all events : and he invites me, 

If I consent to it, to como to him ; 

Or he to mo . . . 

Cim. His offer was rejected ? . . . 

Bru. No. Caesar as a friend, in my pure heart 
Wakes no more fear, than Caesar as a foe. 

Hence I will hear him, and ere long, and in 
This very temple. 

Cos. What can be his wish ? 

Bru. Porchance, to bribe me. But ye still, I hope. 
Confide in Brutus. 

C(i8. More than in ourselves. 

Cim . In Brutus all confide ; o’en the most vile. 

Bru. And to excite mo, in respect of deeds, 

(As if I slept) I mot with on my road 
Exciting exhortations scatter’d round me ; 

Strong, brief, and Roman ; and at once expressive 
Of praise and blame tow’rds me, as if I were * 

Slow to do that which Romo expected of me. 

This I am not ; and ev’ry stimulus 
Applied to me is idle. 

Gas. But, I pray thee, 

What hop’st thou from this interview with Ccesar? ... 

Cic. Thou hop’st, porchance, to change him ... , 

Bru. * I am pleased 
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That the strong sense of noble Cicero 
My scheme in part conjectures. 

Cas. 0 ! what say’st thou ? 

We all, long time expecting thee, have here 
At length express’d our sentiments : wo all, 

In hating Caesar, and in loving Rome, 

In being willing for her sake to dio, 

Were as one man : but threefold were our views 
As to the mode. To stir up civil war ; 

To rouse the people from deceit to arms ; 

Or with the private sword to immolate 
Csesar in Rome ; now, which of these would be 
The choice of Brutus ? 

Bru. Mine ? — Not one of these, 

At present. If mine afterwards proved vain, 

I would undoubtedly adopt the last. 

Cas. And thine ? What other courso remains to us ? 
Bru. To you I’m known : I am not wont to speak 
In vain : be pleased to hear me. — Rome is now 
Far too infirm, to bo in one day cured. 

The people might be roused, but briefly roused, 

To virtue ; never with the bait of gold 
Are they, as they are drawn to baseness, drawn 
To rectitude. Can genuino excellence 
Be ever purchased ? The corrupted people 
Would form a treach’rous basis for fresh freedom. 
Perchance the senators are less infected ? 

One may enumerate the upright ones ; 

The guilty also in their hearts hate Caesar, 

Not in that he robs all of liberty, 

But in that he, a single tyrant, stops them 

From being tyrants in their turn. To him « 

They would suoceed ; and therefore they abhor him. 

Cic. Ah, were this not, as ’tis indeed, too true ! 

Bru. Amid such vices the good citizen 
Should steer with care, lest he to bad add worse. 

A tyrant Caesar is ; but was not always. 

The impious wish to be lord paramount 
Hath only lately risen in his heart : 

And the Vile Antony, by stratagems, 

Addsrfuel to his flame, to drag him 09 
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To his perdition, that ho thus may rise 
Upon his ruin'd fortunes. Friends like theso 
Fall to the lot of tyrants. 

Ca s. In his breast, 

Connatural with his being, evermore 
Caesar possess’d the thirst to be supreme ... 

JBru. No ; not to reign supreme : he never dared 
To wish for so much. Now thou deemest him 
More bold, more lofty, than he ever was. 

Ambition, a necessity for fame, 

An ardent spirit, an unworthy wish 
To be avenged on private enemies, 

And lucky opportunity, at last, 

More than aught else, have to that height impell’d him, 
At which, when now arrived, ho feels himself 
Astonish’d at his own temerity. 

A thirst for honor more than thirst for power 
Still, in his heart, maintains ascendency. 

Should I prove this to you? Does he not now 
Pant to attack the Partliians, and to quit 
Rome, where he still possesses many foes ? 

Cim. He hopes to purchase with the Parthian laurels 
The royal crown. 

Bm. Thon ho would rather be 

To valor than to force indebted for it : 

He thence is more ambitious than corrupt . . . 

Cos. Dost thou to ufe pronounce his eulogy? . . . 

Bru. Hear the conclusion.— Cfesar wavers still 
Within himself ; he wishes yet for fame ; 

He is not therefore yet, in heart at least, 

Consummately a tyrant : but, he now 
Begins to tremble, and a short time since 
He knew not fear ; he then approaches near 
The brink of tyranny. A few days since, 

Terror assail’d him, when ho saw the crown 
By his bribed people from his grasp withheld. 

But Caesar, be he what he may, as yet 
Is not contemptible, is not unworthy 
That others should facilitate for him 
The path of reformation. For myself, 

I must despise myself/ or him esteem ; 
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Since I consented for the gift of life 
To be indebted to him, on the day 
When, in Pharsalia’s fields, a vanquish’d foe, 

Within his pow’r I fell. I live ; and this 
My life is a sufficient blot to Brutus ; 

But, without baseness or ingratitude, 

I will devise the means that blot to cancel. 

Cic. Such often is the fato of war : thou thus 
Hadst also used thy triumph over him. 

If thou hadst conquer’d. Did not he himself 
Once as a gift receivo that life, to Itome 
Now so disastrous ? Yes, did not he also 
Receive it as a gift from Sylla’s hands, 

By grace express, and error more express ? 

Br w. ’Tis true ; but never does my mind forego 
The recollection of a benefit : 

Yet at the same time do my* country’s claims, 

And my own duties, in my heart sink deep. 

In short, to Brutus, Caesar such appears, 

That, (as he is, as now from day to day 
He more becomes,) a tyrannous dictator, 

Brutus, on no condition, will permit 

His life to bo prolong’d ; or ho will kill him. 

Or he himself will fall in the attempt . . . 

But such to Brutus Caesar also seems. 

That he alone to Rome can now restore, 

If he once more become a citizen, 

Lil>erty, empire, energy, and life. 

He is e’en now the idol of the people ; 

Let him become a model to the good ; 

Let him, against the guilty, arm the laws 
Witfr added te&ors : till the whole returns 
Unto its pristine state, let all his power 
Be turn’d away from mining the laws 
To keeping thorn intact. He was endow’d 
With lofty thoughts ; he was a citizen : 

For fame still burns he : he is blinded, yes ; 

But such from prosp’rous fate, and impious friends, 
jWho hayo alone made him forsake the path 
0#*genaine glory, such from these alone 
Has fie become.— Or nothing is my speech, 
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Or I shall know how from my breast to draw 
Such burning and impressive words, to use 
To him such true, such strong, tremendous reasons, 

And in such numbers use them, that I hope, 

Yes I indulge the hope, to force e’en Caesar ; 

To make him groat indeed, so pure in virtue, 

That he o’er ev’ry man, o’er ev’ry Roman, 

Will rise unparallel’d in excellence ; 

Yet be a simple citizen of Rome. 

If but his glory profit Rome, I place it 
Before my own : methinks that my design 
Gives a convincing evidence of this. — 

But, if in vain speaks Brutus now to Caesar, 

Thou sco’st it, Cassius, thus I ever wear it ; 

Behold the dagger, which will bo more swift 
To slay him, than thy sword . . . 

Cic. • 0 genuine patriot ! 

Thou art too great; ill canst thou comprehend 
The tyrant Caisar, judging from thyself. 

Cas. Brutus sublime, a thing impossible, 

But worthy of thee, thou projectest ; one 
Thou only couldst adventure. I oppose not 
Myself to thee : ah ! Caesar fully can, 

And he alone, divest thee of thy error. 

Cm. To change a tyrant to a citizen ? 

’Tis in itself proof, this thy gen’rous hope, 

0 Brutus, that thou ne’er couldst be a tyrant. 

Bru. That will be soon made clear : myself hereafter 
Will give you full account of all my deeds. — 

If I a vain, abortive orator 

Should prove, so much the more thou’lt find me, C^sius, 

1 Wear tli thee, obedient to thy orders, * ^ 

A lusty and a fierce tyrannicide. 
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ACT JII. 

Scene I. 

CjESAII, ANTONY. 

An . Yes, Ccesar ; soon will Brutus come to tlieo 
Within this very temple, where erowhile 
Thou didst consent to hear and tolerate 
His arrogant harangues. Ere long shalt thou 
Hear him, since thus thou wilt, ns man to mail, 

Cae . I hold myself for this to thee imlobted : 

Twas not an easy matter to persuade 
Brutus to come, and thus confer with mo ; 

Nor had I dared to trust to any one, 

Except to Antony, this embassy. 

An. How much it grieves, me, that to my entreaties 
Inexorably deaf, thou dost persist 
In tolerating Brutus ! Tis the first 
Of all thy wishes, with which Antony 
Reluctantly complied. Yet in the guise 
Of amity, and in thy name, I stoop’d 
To supplicate him whom I know to be, 

By certain proof, thy mortal enemy, 

And whom, as such, I utterly abhor. 

Cae . Many hato Crosar ; yet, one man alone 
I deem a foe that’s worthy of myself : 

And he is Brutus. 

An. Thence, not Bratus only, 

But Brutus first, and Cassius, and then Cimber, 

And Tullius, and so many more, should die. 

Cote. The more embitter’d, lofty, strong my foe, 

So much iiaor^ pleasure do I always take 

In ovprcoming nim ; and oftentimes 

More, than with arms, with pardon have I done it. 

To have ^recourse to reconciling words, 

When I have pow’r to arbitrate by force ; 

To captivate, persuade, convince a heart 

That swells with hate ; to make that man my friend, 

Wt’oso vory being I could orush to nought ; 

Ah, this against a worthy enemy, 
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This is indeed the most illustrious vengeance ; 

And it is mine. 

An. v Let Caesar learn to be 

Great from himself alone : for this has nature 
Intended him : but how at once to make 
Home and himself secure, let him be taught 
To-day by him who loves them both alike : 

And above ev’ry man, that man am L 
I ne’er shall cease reminding thee, that if 
Thou slay’st not Brutus; thou in this art check’d 
More by thy vain and individual glory, 

Than by thy real fondness for thy country ; 

And that thou manifestest little heed 
For the security of both. 

Cae . Wouldst thou 

Caesar intimidate with base suspicion ? 

An. If Caesar will not for himself, for Rome 
He might, and ought to tremble. 

Cae. Caesar ought 

To die for gloTy, and for Rome ; but never 
For her to tremble, never for himself. 

I in the camp the foes of Rome have conquer’d ; 

These wero the only enomies of Caesar. 

’Mong those, who ’gainst her had the sword unsheathed, 
Was Brutus ; I already, arms in hand, 

Had, as a foe, o’ercome him, and e’en then 
With the just sword of war I slew him not ; 

Now in the walls of Romo, unarm'd, (0 Heav’ns !) 

Shall I now cause him to be put to death 
With the decoitful and disgraceful dagger, 

Or with the unjust axe ? There is no cause. 

That ever could to such an outrage goad me : 

And even if I wish’d it, . . . ah ! perchance . 

I could not ... do it. — But yet, finally, 

To my so many triumphs, that o’er Brutus, 

That also o’er the Farthians, still are wanting : 

The one shall be the ladder to the other. 

I will make Brutus, at all risks, my friend. 

At present, more than ev’ry other object, 

The meditated vengeance for the death 
Of murder'd Orassus, weighs upon my thoughts ; 
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And in the enterprise, in which at once 
The fame of Home and Ctesar are involved, 

Brutus may much assist me. 

An. Thy renown 

Canst thou increase ? 

Cae . While there remains aught more 

For me to do, I deem what I have done 
A nothing : such my nature is. 'Gainst Parthia 
An impulse irresistible impels me. 

Shall Rome, while I still live, bo ever conquer’d? 

A thousand times let Ctesar perish first. — 

But, while I fight in Asia, I ought not 
To leave the city full of factious spirits, 

And humors rankling and unreconciled : 

Nor would I leave her full of blood and terror ; 

Though this may be the most effectual means 
To render her submissive. — Bint us only 
Can level all for me . . • 

An. Then Antony 

Thou docm’st a thing of nought ? 

Cae. — Part of myself 

Art thou in all my warlike undertakings : 

Hence at my side I still wish thee to be 
The terror of the Parthians. I propose 
In other ways to make good use of Brutus. 

An. I am prepared by ev’ry means to serve thee ; ■ 

And this thou knowest. But thou art too blind, 

In what relates to Brutus. 

Cae. He is blinder 

In what relates to me, perchance. But this 
Will bO, I hope, the day to undeceive him : 

Pm forced to-day at least to make the trial . . . 

An. Behold him here. 

Cae. Now leave me with him ; soon 

Hence will I come to thee. 

An. Ah ! mayest thou 

Completely extricate thyself from error ; 

And him in time, too, thoroughly detect ! 
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jR BRUTUS, C.ESAR. 

Bru. 0 Caesar, wo are ancient foes : but thou 
Art hitherto the conqueror, and yet 
Thou seem’st the happier one. But I am still 
Than thou less wretched, though I scorn the conquer’d. 
But whatsoe’er our state, o’erwhelm’d, oppress’d, 
Conquer’d, infirm, and moribund is Rome. 

An equal impulse, though from diiFrent motives, 

Has hither brought us to confer together. 

Thou hast important things to say to me, 

If Antony speak truth ; and also I 
Come to impart to thee important things, 

If thou daro listen to them. 

Cae. Although Brutus 

Hath ever been my foe, I ne’or was such. 

Nor am I now to him ; nor, if I would, 

Could I be ever so. I to thy dwelling 
Would have myself repair’d to speak with thee; 

But I shrunk back lest by thee it might bo 
Deem’d an indignity, if Caesar dared 
To go where, as the wife of Brutus, dwells 
The sister of great Cato : hence I sent 
Earnest entreaties to thyself to come 
Hither from thence. — Me only soeest thou, 

Devoid of pomp, by lictors not preceded ; 

In all things like to Brutus ; if indeed 
He scorns me not as such. Here thou wilt hear 
Nor Rome’s dictator, nor the conqueror 
Of the illustrious Pompey . . . 

• Bm. The solo train 

Not unbecoming Caesar, is his valor : 

And more especially when he presents 
Himself to Brutus. — Happy thou, if thou 
Couldst also leave behind thee, as thou canst 
Thy lictors, and their fasces, the remorse, 

And the perpetual and unceasing terror, 

Of permanent dictatorship ! 

Cae . What ! Terror ? 

This is a word not even to my ears, 

Muoh loss, then, to my heart, yet known. 
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Bru . It was 

Unknown to mighty Caesar in tho camp, 

Invincible as leader ; it is not 
To Caesar in the walls of Home, by force 
Now her dictator. To deny this to me, 

Caesar is too magnanimous : to Brutus 
He may confess it without shame. To dare 
As much as this to tell me, in itself 
Will constitute no small part of thy greatness. 

Let us speak frankly : it becomes us both. — 

One individual never can impress 
A multitude with fear, till he himself 
Has previously felt it. This to prove, 

Hear what is now thy state of mind towards me. 

Thou without opposition mayst kill Brutus : 

Thou knowest that I love thee not ; nay more, 

Thou know’st that I may be «an obstacle 
To thy iniquitous ambition : yet, 

Why dost thou not do this ? Because thou fearcst, 

That if thou kill me now, it might increase 
Thy own perplexities. Thou wouldst meanwhile 
Hear me, and speak with me, because alarm 
Is now thy only law : nor this perchance 
Thou know’st thyself ; or shunnest tho conviction. 

Cae. Ungrateful ! ... In Pharsalia’s field was not 
Thy life within my pow’r ? 

Bru. But thou, inflamed 

With glory, and yet glowing from the battle, 

Wert noble then : and thou wert bom to bo so : 

But here, from day to day thou more and more 
Sinkest beneath thyself. — Tiepent thou ; know 
That thou wert never bora to be a cold, 

Pacific tyrant : I affirm it to thee . . . 

Cae . Thy praise, though mix’d with insults, pleases me. 
1 love thee ; I esteem thee : and I would 
Bo Brutus only, if I were not Caesar. 

Bru . Thou mayst be both ; to Brutus mayst thou add, 
And nothing take from Caesar : here I come 
Myself, to urge thee to it. It depends 
On ihyBclf only to bo great indeed : 

Yes, tiou mayst be so, even far beyond 
Each ancient mighty Boinan ; and tho means 
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Are very simple ; dare, then, to adopt them : 

I first to this conjure thee ; and I feel, 

As I address thee, with true Roman tears 
Mine eyes suffused . . . — But, ah ! thou speakest not ? 
Well know’st thou what my lofty means would be : 
Thou feel’st it in thy heart, the cry of truth, 

Which there is sounding in imperious tones. 

Be bold, be bold ; shako off thy abject chains, 

Which make thee nothing e’en in thine own eyes ; 
Which keep thee, more than others thou cottldst keep, 
Enslaved and bound. Do thou to-day from Brutus 
Learn to be Caesar. If of thy renown 
I were invidious, wouldst thou hear me now 
Beseech thee to annihilate my own ? 

I know the truth ; I flatter not myself : 

I am in Rome inferior unto thee 
In dignity, in years, in powSr, and triumphs, 

As well as fame. If by my single efforts 
The name of Brutus could be signalized, 

’Twere only possible for this to be 
By the entire destruction of thy name. 

A timid and a whisp’ring voice I hear, 

A voice thence not legitimately Roman, 

Proclaiming Brutus Rome’s deliverer. 

As it calls thee her tyrant. Such to make me, 

It needful is, that I defeat, or slay thee. 

No light achievement is the first ; the second 
Is far more easy than thou now supposest : 

And, if I of myself alone had thought, 

I had already been without a master : 

But I, a Roman, think of Rome ; and choose 
Thee to solicit, when I ought to slay thee, 

For her sake only. Yes, ah ! Caesar, thou 
Convinced by me, shouldst be compell’d onoe more 
To be her citizen. To Rome thou canst, 

Thou first, thou only, more effectually 
A thousand times, than Brutus oan, thou canst 
To Romo restore the wholo ; peace, liberty, 

Salvation, and a renovated lustre : 

In short, as much as thou hast taken from her. 

Yet, for a little time, thy regal power 
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Do thou, though as a citizen, exert, 

In reinforcing her enfeebled laws, 

In taking evermore from all the courage, 

And means to imitate thee as a tyrant ; 

And thou wilt thus at once from all have taken, 

As far as they are Homans, the presumption 
To emulate thee as a citizen. — 

Now, tell me: dost thou think thou'rt less than Sylla? 
He, far more guilty than thyself, more cruel, 

Imbrued, and gorged with more abundant blood ; 

He yet presumed to be a citizen, 

And was illustrious. 0 ! how much more noble 
Would ®eesar be, who has so much surpass’d 
Sylla in pow’r ! And, 0, far greater then 
Would be thy fame, if freely thou restore, 

What pow’r and artifice to thee have given, 

To her, thy country, whoso sale right it is ; 

If thou know’st better how to prize thyself; 

If thou, in short, preveutest that henceforth 
In Home to all eternity arise 
Another Caesar, or another Sylla. 

Cae. Sublime and ardent youth ; thy eloquent 
And fervid exhortation is, perchance, 

But too, too true ! Thy sentiments produce 
Unspeakable emotions in my heart ; 

Then when thou less than me dost call thyself, 

Thy great superiority I feel, 

E’en to my own confusion. But to be 
The first myself this to confess to thee, 

And not to be offended when I do it, 

And not to hate thee for it, ought to bo 
To thee a oertain, and a lofty proof 
That in my bosom I conceive for thee 
Some unexplain’d affection.— Thou art dear 
To me, believe it ; thou art very dear. — 

That which I have not time to finish now, 

I will that, after me, it be by thee 
Accomplish'd more effectively. Consent 
That to my many trophies I annex 
those of the vanquish'd Parthians ; and I die 
Contented. Great part of my life have I 
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Pass’d in the camp ; the camp alone would be 
To me a worthy tomb. ’Tis true, I’ve robb’d her, 

In part, of freedom, but in more abundance 
I have increased for Home her pow’r ‘and glory : 

0 Brutus, at my death, thou wilt repair, 

Beneath the shadow of my victories, 

The wrongs which I have done to her. In me 
With safety Borne no longer can repose : 

The good which I would do to her, would be, 

By what I’ve done of evil, evermore 
Tarnish’d and poison’d. Thence I’ve chosen thee, 

Within my secret thoughts, as the physician t 
For her internal wounds : thou ever wort 
Upright, and great ; and, better than myself, 

The Bomans thou canst render truly great, 

And unto perfect health once more restore. 

I, as a father, speak to thee >. . . and thou, 

More than a son, 0 Brutus, art to me. 

Bra. . . . This thy discourse I scarcely comprehend. 

On me in no wise justly can devolve 
Thy illegitimate, extinguish’d power. 

But what V already speakest thou of Borne, 

As a paternal heritage ? . . . 

Cae. Ah ! hear me. — 

From thee no longer can I hide a matter, 

Which, when once known to thee, entirely ought 
To change thee in my favor. 

Bru. Chango thyself, 

And I at once am changed ; o’ercome thyself; 

The only triumph that remains for thee . . . 

Cae . With diff’rent eyes, when thou hast heard this 
• secret, 

Wilt thou behold me. 

Bru . I shall ever bo 

A Boman, But, explain thyself. 

Cae . ... 0 Brutus, 

In my deportment tow’rds thee, in my looks, 4 
And in my accents, in my very silence, 

Say, dost thou not perceive that tow’rds thyself 
Boundless affections move mo and transport me? 

Bru . ’Tis true ; I see in thee a strange emotion f 
And from the man they rather seem to spring, 
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Than from the tyrant : feign’d, I cannot think them ; 
Unfeign’d, to whatT know not to impute them. 

Cae. . . . But thou, what impulses dost thou experience 
Tow’rds me within thy bosom ? 

Bru. Ah ! a thousand : 

And for thyself alternately I feel 

All impulses, save envy. I know not 

How to express them ; but in two I class them : 

Anger and horror, if thou’rt still a tyrant ; 

If thou becom’st a man and citizen, 

Thou dost inspire me with unbounded love, 

Mix’d with astonishment. Which of these two 
Wouldst thou from Brutus ? 

Cae . Love : to mo thou ow’st it . . . 

A sacred, and indissoluble tie 
Binds thee to mo. 

Bru, To thee ? what can this be? . . . 

Cae . Thou art my son. 

Bru , 0 Tleav’ns ! what do I hear ? . . . 

Cae. Ah ! come, son, to my breast . . . 

Bru. Can this bo so ? . . . 

Cae , If thou believ’st this not from my assertion, 

Thou from thy mother surely wilt believe it. 

This is a letter from her ; in Fharsalia, 

A few hours ere the battle, 1 received it. 

Behold ; her hand is known to thee : ah I read it. 

Bru. 1 “Caesar, (0 Heav’ns!) thou dost perchance pre- 
pare, 

44 Not only with thy fellow-citizens, 

44 And Pompey to wage war, but with thy son, 

44 Brutus the fruit is of our youthful loves. 

44 I am constrain’d to make this known to thee ; 

“ To this confession nothing could have brought me, 

44 Except a mother’s fears. Thou shudder’st, Ceesar ; 

44 Suspend, if time be yet allow’d, thy sword : 

4< Thou by thy son mayst be destroy’d ; or thou 
44 Thyself with thy own hand mayst slay thy son. 

44 1 tremble . . . O may Heav’n grant that in time 
4f A father may have heard my words I ... I tremble > . , 

? 4 Servilia.^— Fierce and unexpected blow ! 

The sonaof Caesar, I ? 


1 Reads the letter. 
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Cae. Ah, yes ! thou art* 

Come to my armf*, ah, come ! * 

Bru . 0 Homo ! . . . 0 father ! . 

O nature ! . . . 0 my duty ! . . . — Ere I clasp thee, 
See, at thy feet a suppliant Brutus foils ; 

Nor will ho rise, unless he may embrace 
In thee the father of himself and liome. 

Cae. Ah, rise, 0 son ! — How const thou over thus 
With such ferocious coldness freeze thy heart., 

That nature’s first affections sway thee not? 

Bru. And what ? dost thou pretend to love thy son 
Thou lov’st thyself ; all feelings in thy heart 
Are Jo the love of rule alone subservient. 

Trove that thou art a citizen and father ; 

The last a tyrant never is : ah, prove 
That thou art such ; and thou wilt find in me 
A son. Twice give mo life : rfor I a slave 
Can never be ; a tyrant never will bo. 

Or Brutus is the son of a free father, 

Himself free also, in free Koine ; or Brutus 
Will not exist. I’m ready to shed all 
My blood for Home ; and for thyself, if thou 
A Roman bo, a father true of Brutus . . . 

0 joy ! a noblo tear do I behold 

Start from thine eyo? The icy crust is snapp’d 
In which thy heart was cased ; thou’rt now a father. 
Ah ! hoar thou from my lips the cry of nature ; 

And Borne and Brutus shall for thee be one. 

Cae. . . . My heart thou rendest . . . Fierce necessity 

1 cannot now exclusively obey 

The feelings of my heart. — Beloved Brutus, 

Hear me. — Too far the servitude of Rome 
Is now advanced : with less of equity, 

And greater injury to Rome, will others 
The reins of empire seize upon, if now 
Brutus refuse them from the hands of Cassar . . . 

Bru. 0 trait’rous words I 0 infamous expressions 
Of a corrupted and degen’rate mind ! — 

To me thou never wort, nor art, a father. 

Ere thou revealedst thy ignoble heart, 

And my vile birth to me, had thy own hands 
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Cut short my thread of life, that act had been » 

Of kindness more Repressive ... 

Cae. 0 my son ! . . „ 

Bru , 0 Caesar, yield . . . 

Cae . Unnatural, . . . ungrateful . . . 

What wouldest thou then do ? 

Bru . Or rescue Rome,* 

Or with her meet my death. 

Cae . I will reclaim thee, 

Or perish by thy hands. Unparallel’d 
And horrible is thy ingratitude . . . 

Yet, hence I hope that horror and repentance 
Will visit thee, before to-morrow’s dawn 
Shall see us in the senate-house assembled. — 

But, if thou then, ungrateful one, persist 
Not to accept me for a father ; then, 

If, as a son, thou still disdain to share 

With me the whole ; on that same dawn shalt thou 

Find me again thy lord. 

Bru. — Ere then, I hope, 

Thy shame and horror, when thou find’st thyself 
A tyrant to no purpose, will have changed thee 
To a true father. — In my breast at once 
A son’s affection cannot blossom forth, 

If first thou do not give to me a proof. 

Sublime and strong, of thy paternal love. 

A father’s is the first of all affections ; 

And in thy heart it ought to conquor. Then, 

The most submissive, the most tender son, 

The most affectionate that e’er was seen, 

Then wilt thou find in me... And as thy son, 

What joy then, what devotion, and what pride, 

0 father, shall I feel ! . . . 

Cae. Thou art my son, 

Whatever I may be : nor e’er oanst thou, 

Unless thou’rt impious, turn against thy father . . . 

Bru . My name is Brutus ; and to me is Romo 
A sublime mother ! — Ah 1 compel me not 
To deem tihat Roman Brutus, who gave life 
And liberty to Rome at the expense 
Of his own children’s blood, my sole true father. 
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Scene III. 

CjESAR. 

Cae. Unhappy I ! . . . And can it then be true, 

That, while I fetter all the conquer’d world, 

My son alone will not be conquer’d by me ? 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

CASSIUS, CIMBER. 

dm. That which I say to thoe is certain : hence 
A short time since was Brutus seen to go ; 

With troubled countenance, bis eyes suffused 
With tears, tow’rds his own house he went. 0 ! could 
He ever change ? . . . 

Cas. Ah no ! Rome Brutus loves ; 

And ho loves glory and integrity. 

Soon, as he promised, will he come to us. 

I do rely and trust in him e’en more 
Than in myself. Each word and deed of his 
Spring from a lofty heart ; the interests 
Of Rome alone he weighs and contemplates. 
dm. Behold him here. 

Cas. Did not I tell theo so ? 

Scene II. 

BRUTUS, CASSIUS, CIMBER. 

Bru. What may this mean ? I find you here alone ? 
Cas. And are we few, when thou’rt united to us? 
Bru. Tullius is wanting . . . 
dm. Art thou not aware ? 

Erewhile with many other senators 
From Rome precipitately ho departed. , * 

Cas . The frost of years hath paralysed in him 
His pristine ardor and his virtue ... m 

VOL. II. • 3 T) 
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Bru. But 

Hath not extinguish’d them. Ah, let no Roman 
Dare to despise illustrious Cicero. 

For a more fortunate conjuncture, or 

For Rome’s advantage, ho reserves (I swear it) 

His liberty and life. 

Cas. 0 happy we ! 

Certain at least are we, to gain, with freedom, 

An honor’d and an honorable age ; 

Or, in the bloom of life, with Rome to perish. 

Bru. Ah ! yes ; ye’re blest indeed ! . . . Not so am I ; 

To whom the horrible alternative 
Alone remains, of living as a slave, 

Or dying by a death unnatural. 

Cas. What dost thou mean ? 

Cim. And what hast thou derived 

From thy long talk with the dictator ? 

Bru . I ? . . . 

Nothing for Rome ; immeasurable grief 
And horror for myself : for you amazement, 

Perchance mix’d also with a just contempt. 

Cim. For whom ? 

Bru. For Brutus. 

Cim. We, . . . contempt for thee ? 

Cas. Thou, who the soul art both of Rome, and us ? . . . 
Bru. I am, . . . who would have thought it? Hapless 

J hitherto esteem’d myself the nephew 
And son-in-law of Cato the divine ; . . , 

And I’m the offspring of the tyrant Caesar. 

Cm. What do I hear ? Can it be so ? . . . 

Cas . And be it : 

This hinders not that Brutus still should he 
The tyrant’s most inexorable foo : 

Ah ! Cassius swears it. 

Bru. A most unexpected 

And dreadful stigma on my blood I find ; 

To cleanse it, I should shed it all for Rome. 

Cas. 0 Brutus, thou thy own son shouldst have been. 
•CSw. But yet, wbat evidence did Caesar bring thee ? 
*How*>n his word rely ? . „ . 
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Bru. ' Ah! evidence 

But too decisive he adduced to me. 

He from the first spoke to me as a father : 
Henceforth he wish’d that I should share with him 
His execrable pow’r, and afterwards 
Should be its infamous inheritor. 

Yet human tears from his despotic eyes 
Ceased not to fall ; and he to me unfolded, 

As to a son, the darkest labyrinths, 

Unblushingly, of his corrupted heart. 

At length, to make me perfectly convinced, 

He made me read (0 Heav’ns !) a fatal letter. 

With her own hand, Servilia wrote it to him. 

In that disastrous letter, which was written 
And read by him ere the Pharsalian trumpet 
Had utter’d the first signal for attack, 

Servilia apprehensively reveals 

And proves, that I’m the offspring of their loves ; 

And in concise and energetic words, 

Conjureth Caesar not to make himself 
The murd’rer of his son. 

Cm. 0 fatal secret ! 

Why didst thou not in everlasting night 
Remain conceal’d? . . . 

Cos. If as a son he loves thee, 

In seeing in thee so much genuine virtue, 

In hearing thy sublime and sturdy thoughts. 

How could the spirit of a father true 
Ever resist thoo? Thou hast now brought back 
Indubitable proof from him, that nothing 
Can rescue Caesar from his vile delusion. 

Bru. Sometimes e’en yet to his deluded mind 
Truth penetrates, but with a feeble ray. 

Accustom’d long to military sway, 

A fatal error absolutely rules him ; 

Ho deems consummate pow’r, consummate glory ; 

So he persists to wish for this, or death. 

Cim. So great a monster, let him then have death. 
Cos. He is a fix’d incorrigible tyrant. 

Think now then that a citizen of Rome, , 

O Brutus, has no father . . . 


2 d 
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Cim. Think, moreover, 

That he who is a tyrant has no sons . . . 

Bru. And that in heart will Brutus ne’er have peaoe. — 
Yes, in your presence now, high-minded friends. 

This I confess : to you, who feel at heart 
Nature’s affections sacred and sublime ; 

To you, who take the impulse and the law 
That prompt this lofty necessary deed, 

Which we are now resolved to execute, 

From nature’s self ; to you, who now are panting, 

With me, for ever to annihilate 
That tyranny which severs and divides 
And blasts each holiest tie, to make alone 
Children secure within their father’s bosoms ; 

To you I fear not to show all the grief 
And all the horror, which, in rivalry, 

Little by little, tear my heart to pieces. 

Who am the son of C&esar and of Home. 

Before the tyrant’s face I show’d myself 
His bitter and inexorable foe ; 

Nor did a word of mine, a look, a tear, 

Show weakness in me : but no sooner I 

Had left his sight, than by a thousand furies 

My spirit was beset. I flew from him 

To my own Lares : there, it is my lot 

Always to find a sure alleviation 

And fortifying counsel, and a heart 

Far more sublime than mine : yes, Cato’s daughter. 

Equal to Cato, the illustrious Porcia, 

My Lares dignifies, as wife of Brutus . . . 

Can. Worthy of Cato and of Brutus is 
That high-sourd woman. 

Cim. Ah ! could this be also 

Said of Servilia! 

Bru. Troubled as I was, 

She welcomed me with countenance serene 
And resolute, though now for many days 
She had lain sick. Before 1 spake to her, 

She cried to me : “ Thou, Brutus, hast conceal’d 
“•Long in thy bosom mighty purposes ; 

* “ l never dared to question thee of them, 
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“ Till by a certain, but ferocious, test 
“ I had myself my courage fully known. 

“ See ; I am not a woman.”—- Saying this. 

She let the foldings of her mantle fall, 

And show’d to me a large and dreadful wound 
Beneath her breast. Then she continued thus : 

“ With this right hand, and with this very dagger, 

“ Now many days since, this wide wound was made : 
“ It has been evermore conceal’d from thee, 

“ And by my heart inflexibly supported, 

“ Although my weakly frame in sickness languish’d ; 
'* At length this wound, if I am not deceived, 
u Benders me worthy both to hear and keep 
“ The secrets of my Brutus.” 

Cm. What a woman 1 

Cas. What man can be compared to her ? 

Bru. • I fell 

Prostrate before her, at a sight like this, 

As my sublime and tutelary genius ; 

And weeping, motionless, astonish’d, mute, 

[ stood. — Then, reassuming speech, I told her 
All the ferocious conflicts of my heart. 

Seeing me weep, she wept ; but her tears were 
Roman, not feminine. She blamed alone 
The adverse fates ; and giving me perchance 
The last embrace, she dared romincl mo yet 
That I’m a son of Rome, and Porcia’s husband, 

And that my name is Brutus. — Never, never, 

Not for an instant, was I of such names 
Oblivious : and I oome to swear it to you. — 

1 only purposed to communicate 

Te you the least part of my dreadful state ; 

Ana what I hitherto have said, is merely 
The anguish that throbs audibly to friends. — 

Now know I that I should convince you first, 

That even nature cannot make me swerve 
From Rome . . . But grief, unutterable grief, 

Will take me afterwards, too certainly, 

From the possession of myself for ever. 

Cm. ’Tib true that we are Romans ; but we are 
Men also ; not in any wise to feel 
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Human affections, would but be in us 
Proofs of a brute ferocity . . . O Brutus I . . . 

Thy words have tears extorted from my eyes. 

Cos. All human impulses we ought to feel ; 

But before those due to our bleeding country, 

Ill-used and dying, all the rest are mute : 

Or, if they speak indeed, it is allow’d 
To ev’ry man, save Brutus, to regard them. 

Bru. In thus accounting me more than I am, 

Noble and strong, thou makest me more strong 
And noble than I could be by myself. — 

Cassius, behold my tears are now dispersed. — 

The shades of night are gathering fast : to-morrow 
Will be the solemn day. I swear once more, 

That which already is resolved among us. 

On you do I implicitly rely ; 

Bely on me : I nothing ask hf you, 

Except that ye depend upon the signal 
From mo alone. 

Caa. Ah i thou art certainly 

The noblest of the Romans. — But, who comes? . . . 
dm . Whom see I? Antony I 
Bru. Assuredly 

Ceesar now sends him to me. Wait ; and hear us. 

Scene III. 

ANTONY, CASSIUS, BRUTUS, CIMBER. 

An. O Brutus, I come here in quest of thee : 

I wish to speak with thee. 

Bru . Speak on : I listen. 

An. But, the dictator charged me with this message .'. 
Bru . And what of that, I pray thee ? 

An. I should speak 

To thee alone. 

Bru. And here I am alone. 

Cassius is husband of my sister Junia ; 

Oimber was friend, and the most faithful friend, 

Of the great Cato, my wife’s father : blood, 

The love of Borne, and friendship, render us, 

Though three we bo in person, one in soul. 
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Ceesar can never utter aught to Brutus, 

That he rc-utters not immediately 
To Cassius and to Cimber. 

An . Is their father 

Also the same as thine ? 

Bru. They too have shared 

With me the shame and sorrow of my birth : 

They know it all. Speak on. — I am assured 
That Caesar, gen’rous, once again himself, 

Sends thee to take from mo the past disgrace 
Of having been ere while a tyrant’s son. 

Divulge the whole, be quick : thou canst not have 
Witnesses more acceptable than these 
Of Caesar’s change sublime, — that, from a king 
As he was lately, to a citizen. — 

Make haste ; his new-born lofty love for Borne 
Kevcal to us ; his true paternal views 
Towards me ; that I may bless the day in which 
lie gave me being. 

An. — The dictator charged me 

To speak to thee alone. A true and blind, 

As well as wretched father, he would yet 
Flatter himself, that thou wouldst yield at last 
To nature’s sacred and persuasive voice. 

Bru . And in what fashion am I thon to yield ? 
To what submit myself? . . . 

An. To love and honor 

The author of thy life : or if, perchance, 

Thy hard heart is incapable of love, 

Not to betray thy most imperious duty ; 

To show thyself not mindless and unworthy 
Of benefits received ; and finally 
To merit those which he reserves for thee 
In future. — Dost thou fear to be too human, 

If thou submit to this ? 

Bru. Those words which now 

Thou givest artfully to me, are empty ; 

Advance, and answer me. Is C®sar ready 
To-morrow, in full senate, to renounce 
The office of dictator ? is he ready 
His standing army to disband ? to free 
The Homans from their universal terror? 
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To free from this, his friends, foes, and himself? 

To give back life to our most sacred laws. 

Which he has spum’d and shatter’d and destroy’d ? 

To be the first to place himself beneath them ? — 

These are, yes these, the benefits express, 

Which a true father can confer on Brutus. 

An, Enough. — Wouldst thou say more to me? 

Brn, I say 

No more to him who merits not to hear me. — 

Return, then, to thy lord, and say to him, 

That yet 1 hope, nay, more, I trust, am certain, 

That in the senate, at to-morrow’s dawn, 

He will propose both great and useful things 
For Rome’s prosperity and liberty : 

Tell him, that then, before assembled Rome, 

Brutus will first fall prostrate at his feet, 

As citizen and son ; if he too be 
A citizen and father. Lastly, tell him, 

That in my heart I burn as much to mako 
Rome live again for all of us, as I 
Bum to make Ctesar live again for her . . . 

An, I understand thee. — I will tell him that 
Which I (too fruitlessly, alas !) already 
Long since have said to him. 

Bru. Theo I esteem 

A faithless and malignant messenger 
’Twixt Caesar and myself : but, if so be 
That he for this selected thee, thou hast 
Thy answer now received from me. 

An, If Orosar 

Consulted me, or Rome’s true interests, 

No other messenger would he dispatch 
To Brutus, than the lictors with their axes. 

Scene IV. 

BRUTUS, CASSIUS, CIMBbR. 

Cm . Heard ye ? . . . 

Cos. O Brutus 1 . . . thou’rt the god of Rome. 

Ciy^ This arrogant and despicable slave. 

He also ^hould be punish’d ... 

Bru . He, methinks, 
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Would not be worthy of our wrath.— My friends, 
I make the last experiment to-morrow : 

If it be vain, we mutually have promised 
That I should give, and ye obey the signal : 

Will ye confide in me? 

Cas. Thou art our alL — 

Let us depart from hence : it is now time 
To go hence to the few whom we have chosen ; 
And who are ready for the sake of Home 
To die with us to-morrow. 

Bru. Let us go. 


ACT Y. 

The Scene is in th$ Curia of Pompey . 

Scene I. 

Brutus, Cassius, Senators , who in succession take their places . 

Cos . It seems to me this meeting will be small ; 

Much smaller than the last . . . 

Bru. Provided that 

The hearts of the remainder be but firm, 

'Tis all we want. 

Cas. Dost thou, 0 Brutus, hear 

How the unquiet people, with their cries, 

Already make the firmament resound ? 

Bru. Their cries they vary at each new event : 

Leave them ; e'en they perchance to-day may help us. 

Cas. I never saw thee calm as thou art now, 

And so secure. 

Bru. The danger's near. 

Cas. 0 Brutus ! . . . 

Brutus, I yield to thee alone. 

Bru. Great Pompey, 

Who breathes in sculptured marble here, and seems 
Now to preside o'er our few partisans, 

Makes me secure as to the coming danger. 

Cas. Behold, the tyrant's licters now draw nigh 
Bru. Casoa and Cimber, where? . . . 
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Cas. They fiercely have 

Forestall’d by violence the post of danger : 

They closely follow Csesar. 

Bru. Hast thou thought 

Of hindering the impious Antony ? . . . 

Cas. Yes : Fulvius and Macrinus will at length 
Keep him engaged at distance from the senate ; 

If it be also needful to obstruct him, 

This will they do by force. 

Bru. Now, all stands well. 

Let each one take his place. — Farewell, 0 Cassius 1 
We from each other separate as slaves ; 

Soon, as free men, I hope, shall we embrace, 

Or dying. — First shalt thou bo witness here 
To the last efforts of a son ; and then 
To the last efforts of a citizen. 

Cos . 0 Brutus ! on thy nod depends each weapon. 

Scene IT. 

Senators seated. Brutus and Cassius in their places. C.esar, 
preceded hy the Lictors , who afterwards leave him ; Casca, 
Cimber, and many others, follow him. All rise at the en- 
trance of Cassau, and continue standing till he has taken his 
seat. 

Oae. What can this mean ? Scarce half the sonate here, 
Though the appointed hour be past? . . . But I 
Beyond my duty have delay’d my coming. — 

Ye conscript fathers, I lament that thus 
I have detain’d you . . . But yet, what can be 
The cause that takes from me so many of you? 

( Universal silence .) * 

Bru. Does no one answeT ? — The demanded cause 
Is known to all of us. — Is it not, Csesar, 

Fully divulged to thee by this our silence ? — 

But, wouldst thou hear it ? — Those whom thou see’st here, 
Terror collected ; those whom thou see’st not, 

Terror dispersed. 

Gm. r I am not unaccustom’d 

Td the intemperate harangues of Brutus ; 

As to the gen’rous clemency of Caesar 
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Thou art not unaccustom’d.— But in vain ; 

For here I came not to dispute . . . 

Bru. Nor we 

Thee idly to offend. — Those fathers surely 
Were ill-advised who vanish’d from the senate 
On such a joyful day : and ill act those, 

Who in the senate now stand mutc\ — Myself, 

Fully apprised of the high sentiments 
Which Caesar purposes to utter to us, 

Can scarce restrain the impulses of joy ; 

And feel an eager wish to dissipate 
The falso alarm of others. — Ah ! no, now 
Ciceiar doth not within his bosom cherish 
Against his country any guilty purpose ; 

Ah no ! that gen’rous clemency of his, 

With which to-day he has upbraided Brutus, 

And which in future he should not exert 
Tow’rds me, to trembling and afflicted Rome 
He hath directed all of it already. 

To-day, I swear to you, great Ceesar adds 
A new one, and the most sublime of all, 

To his so many triumphs ; hence he here 
Presents himself, the victor of himself, 

And of the envy of his adversaries. 

Yes, noble fathers, this I swear to you ; 

Crosar to-day assembles you to this 

His glorious triumph : he once more would be 

The equal of his fellow-citizens ; 

This will ho be spontaneously : and hence, 

’Mid all the men that have been in the world, 

There never was, nor will be, Caesar’s equal. 

• Coe . I might, 0 Brutus, interrupt thy speech . . . 

Bru. Nor let it seem to you rash arrogance 
That I, when scarce a preetor, thus should dare 
Anticipate the words of the dictator. 

For Brutus now and the illustrious Caesar 
Are but one person. — I behold your brows 
Arch’d with amazement : to the senators 
My language is obscure ; but speedily, 

With but one single word, the mystery 
Will I explain.— I am the son of Csesar . . . 

(An universal cry of astonishment.) 
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Bru. Yes ; I am bom from him ; and in this fact 
No little pride I feel ; since this day Caesar 
Becomes, from a perpetual dictator, 

Perpetual and first of citizens. 

(An universal cry of joy*) 

Cae. . . . Yes, Brutus is my son ; I told myself 
Erewhile to him this secret. Yes, the boldness. 

The eloquence, impetuosity, 

I know not what of superhuman force 

That breathes in his discourse, mode on my heart 

A deep impression : ardent, and aspiring, 

My genuine son, is Brutus. Hence, 0 Homans, 

I ohoose him, far more worthy than myself, 

To do for you that service after me, 

Which now no longer lies within my power : 

I have decided to transfer to him 
My whole authority ; in him have I 
Establish’d it : in him will ye have Caesar . . . 

Bru . I stand secure : not Brutus’ enemies 
The most embitter’d and implacable, 

Muoh less his friends, then, ever will believe him 
Of this e’er capable ; ah no ! — To me, 

Caesar, 0 Romans, yields his pow’r : he would 
Imply by this, that Caesar abdicates, 

At the entreaties of myself his son, 

His pow’r unjust, and now replaces Rome 
In liberty for over. 

(An universal cry of joy.) 

Cae . ’Tis enough. 

Thou as my son, and younger than myself, 

Shouldest keep silence in my presence. — Now, 

Caesar, O fathers, speaks. — I have resolved 
Irrevocably in my secret thoughts 
To go against the Parthians. And to-morrow 
I march ’gainst Asia with my faithful legions : 

There have I long been summon’d, and by force 
Bragg’d onward, by the unavenged shade 
Of Crassus. Antony I leave to Rome ; 

In him let Rome behold a second Caesar : 

JjetfCassius, Cimber, Casca, now return 
theia allotted provinces : my side 
L Brutus shall never quit. When I have slain 
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The enemies of Rome, I will return 
And to my enemies submit myself : 

Then, at her will, whichever she likes best, 

Rome shall possess me as her citizen, 

As her dictator, or discard me quite. 

(Universal silence.) 

Bru . — These words which we have heard, • were 
certainly 

Not accents of a Roman, of my father, 

Or e’en of Caesar ; but the harsh commands 
Of a despotic king.— Ah ! father, yet 
Hear me once more ; behold my tears, and hear 
The’ entreaties of a son and citizen. 

Hear me ; all Rome by my mouth speaks to thee. 

Behold that Brutus, whom no man e’er saw 
Hitherto weep or supplicate ; behold him 
Prostrate before thee. Worlds t thou be to Brutus, 

And not to Rome, a father ? 

Cae. I will not 

Listen to prayers which are a publio insult. 

Rise, and be mute. — He dares to call me tyrant ; 

But, I am not one : if I were, had I 
Myself permitted him to offer me 
Such gross indignities before all Rome ? — 

What the dictator in his mind hath fix’d, 

Should all be executed. Thus command 
The interests of Rome ; and ev’ry man 
Who doubts now, or refuses to obey me, 

Is enemy of Rome ; to her rebellious, 

He is an impious traitor. 

Bru. — Then let all 

G{ us now. as true citizens should do, 

Obey dictators thus ! 1 

Cm. Die, tyrant, die. 

Cos. And let me smite him also. 

Cae. Traitors * . . 

Bru. Ah ! 

And must I be the only one to spare him? • - • 

Some Senators . Die, let the tyrant die. * 

Other Senators , flying . O day of horrors ! 

1 Brutus unsheathes his dagger, and brandishes it aloft ; the eouspirator 
dart towards Caesar with their swords. 
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Cae. 1 Son, . . , and thou too ? ... I dio . . . 

Bru . 0 Kome ! . . . 0 father . . . 

dm. But, at the cries of the pale fugitives, 

The people flock already in a crowd . . . 

Cae. Let them come in : the tyrant is no more. 

Let us now hasten to slay Antony. 

ScKNE III. 

PEOPLE, BRUTUS, CA5SAR dead. 

People. Say, what has happen’d now? what meant 
those cries ? 

What blood is this ? Ah, Brutus yonder stands 
Immovable with his uplifted dagger ? 

Bru. People of Mars, (if yet ye are so) thither, 

Yes, thither turn your looks : behold who lies 
At mighty Pompey’s feet . . . 

People . What! Caesar? Horror! 

He in his blood immersed ? . . . O rage ! 

Bru. Yes ; Cajsar 

Lies in his blood immersed : and I, though ye 
See in my hand a blade not stain’d with blood, 

I too, with others, I too slaughter’d Ctesar . . . 

People. Ah. traitor ! thou shalt die . . . 

Bru. Already, see, 

The weapon’s point is turn’d against my breast : 

I wish to die : but, listen to me first. 

People. Let those be slain the first who murder’d 
Caesar . . . 

Bru. Ye seek in vain for other murderers : 

Dispersed amid the fluctuating crowd, 

The slayers have already disappear’d : 

Save Brutus, ’tis in vain for ye to seek 
Another murderer. If ye are led 
By fury here, and would avenge the death 
Of the dictator, let the life of Brutus 
Now pacify your vengeance. — But, if yet 
Tho name or true ana sacred liberty 
Re-echoes ini your hearts, and in your souls, 

Ope% your bosoms to excessive joy : 

* Oppr&md with wounds, dragging himself to the statue of Pompey, 
Where, having covered hi# face with hi# robe, he dies. " 
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There lies he dead, there lies he dead at last, 

The king of Home. w 

People* What is it that thou sayest? 

Bru. The king of Rome, yes, I confirm it to you, 

And swear that Re was such : he was a king : 

Such spake he here ; and such he show’d himself, 

During the Lupercalia, to yourselves, 

That day, when he, protending that he scorn’d 
The guilty crown, yet three times made the hand 
Of Antony refit it on his head. 

The infamous collusion pleased you not ; 

And he became convinced by certain proof, 

That, save by force, he ne’er would be a king, 
lienee, he would now have left Rome for the camp, 
Planning new wars, while she is quite exhausted 
Of men and arms and treasures ; certain hence 
By dint of arms hero to return a king, 

And make yon with harsh penalties repent 
The interdicted crown. Gold, flatt’ries, games, 

Banquets, and spectacles, he lavish’d on you. 

To make you slaves : in vain the impious one 
Made the attempt ; ye Romans would not sell 
Your liberty ; and still I see you all 
Ready to die for it : and I am also, 

I, yes, as much as you. Rome now is free ; 

Brutus would now die satisfied. Be quick ; 

And sacrifice him who restores to you 
Life, liberty, and virtue : yes, do ye 
Sacrifice Brutus to avenge your king : 

Behold my breast defenceless ... let him kill me, 

Who still would be a slave. — But he ought now 
Vho will not murder me, to follow me, 

And terminate the enterprise by force. 

People . What words are these ? A god inspires him . . . 
Bru . Ah ! 

I see the former parasites of Ceesar 
Become, by little and by little, Romans* 

Now hear if Brutus also be a Roman. — 

Are there among you who have hitherto * 

E’en ever dreamt of that which I am now 
About to tell you with a solemn oath ? — 

The tyrant Caesar was my real father . . * 
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People. 0 Heav’ns ! what is it that thou tellest us ? . . . 
Bru. I am the sou of Caesar ; this I swear ; 

He himself yesterday reveal’d to me 
The secret ; and I swear to you, he wish’d 
To leave me, pledge of his paternal love, 

As if it were his proper heritage, 

Tranquil and undisputed, wish’d one day 
To leave me his authority in Borne. 

People . 0 vile audacity I . . . 

Bru. And thence he dared 

Discover all his guilty views to me . . . 

People. Then (ah, too certainly ! ) he did design 
At length to show himself a thorough tyrant . . . 

Bru. I, as a son, wept, and entreated him : 

And also, as a citizen, conjured him 
To drop the infamous design : ah ! what 
Did I not do, to change him from a king? . . . 

I e’en entreated from him as a gift 

Death ; which from his hands I should moro have prized 

Than all his surreptitious royalty : 

But all in vain : in his tyrannic breast 
He had resolved to reign, or die. I then 
The signal gave to kill him ; I myself 
Gave it to a firm few : meanwhile on high 
I raised my trembling and suspended arm . . . 

People. O pristine virtue ! 0 true Brutus ! 

Bru. Yes ; 

The king of Borne is slain ; for this* should we 

Pay homage to the gods . . . but yet has Brutus 

Slain his own father ; . . . and he merits death 

From you . . . And think ye I would live ? . . . I ought 

For a few instants still ; while I exert » 

Myself with you to give security 

To Home’s regenerated commonwealth : 

The lofty duties yet must be fulfill’d 
Of citizen, and or deliverer ; 

For these alone doth Brutus still live on : 

But a high obligation furthermore 
Condemns ^the impious parricidal son 
Of*the great Caesar to destroy himself, 

With his own hands, upon his father’s tomb. 

People * 0 dire event ! . . . Amazement, terror, pity ; . . . 
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0, what a multitude of impulses 

Must we at once experience ? . . . But ... 0 sight ! 

E’en ’mid his fury, Brutus doth himself 
Also dissolve in tears ? . . . 

Bru. — I weep, 0 Homans ; 

I weep for Cecsar dead. Sublime endowments. 

Not to be equall’d in the world ; a soul, 

Which never had its counterpart, had Csesar : 

Base is that heart which weeps not for him dead. — 

But, who dares now again to wish him living, 

Is not a Homan. 

People . Thine are words of fire, 

0 Brutus . . . 

Bru. May yours, then, lie deeds of fire ; 

The task is lofty ; worthy of ourselves : 

Follow my steps ; and let us now restore 
Full and eternal liberty to Borne. 

People . For Rome, ah ! yes, upon thy steps wo're ready 
For all ; for any thing ... 

Bru . Make speed then, now 

Let us go quickly to the Capitol; 

That is the sacred seat of liberty : 

Would ye now leave it in the hands of traitors ? 

People . Let us depart : and wrest from traitors’ hands 
The sacred citadel. 

Bru. To death, to death 

Or freedom let us go. 1 

People . To death, to death 

With Brutus, or to freedom we depart. 

1 Brutus moves forward, fiercely brandishing his sword ; the people all 
follow him with fury. 


THE AUTHOR’S FAREWELL. 

Reason enjoins me from my feet to doff 
(If I ere wore it) the Italian buskin, * 
And swear that 1 will never don it more* 

Anno mdcclxxxvij. # 
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XX. 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

The personages in this, the earliest of Alfieri’s plays, (it 
having been written by him at the age of 25, and first 
performed at the Carignan Theatre, Turiny on the 16th of 
June, 1775, “both to his disgraco and good fortune,” as he 
expresses it,) are Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt ; Ismene and 
Diomedcs, her faithful female and male attendants ; Mare 
Antony, her lover ; the Emperor Augustus, Antony’s con- 
queror in the battlo of Actium ; Canidius, a follower of 
Antony; and Septimius, a follower of Augustus. The 
scene is laid not long after the battle, and in the year 
30 b.c. 

The play opens with Cleopatra lamenting to Ismene her 
hard lot, owing to the probable defeat of Antony by 
Augustus. She is overwhelmed by remorse at having 
fled from the battle, and thus brought about that defeat ; 
but confesses that ambition, and not love, is the one ruling 
motive of all her actions. Diomedes enters and announces 
tkat the flyiug Heet had entered Alexandria in confusion, 
9 Antony having deserted his forces. Canidius comes and 
gives full particulars of the defeat, and the strange disap- 
pearance of Antony. As soon as Cleopatra is alone, she 
ceases dissembling, and rejoices in the success of her 
schemes so far, and avows her intention of trying to win 
Augustus’s heart, though with some misgivings as to her 
ill-treatment of Autony. 

Antony himself appears in the second Act, denouncing 
his own folly and unhappy love for the Egyptians queen. 

2 E 2 
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He repeats his lamentations to Diomedes, who tells him of 
Cleopatra’s unhappiness, and of the rout of the fleet, which 
he had not before known. Cleopatra enters, and he upbraids 
her for her treachery, while acknowledging that he still 
loves her. She invites him to kill her, and goes on to 
pretend that her flight from the battle arose from her love 
for him, and her anxiety to put down a pretended con- 
spiracy against them in Egypt in their absence. He ends 
by announcing his intention of meeting Augustus in battle 
and falling nobly there. She tells Diomedcs that she 
intends triumphing over both the victor and the van- 
quished. 

The third Act discloses Cleopatra confiding to Ismene 
that arrangements have been secretly made for the Egyp- 
tian troops and ships deserting to Augustus as soon as the 
intended fight begins. Antony enters and tells her that 
her plot has succeeded, and that he is utterly vanquished 
and disgraced ; and when she still pretends to love him, he 
gives her his sword, and asks her to kill herself first, pro- 
mising to slay himself directly afterwards. She refuses 
to do so, but asks him to strike the fatal blow, sayipg that 
he will find his image deeply engravon in hei heart. Ho 
then takes the weapon, intending to kill himself, but 
Diomedes appears and stops him, and tolls him that 
Augustus is close at hand. The latter, attended by Sep- 
timius, enters and addresses his conquered foe and former 
friend kindly. Antony recalls the past, and his claims to 
bo the first man in Borne after Caesar’s death, but says that 
he would not have taken up arms against Augustus, if the 
latter had not insisted on being his superior. Augustus 
reminds him of his cruel treatment of his own wife Octa- 
via, and of his having sacrificed the interests of Borne for 
the sake of Cleopatra and her family. Antony recrimi-^ 
nates, though not denying his errors. Augustus invites 
him to leave Egypt and return at once to Borne ; but im- 
plies that Cleopatra is destined to grace his own triumph 
there. When alone with Septimius, Augustus announces 
his intention of procuring Antony’s death at the hands of 
CleopatTa, and of having hor, too, put to death after she 
h& been disgraced by following his triumphal car. 

Act*IV. shows Cleopatra preparing for her interview 
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with Augustus, and hoping to gain his love. Diomedes 
warns her against trusting him. Augustus joins her, 
and she employs all the arts of flattery upon him, and 
claims the merit of having aided him in his late victories, 
professing to care no longer for Antony. Augustus hints 
his intention of letting her share the throne of Borne .with 
himself. She urges the destruction of Antony, who now 
enters, and they agree to dissemble with him. He is 
distracted at seeing Augustus and Cleopatra together, and 
accuses her of treachery. Augustus tries to calm him, 
and he asks the conqueror still to keep Cleopatra and her 
family on the tlirono, as he cannot overcome his love for 
her, expressing his own readiness to die. Cleopatra 
affects to implore Augustus for both Antony and herself. 
Augustus professes to pardon both, and to leave them to 
reign in Egypt together. Augustus then departs, and 
Antony tells her that he will go to the temple to take 
counsel of the gods as to tlie course he should pursue, 
though scorning to live a life of dishonor. She exults 
over his credulity, when he has gone, and forthwith 
orders Diomedes to kill him. 

The last Act begins with .Diomedes telling the Queen 
that he has obeyed her commands. She rejoices at the 
news and tells Augustus, who now enters, of it. He 
laments Antony’s death, and denounces the treachery of 
Cleopatra, who is confounded at his language. He orders 
her to start for Borne to grace his triumph. She is in 
despair, and vows to slay Augustus, but at that moment 
Antony himself, to her astonishment, appears, Diomedes 
having invented the story of his death. Antony upbraids 
her for her treachery. She acknowledges that every pas- 
^sfon except fury is extinguished in her. Augustus comes, 
and all the characters are assembled on the stage. Antony 
addresses him in a speech of proud defiance, and stabs 
himself. Augustus orders Cleopatra to be dragged away, 
but she too is in time to inflict the same death on herself 
with her dagger, and she expires, cursing Augustus. 


It will be seen that the catastrophe in the tragedy is 
different from that given in history and also by Shak- 
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speare, who makes Antony kill himself on a false report of 
Cleopatra’s death, whilst she died from the bite of an asp. 
The -play was several times rewritten by Alfieri, who fre- 
quently spoke contemptuously of it, by such names as 
“ abortion,” “ refuse,” &c. In one place he describes it as 
“the first tragic and lyric attempt of a sucking poet.” 
Father Paciaudi, in a friendly letter written early in 1775, 
criticises the work, as it then stood, severely. After praising 
the spirit, fertile imagination and arrangement of the play, 
he says that the verses are often badly turned, and that the 
orthography is defective and vicious, and reminds him that 
a writer ought to understand well the language in which 
he writes. He advises him to read Maffei’s Teatro Italian *) , 
and especially a Cleopatra in it, written by Cardinal Del- 
fino. In fact, at that time Alfieri knew more of French 
(in which the tragedy was first written) than of Italian, 
and less of Latin and Greek’ than either. The work a « 
finally published was entirely rewritten from beginning 
to end, and is an immense improvement on the original 
version, of tho origin of which he gives a detailed and 
amusing account in his Life. Suffice it hero to say that 
he wrote it at random whilst attending on tho sick bed of 
a lady to whom ho was attached, the original characters 
being Lachesis, Photinus, and Cleopatra, and “ with no idea 
whether it was to turn out a tragedy or comedy ; whether 
it was to be in one, five, or ten acts.” When the lady got 
well, it was forgotten by him, and put under the cushion 
of her easy chair, where it remained for a year ; “ and my 
earliest attempts at tragedy wore brooded over, as it were, 
by the lady herself, who sat on the chair habitually, and 
by any person who happened to sit down upon it.” Alfieri 
wrote a detailed analysis of the play, called “ Sentimental 
dell* Autore,” in which he highly complimented himself on 
the fifth Act. The Cleopatra was first published in 1804, 
Alfieri having died the year before. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

EGYPTIANS. BOVAVO. 

Cleopatra. Antony. 

ISMENE. CaNIDIUS. 

Diomedes. Augustus. 

Septimius. 

# Guards of Augustus • 


Scene. — Alexandria , in the Palace of Cleopatra . 
ACT I. 


CLEOPATRA, ISMENE. 

Cleo . What shall I do? . . . Great Gods I ... I see 
how 

I may escape the dreadful precipice. 

Ipicture to my mind each state of life, 

However vile and wretched ; ev’ry danger 
l weakly conjure up, and none of all 
Can boldly face or fly from : cruel doubts 
Distract my breast, but neither let me die, 

Nor give me back again repose and life. 

Horror assails me ; honor and a kingdom 
Cannot reward a cruel treachery : 

, Methinks I both have lost ; and Antony, 

Yes, him I see at times amongst the shadows, 

Crying for vengeance, hurrying me along. 

How terrible, Semorse, thy pow’r appears l 
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hm. Have pity on thyself, and curb the movements 
Of a despairing heart ! Fear’st thou nought else, 

Than not again to see that faithful lover ? 

But thou know’st not as yet if he is victor 
Or vanquish’d, dead or living. 

Cleo. If alive, 

Say, with what face or how I dare appear 
Before his presence, if I have betray’d him ? 

What is the unknown force of virtue, if 
A guilty one can stand beneath its gaze ? 

Ism . No, queen, that heart can ne’er so guilty be, 

Which still doth feel remorse . . . 

Cleo. Ah, yes, I feel it ; 

By night, by day, accompanied, alone, 

It ov’rywhere pursues me ; its sad presence 
Leaves me in peace for not one single moment. 

And yot, it cries in vain ; within my soul 
It only serves to wake the direst passions ; 

Nor canst thou see the nature of my heart. 

My mind revolves a thousand darksome thoughts, 

But cruel doubt, the worst of all my ills, 

Still will not let me make the needful choice. 

Ism. Why, Cleopatra, didst thofi hoist the sails 
Of Egypt’s fleet, and fly, whilst Actium’s sea 
In all directions swarm’d with friendly ships ? 

Whilst the whole world, intent upon the strife, 

Was ready to become the victor’s prey, 

What could impel thee to thy hasty flight ? 

Cleo. It is not love that poisons now my days ; 
Ambition to command has ever moved me. 

Each path, and none in vain, have I assay’d, 

Which could conduot me to that lofty end ; 

My other passions all succumb’d to this, 

And others’ passions minister’d to mine. 

Caesar was first, who proudly bade me share 
His glorious diadem ; and not alone 
To Egypt gave I laws ; whatever land 
Obey’d Borne’s sway, and own’d him oonqneror, 

I then saw subjeot to my ev’ry nod. 

My Jfieart the prize was of a lofty crown, 

And nong save he who ruled the world possess’d it. 
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A throne, which I had thus long time endow'd 
With virtue, and with honor, and with faith, 

I would not trust to an uncertain issue, 

And the unequal fate of faithless armies. . - 
I thought to save it ; and by flight I lost it ; . . . 

On this dofonceless spot my footstep trembles ; 

And to disarm my conquering enemy 
Nought now remains to me except my tears. . . 

Too late my sorrow, and a fault so great 
Tears only make more vile, but cannot cancel. 

Ism. 0 queen, thy sorrow needs must pity wako 
In ev’ry heart, but pity is but vain ; 

Now be thyself once more, dry up thy tears, 

And view misfortune with more fearless eye ; 

Despair not ; for a regal soul is bound 
To show itself superior to misfortune. 

Adopt whatever means appear most fit 
To save, or, at the least, defend thy kingdom. 

Cleo. Such means I see not, as I know not yet 
What may have been the issue of the fight. 

Until it is disclosed, I will not add 
Fresh errors to the errors I have made. 

1 left the restless sea at Actium cover’d 
With vessels, and with arms and warlike men ; 

So that the waves that day were red and dyed 
With blood, to the disgrace and loss of Rome. 

Greatest in numbers and most strong the band 
Which Antony commanded ; and his ships, 

High raising in the air their threat’ning beaks. 

Appear’d with their vast mass to overwhelm 
The small frail barks of his proud enemy. 

Yes, this is true ; but fate and deities 
*Have long declared themselves Augustus’ friends ; 

And he whose friend they’re not, in vain would trust 
them. 

Whether of Antony is fortune tired, 

Whether I little know Augustus’ plans, 

Whether I, trembling, form but useless vows, 

I cannot tell ; devour’d by fearful doubts 
As to my future lot, half wild, a prey 
To mortal agony, what more of hope 
Is left me ? all my heart assures me now 
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That I am vanquish’d, and shall not escape 
A death of infamy. 

Im. ’Tis not yet time 

Thus of thy fate to utterly despair. 

For who can say if to the hostile bands 
Fortune may not have turn’d her back already ; 
Or if Augustus, clement conqueror, 

May not restore to thee as much as erst 
Or Antony or Caesar gavo thee ? 

Cleo. I 

Can feed my heart with hope, when I can clearly 
Distinguish ’twixt the victor and the vanquish’d ; 
But whilst between the rivals wavers fate, 

I needs must spend my sad and painful days 
In vain laments ; and not with grief alone 
Must I lament, but with disdain and shame. 

But Diomedes comes ; . . . how throbs my heart ! 


Scene II. 

DIOMEDES, CLEOPATRA, ISMENE. 

Cleo . O faithful Diomedes, is it life 
Or death that thou dost bring me ? . . . Say, what nows ? 
Is my sad fate fulfill’d ? . . . Quick, speak. — 

Diem. 0 queen. 

To execute thy bidding forth I went, 

And whilst descending to the shore beheld 
The people madly crowding to the port ; 

Confused the cries I heard ; but if of grief, 

Of joy or stupor, I could not discern, 

So went myself, and but too soon discover’d 
The fatal reason of the shouts they raised : 

A few disabled miserable vessels, 

The wretched remnant of the haughty squadron, 

The objeots were of the insulting cries 
Of the base mob* who ever ridicule 
That which they fear not. 

Cleo , Anton v was there? 

Dum. Canidius, leader *of the flying throng, 
Thought he should find him on this friendly soil. 
Vainly, they sought for him by land or sea : 

Dispersed and vanquish’d, ana in terror flying 
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His soldiers, who had thither come in crowds, 

More by their grief than by the foe borne down, 

Called “ Antony ! ” in feeble voice on landing : 

Egypt demands from them her late defender ; 

In vain is ev’ry cry ; the fatal echo 
Of all those voices to the air is scatter’d, 

Nor reaches him. 

Cleo. Abandon’d and alone, 

Betray’d by all, is then poor Antony ? 

Shall he be unavenged ? 

Diom. No, no, 0 queen ! 

Oft will the Deities allow frail mortals 
To rage amongst themselves ; but then withhold 
The fruit of their misdeeds ; and the betrayer 
Of Antony shall not unpunish’d bo. 

But hope is not extinguish’d in my heart ; 

And be it pity, love, or justice, still 
Metliinks a man thus mighty is preserved 
For greater ends. 

Cleo. IIow could it be that none 

Amongst his many followers saw him ? how 
Left ho the fleet ? and who was with him ? Speak ! 

Diom /' Soon as I found that he was not amongst them, 
Silent and sad return’d I to thy presence, 

To tell thee of our great misfortunes : soon 
Canidius’ self will tell thee all that pass’d. 

Scene III. 

CLEOPATRA, 1SMENE, D10MKDE3, CANIDIUS. 

Cleo . Canidius, who wert over at the side 
^Of Antony, nor left him in the fight, 

Thou tread’st the ground where Cleopatra reigns, 

Nought knowing of him, and thou tremblest not? 

Cani. Alas, no more I When conquer’d is a Roman, 
Grief more than bitter speeches weighs him down. 

Cleo. What was the cause of such an utter rout? — 

Cani . The throng was ready for the great encounter, 
And, as thou knowest, well prepared, and all 
Devoted to the cause of Antony, and faithful, 

Raging with passion, and with fury fill’d : 4 
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Disdaining all delay, both blood and life 
Before the fight they placed at his disposal. 

HI fitted to restrain the fiery haste 

Of all those legions, and myself inflamed 

With equal wrath, revolved I in my mind 

No other thoughts than those of death and vengeance. 

At first I swore that Actium should repair 

Pharsalia’s sad defeat : but vain my vows ! 

Sudden a strange and doubtful rumor rose, 

And went on growing, till the* astounding flight 
Of Antony confirm’d the dreadful news : 

Prom mouth to mouth it spread, and flow around, 

As always happens with unhappy tidings : 

In one short moment ev’ry one was seen 
Despondingly to wander, full of fear ; 

It seem’d as though what valor they possess’d, 

And honor, had with Antony all vanish’d. 

At length the soldiers fled, and vain the’ attempt 
To check their terror with the name of glory. 
Desponding, pallid, deaf to ev’ry sign, 

The very name of glory they forgot. 

No eyes had they, except for seeing danger ; 

Their ev’ry footstep was irresolute, 

Behind them and before they found but foes. 
Unhappy ones ! they Bought escape in flight, 

And m that very flight they found their death ; 

A sad and cruel death, of honor reft. 

All adverse were the strokes of envious fate ; 

That heartless one perceived that Antony 
Himself alone had influence to control them. 

In vain were all attempts to trace his steps ; 

He disappear’d, unknown to all the worla : 

Fame, who had spread abroad his name, when great, 
Now, when abased, in pity maybe hid it. 

That fatal day, which should nave been the last 
To all amongst us, open’d up my heart 
To doubtful hopes ; 1 thought at any rate 
To have surrender’d at my master’s feet 
. My useless life, a burden to the vanquish’d. 

That death of honor which had fled from me 
At Activm, on the Nile I thought to find. 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


429 


SC. IV.] 

But till such time as heav’n to us unfolds 
His fate, for him must I reserve my days. 

0 happy I, if I may see the day 

When, arming my right hand in his defence, 

My death may prove to be of service to him ! 

Cleo. But how couldst thou in safety reach these shores 
With all thy fugitive and trembling band? 

Is not the ocean held by wise Augustus ? 

Did not the conquering fleet e’en to these coasts, 
Embolden’d by success, pursue thee fiercely? 

Cani. 'Tis probable, 0 queen, we owe escape 
To our small forces, nothing but contempt 
Awak’ning in the heart of proud Augustus. 

He without doubt prepares to overcomo 
All that is left to Antony, collecting 
Tho pleasant fruits of easy victory : 

And since upon him friendly fortune smiles. 

E’en the whole world he^l traverse haughtily. 

Cleo . One moment victory waits, then flies away : 
Betray’d is our great cause ; in such a grief, 

The sadden’d soul must needs give way. Now go, 

1 fain would be alone. 


ScESE IV. 

CLEOPATRA. 

Cleo . And now at last 

I may pluck off the veil which hides the truth 
In a dissembling heart’s profound abysses. 
Vanquish’d is Antony : this shame and treason 
Perchance survives he not ; the base design 
X dared to form has been fulfill’d : so much 
*1 could not hope for from my wicked flight. 

But half the work remains for me to do, 

And the most doubtful : vain are my misdeeds, 

If to my fate I cannot link Augustus. 

And from his heart what answer seek I ? Love : 
That mighty Deity, the sole perchance 
Whom heroes worship, and who made me mistress 
Of Antony and Julius Cassar’s fates : 

Love, whom I oft inspired but never knew, 
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And from whoso pow’r, when vanquish’d and disarm’d, 

I glory drew, the very victor taming. 

Sole barrier to my scheme was Antony : 

If he’s no more, my conquest will bo easy . . . 

What dost thou, Cleopatra ? . . . Plunge thy stile 
Once and again in Antony’s own breast . . . 

Rob him with one fell blow of lover, sceptre, 

Honor and country, life and liberty, 

Because he loved thee . . . and to love was crime ? 

0 most ungrateful woman, to what horrors 
Has thy insane ambition driven thee ? 

Behold . . . methinks . . . that his betrayed spirit 
Advances pale . . . and menacing ; and seeks 
To feed its thirst upon my faithless blood. 

Ah, come ! Yes, come ! . . . Unarm’d I offer thee 
My naked bosom . . . What ? . . . thou tremblest then ? 
Strike, cruel one, and fear not thgit my eye, 

So wont to soften thee, will tremble now 
Before the flashing of thy vengeful steel . . . 

But what ? I rave . . . Shall I believe in fear? 

Reign, Cleopatra ; and, to reign, be daring, 

Whate’er betide : eanst thou not hide beneath 
The splendor of the throne thy vile misdeeds, 

A friendly tomb can hold both them and thee. 


ACT II. 


ANTONY, 

Ant The horrid labyrinth in whioh, succumbing 
To woman’s artifice, thy heart was lost, 

Behold once more, 0 Antony t ’Twere well 
If, with my heart, I had not also lost 
Sense, virtue, honor. • *(} unfeeling marbles, 

Which erst received meih your midst as king 
And umpire of the world, now that I come 
A fugitive and vanquish’d back again, 

Disdain ye by your silence to reproach me 
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My cowardice? O where to hide myself! . . . 

Must thou, 0 Earth, support the shameful weight, 

As yet unknown to thee, of a vile Boman? . . . 

Ye angry Gods, no pity ’twas of yours 
Which from the sea, my enemies, myBelf, 

Brought me in safety to these cursed shores ... 

CursM, indeed, but yet most long'd -for shores, 

In seeing you again, my breast heaves wildly. 
Perfidious Love, if thou so much didst hate me. 

Why, cruel one, didst thou not give me death 
Of greater honor ’mongst the crowd, and worthy 
Of a great courage ? Love, perchance thou thoughtest 
With thy most abject slaves to have confounded 
The soul of Antony ? . . . Ah, none more vile is ! . . . 
Vainly I seek the hero in myself. 

Be cruel then, command ! The base resolve 
Which bade me follow my unfaithful lover 
Was a sufficient sign of thy blind fury, 

As of my servitude . . . but who draws near ? 

In ev’ry face in this accursed court 

I see a traitor, Diomedes only 

Is faithful ’mongst them all. Tis he himself. 

Scene II. 

ANTONY, DIOMEDES. 

Ant. Thy master, Diomedes ! 

Diom. Antony I 

In Egypt thou ? Inside these palace walls ? 

How cam’st thou to the Nile ? what deity 
Hid from the cruel enemy his prey, 

And brings us unexpectedly to-day 
*Our great defender ? 

Ant Now that I arrive, 

Betray’d, alone, dishonor’d and unarm’d, 

Thou deem’st that heav’n has brought me? rather say 
That in the caves of hell the web was woven. 

And in the breast of the avenging Furies, 

Who made my heart grow feeble, and to-day 
In cruel punishment preserved my life. 

Canst thou believe it ? Antony still liveB, 

Solely beoause a coward : the small bark, 
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To which incautiously I chose to trust 
Myself and my good fame, had scarcely left 
The company of my presumptuous forces, 

That I might follow up the treach’rous sails, 
When, by a larger enemy attack’d, 

On flying only bent, and not on fighting, 

For both unfitted, it must needs succumb. 

A tribune, who against the Parthians once 
Had fought beside me, and then turn’d his arms 
Against me, was the’ unworthy enemy 
To whom fate made me bend ; full well he knew 
The face of Antony, but not his arm ; 

How could he know it, by my weak defence ? 
Seeing my wretched state, in my foe’s breast 
Nought was awaken’d but an odious pity 
And cruel scorn : in haughty exultation 
At such an easy prey, he had the daring 
To grant me life and liberty as well . . . 

0 terrible disgrace ! black infamy ! 

The wretched gift, more bitter than all deaths, 
Did Antony accept : the victor turn’d 
At once his daring prow, and carried off 
My honor and my virtue and the lustre 
Of all my triumphs and my victories. 

I, stupefied, proceeded on my way, 

And now have reach’d the height of infamy. 

See at what price I have attain’d these shores, 

See it, and say if heav’n still favors mo ! 

Diom. My lord, thy bitterness has cool’d the joy 
Which I so sweetly folt at seeing thee. 

Thy fate I pity, and thy grief I share ; 

Before the cruel blows of adverse fate 

1 he bouI grows harden’d, even when it loves : 

But thou, ere loving, wert a Homan . . . 

Ant , Friend, 

I understand thee, and thou mak’st me blush 
When thou dost teach me virtue, which in me 
Neglected is, not dead : fate and the Gods 
Defy I to oppress me for the future: 

Neither with vain laments nor grovlling vows 
Will I ijnplore the end of my misfortunes : 

Be what it may, I wait it fearlessly. 
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But what the fate of the unworthy, yet 
Dear object of my love ? Has Cleopatra 
Arrived in safety on these shores ? Quick, speak ! 

O how I love her still ! In vain I seek 
To smother in my breast the wicked flame ; 

For such a task, sufficeth not weak virtue. 

Dumu She who has been the cause of all thy ills 
Suffers still more than thou from cruel fate. 

Moro wretched still than thou, she spends her days 
In tears, a prey to torrible distress, 

To fiorce remorse, and cv’ry doubtful horror. 

Each one in Egypt reckon’d thee as dead ; 

But in his flight Canidius hither came 
With a few soldiers, and from him we learnt 
The story of thy flight and of the rout. 

Ant. Canidius here ? the fleet all broken up. 

And fugitive? this news alopo was wanting 
To make my woes complete : but, why be startled 
At my poor followers’ flight, when I myself 
Set them the vile example ? how expect 
Honor in others’ hearts, when mine has none? 

For my base cause ought those poor souls to die. 

Souls that are far more Roman than my own ? 

Ah, no ! preserve your lives for greater ends : 

If love for country does not turn your arms 
Against the tyrants on behalf of Rome, 

Some day to root out all the worthless race, 

Fighting at least for a more glorious chief. 

Die then, uneonquer’d Romans, in the field . . . 

But since I bear the heart of Antony 
No longer, but a lover’s, love demands 
That I should see again the much-prized object 
For whom 1 lost my honor : in which rooms 
Hides she her sorrows ? where does she repair ? 

I)ivm. At times she’s wont here to converse with mo : 
She’ll shortly come. Behold her at this moment ! 

Ant. 0 tyrant Love, how utterly dost thou 
Upset my reason 1 why compel me guiltless 
To tremble when before a criminal ? 

Deceitful beauty, how couldst thou conceal « 

A wicked heart beneath an angel’s veil? ^ 

VOL. n. 2 F 
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How to our loss could creep into thy breast 
So much of baseness, perfidy, and fraud ? 

Scene III. 

CLEOTATIU, ANTONY, MOMEDES. 

Clco . Can it be true ? . . . What sec I ? . . . Antony, 

Or else his shadow? . . . dream 1 ?* 

Ant . False one, I ! 

Thou thoughtfst me dead, and thy inhuman wishes 
Accorded well with the untruo report ; — 

But I still live, and unavenged my soul 
Shall never cross the pass of Acheron : 

My sight disturbs thee. 

Cleo. Wouldst thou, Antony, 

That I with a serene dissembling face 
Should joy pretend, when grief is killing mo ? 

Grim, angry, fierce and full of threatenings 
I see thee now ; theo whom I left a faithful 
And tender lover . . . 

Ant. Bad, ungrateful woman I 

Dare not to breathe such sweet and sacred names ; 

They were but flatt’ry in old days, before 
Thou didst betray me cruelly : and now, 

Maliciously employ’d by lying lips, 

Are fresh offences : ves, a traitor feels not 
The flames divine of love within his breast, 

And ill pretends them. 

Cleo . Ah ! in place of love 

If in thy bosom dwells a heart so cruol, 

I only shall despise thy unjust fury. 

Ant. Unjust thou call’st it ? must I hear such words ? 
Ah ! turn thy eyes, and, cruel one, at pleasure 
Gaze, if thou darost, on my mournful state : 

Thy work contemplate* thy reward expect 
Sufficed it not if 1 became thy slave? 

Must I be vile in sight of all the world ?— 

If in thy breast not love, but cruel hate, 

‘Survives for one of too much lovo but guilty, 

Why, cruel one, didst thou not tell him so? 

Then Antony, the servant of thy wrath, 
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Would have himself appeased thy wicked fury. 

But then to see myself reserved by thee 
For such great infamy, to have to suffer 
Such signal treachery ... ah ! ’tis too much . . . 
Worthless, perfidious one, read in this face, 

Where faith and love for thee at one time dwelt, 

The base design of terrible revenge. 

Cleo. My lord, what say’st thou? Hear me at the 
least. 

Ant. Too much IVc heard thee, more than thou de- 
servest : 

And then, when to this vacillating heart 
Thou spakest flattering deceitful words, 

Silenced were all my good affections : deaf 
For the first time to honor’s voice, forgetting 
My country’s love, my worthy spouse, the world, 

To which 1 might have given laws, I idly 
In tliy base snares ignobly spent my days : 

And then, when, spurning this base lethargy, 

I once more saw within my hands the fate 
Of Borne, and of the Empire, a vile soul 
Must seek to rob me, by a coward’s flight, 

Of a not doubtful triumph V ah, ’tis I 

Am vile ! Why follow thee ? The weak Egyptians 

Were useless for the fight, and thou a hindrance, 

Bather than an assistance, to my fame ; . . . 

Had I but dared one moment to despise thee, 

I had been victor : and redoubled glory 
Had gain’d from my magnanimous contempt : 

My beaten foomen, and my vanquish’d love 
Had shown to thee in me, to thy dospito, 

This day the first and greatest of all Itomans. 

TPho wicked cause, for whioh I’m well-nigh now 
The last of mortals, on this fatal day, 

I see before me, and I suffer it, 

And (O extreme disgrace!) I still adoro it. — 

Yes, yes, 1 love thee, and thou know’st it : this 
The world, my blushes, my lost honor tell thee. 

My odious life I also ought to give thee ; 

But, if in truth the soul lives after death, 

How know I whether thy unlucky image' 
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May find mo not amongst the friendly shades, 

And tear my bosom, and my peace destroy? 

Both life and death abhor I. Ah ! now show me, 

Just as one final mark of thy compassion, 

How, tearing from my heart my wicked love, 

I likewise from its deepest root may pluck 
Its fearful, harsh, unhappy memory. 

Cleo. Dost seek, barbarian, solace for thy fury? 

It is not love thou fcelest in thy breast, 

I know it but ‘too well : liore, take this steel ! 

My bosom I unveil, where once thou restedst; 

Thou know’st it not again, or hast forgotten; 
liaise thy intrepid hand, and brandish it . . . 

Then will the blood, which thou didst think unfaithful, 
Kush gushing forth, and straightway dye my garments, 
And fall upon my feet, and both my hands 
Will reek with it ; and whatsoever breath 
Remains to Cleopatra, tow’rds thee turning 
Eyes full of love, and death, will sho collect. 

To say : Farewell, I loved thee, die for thee ! . . . 

And then, when thou hast fed thy angry look? 

On thy dead enemy, by slow degrees 
Thy fury will abate, and constancy 
Revive in thee again, and thy old virtuo. 

Ant . How, Cleopatra, hast thou gain’d such power 
Thus to deludo mo ever ? yet I love 
Thy treacheries, and those deceitful accents 
Have from my ear reach'd even to my heart. 

I fain would find tliec faithful, yet forsworn 
I fear that thou wilt prove : which wilt thou be ? 

Doubts, horror, cruel death, 0 rend the veil. 

The veil which utterly conceals the truth ! 

Cleo. Dear Antony, for pity’s sake believe me ! 

Twcre hard to feign the sorrow that I feel. 

Be calm and listen ; then resume thy anger. 

Condemn me innocent, absolve me guilty ; 

Do what thou will’st ; thou shalt not hear me murmur. 

Ant. Thou bidd’st me hear, and then resume my anger? 
Ah ! well thou know’st, that, if thou speak’st, thou’rt 
• victor. 

I must not hoar thee, if I would condemn thee . . . 
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And yet I fain would Lear tliee ... 0 vile snare, 

Which, spite of me, enchains once more my soul, 

Shall I ne’er learn to hold thee in contempt? 

Clco. If in appoarances alone thou trustest, 

Or in the impious band of flatt’ring friends, 

Or in the unexpected sad result 

Which follow’d on my flight, I then am guilty ; 

I’ve no escape: thy pity I implore. 

But if thou hearest truth, I wait for justice,* 

And nothing fear. I left thee, Antony, 

Prepared for arms and an approaching triumph. 

I’ll not deny tho truth ; and yet I loosed 
The sails to save thy kingdom, thee, thy lover, 

And my rash flight was but an act of virtue. 

Upon that day I knew, when Rome ’gainst Rome 
Prepared itself to fight, that faithless Egypt, 

To us rebellious, sought its wav’ring yoke 
To cast away, and, full of armed troops, 

Made ready to receive within its breast 
The treach’rous foe ; I suddenly perceived 
That many had attain’d these shores already, 

And force was added to the plots of art. 

It was not fear that made me turn my feet, 

Since I departed in the foeman’s front, 

And death and dangers for thy sake despised. 

I trembled not for my ancestral throne, 

Nor for my safety ; when I fled from thee, 

For thee alone I fled : 0 seek from mo 
No other cause ; nono else than thee I saw. 

Useful at Actium ? swift to Actium fly I. 

Hope I to help thee at the Nile? behold, 

My prows already reach tho Nile . . . Alas, 

When vainly I to help my master thought, 

Dishonor’d, vanquished, dragg’d I him to death ! 

I found, on landing, all the people silent, 

The traitors chased away. Spare mo, 0 chief, 

From telling thoo tho rest, my fierce remorse, 

My pangs, grief, bitter torments, and the tears 
In which I pine and shall for ever pine : 

Such sorrows to recount my tongue refuses ; 

Tho heart enclosed within thy breast must tell thoo, 
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Which knows full well tho motives of my heart. 

If I survived, it was not love of life, 

But life in thee ; Til draw it nowhere else : 

I hoped again to see thee, swear my love, 

Tell thee that I was faithful, and then die. 

Ant. How can I tell if thou dost feel these passions. 

Or only feignest ? ah ! upon the face 
Of wicked mortals, with no doubtful signs, 

Their souls and works we ought to see impress’d. 

The love which, Cleopatra, gnaws my heart, 

Forbids all reasoning, and gives it thee : 

But be thy words all true, or be they false, 

The hour has come which must untie the knot, 

And not extend it more : the world shall judge 
Between us, and tho minds of both shall then 
Lie open. To these shores Augustus now 
Approaches fast upon the wings of fortune : 

I do not tremble : armed for the defenco, 

The weak and fugitive remains of Actiura 
Will find to-day a certain death in battle : 

With them HI go. The victor then shall see me, 

Rising superior to my ad verso fate, 

Die vanquish’d theie, but shall not see me fly. 

0 queen, farewell ! 


Scene IV. 

CLEOPATRA, MOMEDES. 

Cleo. Ah, leave me not ! . . . Didst hoar? 

Diom. Doubting ’tween love and virtue stands the hero. 
Cleo. And hate, at all times first amongst tho passions; 
When ’tis the offspring of a love despised. 

Believes he me no more ? no more he loves mo? 

He scorns me ? now I hate him ; and I swear 
That his most bitter enemy . . . 

Diom. 0 stay I 

Him thou hast made unhappy, dost insult ? 

Since Egypt’s doom’d to pine beneath the yoke, 

And serve or one or other of the rivals, 

Let it choose Antony : he’s great and noble : 

Fierce tyrant, weak, dissembling is Augustus. 
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Clco. No, both of them to Egypt fatal are . . . 
And I meanwhile shall be of my disgrace, 

And of the ruin of this kingdom, merely 
Idle spectator? no, that ne’er shall be ! 

Where pow’r is wanting, art must be my friend. 
HI triumph o’er the victor, and the vanquish’d : 
Thus much I hope, I’ll for the work prepare me ; 
I will accomplish all to gain this end. 

Scene V. 

DIOMEDES. 

Diom. Alas ! defenceless virtue will succumb ; 
Teach’ry and fraud ne’er arm themselves in vain. 
0 mighty gods ! was’t of your love a pledge 
Kings to create, or in your wrath extreme 
Did yo invent thorn as our punishment? 


ACT III. 

Scene I. 

CLEOPATRA, ISM EXE. 

Im. At length Augustus, lord of the whole world, 
Has seized upon these shores : and Antony 
With a small force opposes him, but boldly. 

And now, 0 queen, that all have taken arms, 

In order to oppose the victor’s entrance 
Into this kingdom, why dost thou alone, 
such great peril, dread not the event 
tin which thy fato and Antony’s depends? 

Cleo. I tremble not, because I know my fate : 

In vain would Antony resume his sway 
Over his soldiers’ hearts ; he lost it when 
He fled, not vanquish’d ; honor ho botray’d. 

And victory, and all his faithful soldiers : 

-That desp’rate boldness e’en, with whioh he leads them 
Unto a certain death, can ne’er repair , 

So groat a fault. Tis they who will betray him. 
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Im . Unto the Komans treach’ry is unknown. 

Cieo. Yes, that is true ; but they the more disdain 
Obedience to the man who once was base, 
llow iguorant art thou of management, 

Ismene ! and in courts how little skill’d ! 

Dost thou suppose that the much-1 on g’d -for fruit 
Of my first flight from Actium into Egypt 
1 now would let escape from out my hands ? 

That I would trust my destiny, and that 
Of a whole kingdom to the careless arm, 

And useless valor of a lover blind? 

Fm not so foolish, and a second plot 
Is in the field prepared, to* assure the first. 

The warlike trumpets scarcely will l>o heard 
To sound tho haughty signal for the fight, 

When on the sea tho ships, on land the cohorts, 
Abandoning the leader they opce own’d. 

Will range themselves beneath Augustus’ ensigns. 

Left by their flight defenceless, Antony 
Will turn against himself his bitter fury. 

Ism. Great Ileav’ns, O queen, what is’t that thou hast 
done? 

And what reward dost hope from this thy treason, 

If still thou knowest not Augustus’ thoughts? 

Cleo. Mine knows he well : of his la to victories 
I was the instrument ; though base tho means 
That I employ’d, they wore by far too useful 
For giving him the kingdom ; to despise it, 

Although tho fruit of an unworthy fraud, 

Augustus no sufficient heart possesses. 

What see I ? Antony in wrath advances ; 

With fury and with doath his face is mark’d . . . 

But if such ignominy he survive, 

Fear, Cleopatra, not; he loves thee still. 

Scene II. 

ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, ISMENE. 

Ant. Woman, thou now hast triumph’d, thy vile work 
Is 4 on * • * • Why wert thou born, 0 Antony ? 

Dishonor’d now both Borne and Nature are . . . 
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Thou art to-day the scorn of the whole world ; 

Each one avoids thee ; each despises thee ; 

In vain I fly myself, ahhor myself . . . 

More faithful enemy, thou only maybe 
Barest to hate me, yes, but not despise me ; 

And it is well : more base than even I, 

The sight of me confounds thee, makes thee tremble ; 
Thy guilty fear hides a rnoro guilty hate. 

0 thou dissembling woman, fatal serpent, 

Piercing the breast of him who gives it life : 

Woman, by lieav’n created in its wrath, 

Who, pity not deserving, wak’nest me 
Despite myself, to pity, who’rt my torment, 

My very death at times, at times my life, 

But always twin’st my days with infamy ! 

1 hold my vengeance in my hand ; that hand 

I will not raise in vengeance : though thou knowest 
How sweet it is, for Tis thy deity, 

The sole thou worshippest, the sole that feels not 
Offended at thy worship . . . thankless woman . . , 
Unhappy Antony I did lieav’n reserve thee 
For such a fatal end? make thee so great 
Jn life one day, and then in death so wretched ? 

0 thou fair li^ht of day, why shine upon 
Such great misdeeds, unworthy of all light? 

0 earth, thou oughtest, in that fatal moment, 

To quake and open, and to swallow me 
In thy profound abyss, and with me swallow 
The mem’ry of my shame and base betrayal. 

Cleo. Continue, Antony ; there’s more to say. 

Say, that too much I woke the ire of heaven, 

Upon that fatal day when first I saw thee, 

Wbon first I loved thee, and then lost myself, 

My honor, my repose, my kingdom too : 

In truth a fatal day : and yet a blest one, 

Whose reeolloction still my heart rejoices : 

To love thee then appear’d to mo no crime ; 

But now 1 see that ’twas atrocious guilt. 

Whatever cruel names, what outrages 
Thy impious fury may suggest to thee, 

Light punishmont would be for the offenco 
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Of loving thee^me instant : other fault 
I find not in mysolf. 

Ant. Thou, Cleopatra, 

With lying words wouldst once more givo the lie 
To earth, heav’n, hell, and sea, all bearing now 
True testimony to my bitter shame. 

Did I not see myself, (alas, I saw it !) 

My own ships, one and all with traitors fill’d, 

Whose only pity would have been to sink them, 
Proceeding boldly to the hostile vessels, 

Not to submerge them, not to give them battle, 

But to unite themselves with them, and then, 

All being enemies at once, to turn 

Against me the whole weight of their rash prows ? 

Did I not see on land the faithless soldiers. 

Who were my crown, and very front of battle, 

’Mongst whom I hoped for death, if not for triumph, 
Made traitors by the vile example, likewise 
Withdraw both soul and foot from honor’s path, 

And flee, to join as friends the enemy ? 

Upon that treach’rous field but Antony 
Remain’d : I turn’d my anxious look around, 

Seeking a friend, but none was to be seen ; 

I Sought then for an enemy, to pierce 
My breast in pity, but I none could find : 

I sought for death, but deaf to all the prayers 
Of a vile soul was death, and turn’d its back. 

What still remain’d ? My love . . . ray wicked love . . . 

0 thou black heart which, frozen, dost ignore 
The flames of love, how couldst thou kindle mine? 

Dost weep not, woman, at the sad, unhappy, 

And wretched sight of him who loved thee so ? 

Cleo. The toars of a betrayer would insult thee : — 

1 might invoke each Deity of heaven, 

And all in vain, if thou dost deem me perjured. 

I will invoke the love thou once didst bear me : 

Bv this, for it was true, I swear to thee, 

That I'm not wicked, that by my misfortunes 
Borne down, thjr sorrows’ weight oppresses mo. 

But, Antony, this barb’rous scorn’s too much : 

And if thy Romans vile and faithless were, 
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Why should their shame be visited on me f 
Thou, who art in the art of ruling skill'd, 

Thou oughtest to have advertised the traitors 
That in thy camp . . . 

Ant To advertise them were 

No easy thing ; the haughty looks of virtue 
Would not abase themselves to that extent. 

Groat souls are littlo skill’d for treachery. 

And fall a prey to traitors ... At this moment. 

Thou, by thine actions, mayst belie my words. 

Conquer’d is Antony; a fatal future 
And adverso destiny for him prepare 
Chains, infamy, or death. An equal fortune, 

Since thou art not unfaithful, will be thine. 

Ought I to deem thee hostile to the victor, 

And true to mo ? Behold a certain proof . . , 

Woman, thou’lt livo without thine Antony, 

Deprived of honor and of kingdom too ; 

In a vile slavery thy days shall bo 
With ignominy woven, scorn, and tears. 

Dishonor of thy sex, by mine abhorr’d, 

Pity shalt thou in vain implore from all, 

And oven pity shalt thou find denied thco . . . 

If I could hate thee, I should feel sweet vengeance 
In saving thee for a dishonor’d life . . . 

Behold the final gift of hapless love, 

Perchance the dearest gift to one who loves. 

Behold my glaive, 0 queen ; in it recall 
That which in heroos’ hands can tempor fate, 

And vengeance tako for all its base affronts. 

Why hesitate ’twixt infamy and death ? 
jivith it transfix thy heart ; 1 then give it mo 
All reeking back— I’ll then transfix my own. 

Strike fearlessly ... 0 Heav’ns! . . , thou tumest pale? 

Clso. This is the gift of generous Antony . . . 

It comes not unexpected : thou hast always 
The sacred name of virtue on thy lips, 

Yet never darest tread its arduous paths ; 

And now, to guide thee ’mongst the shades, thou choosest 
Her thou hast just despised . . . Thy gift is grateful. • 

1 Gives her the weapon. 
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To teach thee tow to die shall be my pride ; 

But, if I ought to-day from cruel death 
To reap both fame, and honor, and a triumph, 

Wanting is nought, savo that thy dearer hand 
Should guide the friendly steel ; mine maybe, trembling, 
Or little wont to strike, might give the lie 
Both to my valor, and thy cruol thoughts. 

Into this heart, by not an unknown path, 

The’ avenging blade may plunge : deep sculptured there, 
Thy fatal imago will be found by thee ; 

Thou didst impress it, thou shalt cancel it ; 

The dagger take, and strike . . . thou turn’st away? 

Ant. Thou wouldst that I should kill thee, cruel 
woman ? 

Too much dost thou recall the impulse wild, 

The rage deceitful of a lover blind. 

Thou by my hand pierced through ? Didst thou believe 
it? 

At the vile thought my blood runs cold ; be thou 
Wicked or faithful, I had trembling pluck’d 
The steel from out thy daring hand, if I 
Kept it to minister to haughty wrath : . . . 

Woman, if thou canst live, lament me ; live ! . . . 

More words I cannot say ; give me the dagger . 1 

Scene III. 

ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, D10MEDES, ISMENE. 

Diom. My lord, what doest thou ? stay, stay ! 

Ant. And why 

Such daring on thy part ? why thus attempt 
To keep despairing Antony from death ? 

Diom. I held thy arm back, not to give thee life, 

But to preserve unhurt thine ancient honor. 

Ant Doth not the steel, held by a Roman’s hand, 

Cancel each fault? restore his ancient honor 
To him who proudly plants it in his breast? 

Diom. But thou with a true Roman’s hand must strike, 
Jfofc with the hand of a wild-raging lover. 

Augustus comes. 

1 JTakes back the weapon, in the act o t killing himself. 
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Ant. With him let Cleopatra* 

Remain : I should ho nought but a base witness 
Of liis great arrogance, her degradation. 

And of my shame. 

Clio. The measure now is full 

Both of my grief and of thy haughty insults. 

I leave thee, Antony ; 0 happy I 
If I as the sole victim fall to-day, 

(Jive thee thine honor back, peace give the world ! 

SCENE IV. 

ANTONY, PIOMEDES. 

Ant. Do thou, too, Diomcdes, go ; and I 
Will bear alone the sight ne’er seen before 
Of him who is my victor, since I bear 
The shame of my defeat . . . Let’s hear Augustus . . . 
Thee can I now defy, 0 Fate, since still 
A steel possess I, which can give #ie death. 

Scene V. 

ANTONY, AUGUSTUS, SEPTIMIUS. 

Atuj, I come not as thy victor, Antony. 

Fate is but blind ; at its deceitful will, 

It now gives ompire, and now takes away, 

And virtue oft opposes it in vain. 

I should bo too unworthy of its gifts, 

Were I to doal with thee in haughty fashion : 

Our hates, and enmities, and bickerings 
In deep oblivion all shall buried bo : 

See not in me the rival of thy glory. 

**Aut. When we between us did the empire share 
Of the whole world, and I departed from 
Rome's glorious walls (bear witness, Heav’n, that I 
Unveil my inmost thoughts f), of nought but peace 
Breathed Antony, who thought of nothing else 
But keeping peace amongst the Roman nations. 

Thou know’st, Augustus, that from that sad day, 
When oruol Sylla and the haughty Marius 
Were for the first time seen to flood with blood, 
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And with the blood of Bomans, subject Homo ; 

Borne from that day has never been the same. 

Her pristine virtue is diminish’d now, 

And vainly turning her astonish’d gaze 
On her too mighty empire, has succumb’d, 

Conquer’d herself, to the excessive weight ; . . . 

I was not born a tyrant ; nature gave me 
A great and gen’rous soul within my breast, 

And worthy of a citizen of Borne. 

But useless gift, for Borne was Borne no more ! 

As long as Cassar lived, I did not scorn 
Second to him in Borne to deem myself. 

But he had subjugated all the world, 

And having wreath’d with glorious and immortal 
Laurels his brow, disdain’d the diadem, 

Befusing it, as a reward not worthy 
Of his great soul, superior to all crowns : 

He was so great, and yet ho died a death 
Wicked, accurst, unworthy such a man ; 

Not unavenged was he : Greece, Asia knew it. 

Stain’d by my hand with so much reeking gore, 

That ’tis not tears alone have wash’d his tomb. — 

My ancient wars, my triumphs and renown, 

My glorious wounds, the age I had attain’d, 

AU these combined to make me first in Borne ; 

I also fain would be Augustus’ equal; 

But Antony had not recourse to arms, 

Until he saw, and saw with certainty, 

That thou, to bo his equal, didst not deign . 1 

Aug. ’Twas no insane ambition for command 
That, spite of me, impeli’d me to oppose thee, 

But the repeated, open wrongs with which thou 
Insultedst Borne, Octavia, and the world. 

Octavia, that unhappy woman, who 
Thy faithful consort was, and should have been 
Pledge of eternal peace, but wickedly 
Despised by thee, the cause was of tho war ; 

1 Tim original contains an alternative version of the first two speeches 
joi |hi» scene, written by Aifieri fifteen years after tho composition of the 
play, to show his improved stylo* but tae thoughts in it are precisely the 
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But yet the guiltless oause : indignant Rome 
With madness raved, on seeing her expelFd 
From thine abode, as though Ootavia were 
Wicked and vile ; and her expulsion woke 
Laments in all who saw her by thy sons 
Follow’d, to whom she show’d herself so sweet 
A mother, not stepmother, midst her trials. 

Thou only cruel wort, insensible 

To such great virtue and a father’s feelings, 

Forgetting wife and children in the lap 
Of base effeminacy. This was little. 

The empire at thy will thou didst dismember ; 

Too true it is that thou whole provinces, 

Whole kingdoms e’en didst take away from Romo, 

To give to whom ? to an unwarlike queen 
Of Egypt, and her sons. The very kingdoms. 

For which whole torrents ran of Roman blood 
And inundated Africa and Asia, 

Europe, the world itself, are now the prey 
Of the Egyptian princes : and what princes! 

So base, that haughty Rome would surely scorn 
To reckon them amongst her very slaves . . . 

Host thought of this? ah, no! lot Antony 
Recall his ow r n great soul : be he the judge ! 

Ant. Tis truo 1 gave away whole provinces, 

Wholo kingdoms : thou, less generous and great, 

One day didst spoil of provinces and kingdoms 
Weak Lepidus, and that unhappy Sostus, 

Illustrious son of Pompey the betray’d. 

With them at first, and then with me thou brakest 
Tho sworn and sacred faith of treaties e’en ; 

SGbrning at once Rome, Antony, the gods, 

Of this thou speakest not ; Octavia only 
The war occasion’d ; strange indeed that she 
Should be the cause of war between the potent 
Emp’rors of Rome. I’ll not deny the wrongs, 

Which made me fierce and faithless to my spouse ; 

But they involuntary Were. The world 
Surrender’d and obey’d : my fatal love, 

Which with its magic pow’r pervaded me, 

Surrender’d not, and never would obey. 
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I do not blush when I recount the faults 

That I through love committed ; they’ro not base ; 

The soul of Antony his faults ennobles : 

But that vile pact, which made me there in Borne 
Octavia’s spouse, and which was to annul 
Between us envy, hatred, and ambition, 

Could not suffice for such a task : beneath 
The aspect feign’d of peace, a fatal discord 
Illuminated it with glowing torch. 

And the ill -omen’d ties, whose sole cement 
Had been the blood in base proscriptions shed, 
Could not but fatal be to all the world . . . 

Thou vanquish’dst me at Actium and in Egypt ; 
But hast not fought with me. And ev’ry Roman, 
To follow Mars accustom’d, would disdain 
Such a vile victory, the horrid fruit 
Of others’ villainy, and not of valor. 

Aug. Such victory I therefore hate, and fain 
Would see extinguish’d its sad memory. 

Let nought remain to me, save tlio great honor 
Of having rendei’d back brave Antony 
To Rome, to his own glory, to himself. 

Depart, depart, my lord, these fatal shores ; 
They’re hostile to thy honor : to thy peace 
They’ll ever be opposed. Let happy Romo 
See us again, recoivo us to her bosom 
As friends together, chary of her blood ! 

No more find pleasure in that faithless being, 

For whom one day thou ceasedst to bo Roman. 
Abandon to her fate the’ ungrateful one, 

Of Antony unworthy . . . 

Ant . Thou offondest, 

Reminding me again that 1 am vanquish’d, 
Insulting Cleopatra. Still I love her. 

Lot that suffice thee ; but if not, then know 
That to my shame, e’en though the faithless one 
Be quite unworthy even of a sigh, 

Of empire and of life still more unworthy, 
Of 4 honor least of all, I love her still. 

A fatal gift of the invidious gods 

Was my«base love, which made me seem less great 
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Than they on earth . . . Out of my breast at length 
I’ll tear it with my life. I nothing now 
Ask for myself ; I shudder, and grow wild, 

At the mere thought that Cleopatra, bound, 

One day in Rgme ... I deem thee great, and equal 
To thy great fortune.— 

Aug. Antony, reserve, 

Reserve thy days for a more honor’d end ; 

No longer turn thou back thy pitying oyes 
To gaze upon the fate of those who’re traitors. 

Ant . Vanquish’d will Antony not live; whilst living 
His thoughts change not, and what he truly loved, 

He still will love, e’en to his dying sigh. 

Will Cleopatra grace in Rome thy triumph? 

Aug. Piteous is Romo ; at times to conquer’d kings 
She e’en restores an ill-defended throne. 

I am a citizen of Rome, no more, 

Who watches o’er her honor with arm’d hand : 

The Senate, arbiter of all. the world, 

Is arbiter of Egypt’s destiny . . . 

Ant. Enough. I understand thee ; from thy lips, 
The names of citizen, of Romo, of Senate, 

Names one day sacred, and but vain to-day, 

Are but a lying veil, and but conceal 
A cruel tyrant ’neath a cloak of pity. 

Cruel ono, triumph ; pity I implored ; 

Thou didst refuse it, and my shame increased ; 

But never shall that woman be in Rome 
By mortal seen as subject to Augustus, 

Who once deserved the love of Antony. 

Necessity has made her Roman too ; 

^fheo will Bhe scorn, and triumph o’er Augustus. 

Scene VI. 

AUGUSTUS, SEPTIMICS. 

Sept. Did not his proud and daring words, my lord, 
Awaken thee to anger? why, as victor, . 

Didst thou reply to him, since in the vanquish’d 
Such terrible presumption nestles still? 

Aug. Love sliall be minister of my revenge ; 

yol. n. <2 G 
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That lovo which has deprived him of his senses : 
As he has lived, let the mad lovor die. 

Sept. But if this love to a despairing death 
Has pow’r to drag unhappy Antony, 

.Thou shouldst he careful lest the self-same love. 
Join’d to the terror of the triumph, drag 
To the same fate e’en Cleopatra too. 

Aug . The interested love of Cleopatra 
Was the reward of heroes when successful : 

No love is kept by that ambitious woman 
For the unhappy conquer’d ; fear alone 
Now binds her to the fate of Antony ; 

That fear my language shortly shall dispel. 

The faithless one shall be of my designs 
The faithful minister ; though to my rival 
A thousand means I hold of giving death, 

Let that be chosen which, to him most bitter 
And cruel too, shall not obscure my glory. 

Let Antony first perish by the hand 
Of this bad woman ; Cleopatra then, 

Kept for the triumph, and a wretched death, 

Shall reap the traitor’s righteous penalty . . . 

And thus my foes shall all extinguish’d bo. 

Sept. But crafty is the queen, and full of lies. 
Aug . Let woman be deceived by woman’s craft. 
’Twas she prevented Antony and JuliuB 
From perfecting their great career ; made wise 
By their sad fate, I will avoid the rock. 

Do thou meanwhile go to the port, my friend, 
Ready to sail at the first sign, and leave 
The care to me of subjugating fate. 

Feed, feed thy heart, thou foolish Cleopatra, 

With the deceptive and injurious hope 
Of reckoning Augustus ’mongst thy slaves. 

Thou see’st me at thy car ? with greater reason 
Already see I thee attach’d to mine. 
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Scene I. 

CLEOPATRA, DIOMEDKS. 

Cleo. Take courage, Cleopatra ; turn thine eyes 
With boldness tow’rds the ruler of the world : 

Thou wert for reigning born, and all in vain 
Has envious fate against thee arm’d herself. 

A painful death, as the last proof of love, 

Offers me Antony ; and life and honor 
Restores Augustus, and the throne itself : 

Nor does he rob mo of the cherish’d hope 
Of ono day chaining him as slave of love. 

My heart between the rivals wavers not. 

What think’st thou, Diomedes? 

Diom. I would tell 

"The queen, that Antony’s unfortunate 
And conquer’d ; that Augustus is the victor ; 

That tyrants ne’er obey the voice of love ; 

That to a wise man’s eyes sometimes the tomb 
Appears of greater value than a throne. 

Cleo. But thou, who wentest to search out Augustus, 
Give an account of all his slightest motions. 

Say, when my name thou didst pronounce, didst see 
His aspect change, or blushes fill his cheek ? 

What didst thou notice in his eyes, the soul’s 
Most truthful mirrors ? spoak, and speak the truth. 

Diom . I nothing saw but sinister events, 

In the dissembling glances of Augustus ; 

,JFhen when I think upon his crafty speech, 

I see in him a weak and impious traitor. 

Cleo* But what he said, and thought not, he to-day 
Might say again more truly, and ore long. 

Diom. 0 how ingenious art thou, 0 my queen, 

In self-deceit ! but here he comes himself : 

Behold him. — 

Cleo . Go.: alone will I remain . 

But what ? thou throbb’st, my heart, ... art thou not ftsed 
Full long a time to simulate the passions ? # 

2 a 2 
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Like to a pliant serpent, seek out how 

To penetrate within the tortuous paths 

Of that heart, which, thou fain wouldst make thy slave. 


Scene II. 

CLEOPATRA, AUGUSTUS. 

Cleo. Suffer, my lord, a woman now unhappy, 

Who once was queen, and now is made thy slave. 
Before a victor, not her enemy, 

Humbly to bend : my homage is not base, 

If I to virtue pay it, not to fortune. 

Aug . Men’s homage to receive, not pay, is thine, — 
Cleo . Who ever saw the gods in heav’n grow proud 
Or feel offended, when with incense pure, 

By- our hands offer’d, smoke the sacred altars? 

To see a sov’reign prostrate at jthy feet, 

Makes thee not proud, for others thou hast had ; 

Much less should be a victor such as thou 
Offended at the truthful vows I bring. 

Aug. Thou dost offend me, if thou call’st me victor : 
I am not thine ; if late had made me so, 

Rebellious to my wishes, thou hadst seen 
The victor humbly bending at thy feet. 

Cleo. Into the field, against my will, led arm’d 
Thee to oppose, my lord, yes, led by force, 

I rather was a captive than a queen ; 

I dreaded all along to bo the victor, 

And hoped from hcav’n, and e’en at times I pray’d 
That, spite our armies, we might be defeated. 

Against the’ advice of all, at Actium will’d I 
That the great fight should on the waves take place, 
The treach’rous waves, in ill-constructed ships : 

Idle spectators from the shore I made 
The mighty fleet of daring Antony ; 

At fighting not, I saw it fume in vain : 

I robh’d it thus of glory, and of anus. 

I fled, ore I was conquer’d, and at Actium 
. Fear’d not to let the whole world understand 
The thoughts already harbor’d in my breast ; 

If thou, with free and undisputed march, 
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Hast reach’d, Augustus, to the shores of Egypt, 
Nor saw on landing there one single foe, 

Save helpless Antony, this too’s the 'work 
Of her whom thou didst deem thine enemy. 

I say not this in hope of a reward ; 

I have it now, if I have partly aided 
In gaining theo that glorious victory, 

Which gave to theo the sceptre of the world. 

Aug. Augustus scorns not, blushes not to feel 
The laurels wreath’d upon his brow by thee ; 

The giver makes the gift more grateful to me. 

If e’er should come the day when quench’d by me 
Shall be the fatal torch of civil discord, 

And Borne at length takes pity on herself, 

And, by her woes made wise, no longer turns 
Against herself, her anger, and her arms, 

I shall be happy : in the lap of peace, 

’Twill easy be the Senate to destroy, 

And quiet all the cries of the vile people, 

Which still in Rome is daring, and withholds 
Obedience blind from him who is its ruler. 

If I may hope for this from friendly fate, 

Happy the day in which, when at thy feet 
My hands have placed a sceptre of such worth, 

I may believe that thou wilt not disdain 
So sweet a burden to divide with me f 
Augustus never reach’d a nobler goal. 

Since he has fought in the hard toils of Mars. — 
But far away from me, alas, are still 
Those happy times : not yet extinct the foes 
Either of Borne or of Augustus’ self j 
♦And they’re sufficient to disturb my peace. 
Conquer’d is Antony, a fugitive, 

And weak ; but he still lives ; and in his breast 
Preserves a cruel hate, fierce enmity 
Against me : but Augustus is more gen’rous, 
Greater and more magnanimous ; he ne’er 
His triumph’s lustre will obscure ; his heart 
Is closed to vengeance : vengeance is unworthy. — 
I pity much thy cruel destiny, 

If thou must be the slave of its wild passions : # 
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Perchance is Antony no lover true 

Of thee, as thou dost think ; and thou, 0 queen, * 

Wilt one day weep for having loved him so. 

Geo. Too much I loved ungrateful Antony ; 

No more I love him ; to amend my fault 
I’m now prepared : it is not hate or vengeance 
Which urges mo to-day my fault to cancel, 

But reason, the cool reason of a monarch. 

For a long time his death has seem’d to be 
Not only useful for this kingdom, long 
By him despoil’d, but indispensable ; 

And now that his existence might once more 
Ro-opon all the ancient wounds of Rome, 

Destroy the peace of the whole world, and partly 
Rob thee of thy supreme felicity, 

’Twould be a crime to have compassion on him. 

Aug. It is too true that there, are times when pity 
Is in the heart, of kings no virtue. 

Geo . Thou 

Hast said enough, Augustus : spent is all 
My pity . . . How could heav'n give thee such power 
Of ruling souls with suoh sweet mastery ? 

How in my soul canst thou at pleasure wake 
All my affections, or extinguish them ? — 

Thou art the living image of great Caesar ; 

In thee the same deportment proud I $eo, 

And, at a younger age, the self-same laurels 
Around thy brow*, and in thy bosom’s heavings 
I also see again his soul divine.— 

Once I loved Caesar, ne’er did I disdain him : 
v .Wherefore, my lord, did I not. know thee sooner? 
For I should never to loss glorious flames 
IlaVe granted then an entrance to my bosom : 
Augustus, I of thee had been more worthy I 

Aug. Caesar did love thee, truly ; but who e’er 
Saw thee and loved thee not ? Augustus only 
By thy mere fame had lost his heart to thee. 

Before he saw thee. When I took up arms 
. Aud was enraged ’gainst Antony, in him 
I SaSr not a mere rival to the throne 
And glory k but an odious rival too ; 
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’Twas not alone the world that was the prize 
Of victory; more precious in my eyes, 

More glorious, Cleopatra, was thy heart. 

But Antony draws nigh ; we inust dissemble. 

Cleo. Enow nothing of his fate, until accomplish’d 1 

Scene III. 

ANTONY, AUGUSTUS, CLEOPATRA. 

Ant. What see I, Heav’ns ! is’t true ? 0 Cleopatra, 
Thou here with my detested enemy ? 

0 cruel jealousy, revenge, and fury, 

If ye suffice to rob me of my reason, 

Why do ye also not suffice to guide 

My desp’rate hand e’en to the inmost heart 
Of both the traitors ? 

Cleo. Antony, and when 

Wilt thou restrain these odious doubts of thine. 

These cruel insults ? 

Ant. When the greedy Fates 

Shall have a cruel death on me imposed. 

Aug . What madness wild obscures thy senses now ? 
Why shouldst thou deem me weak, and cruel tpo ? 
Thou art deceived, nor thinkest, Antony, 

That thy fierce wrath awakes no wrath in me, 

But rather wakens pity in my breast 

Ant . From out thy heart all pity banish now : 

If false, it angers me ; if true, degrades me ; 

Whato’er it be, from thee it must offend me. 

Nought from Augustus I expect, nought ask ; 

All that he could, he robb’d me of ; 1 still 
Possess one good, which ever scoffs at tyrants : 

That is a Boman soul, which ne’er succumbs 
Unto misfortune, but becomes more proud, 

And so much native haughtiness preserves, 

That, vanquish’d, it can even shame the victor. 

It was the hand of an un warlike woman 
Which took from me, and gave to thee the empire ; 

1 know not which of us should blpsh the most. 

Thou, Cleopatra, now preferr’st Augustus, 

And thou art right, because thy soul is worthy 
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Augustus’ soul : in baseness they are equal, 

And fashion’d of the selfsame quality ; 

Hell was their maker, to my prejudice. 

My lofty heart has form’d too great a contrast 
With your hearts’ vileness : go your way exulting 
In your stol’n triumph, and forget that ye 
By fraud alone obtain’d it, and by horrors: 

Arms worthy of a tyrant and a woman ; 

Used by the base, to Antony unknown. 

Aug. But base mistrust, and low and vile suspicion 
Are also arms that tyrants love to use : 

Surely great Antony should scorn to-day 
To hug them to his bosom. To Augustus 
Mistrust remains unknown, and he has never 
Excited it within the hearts of others. 

Guilty is Cleopatra, but unhappy : 

Yes, ev’ry thing in her reveal* the blows 
Of hostile fate ; she more unhappy seems 
To me than guilty. Seated on the throne 
With thee, and both inflamed with love insane, 

She stood apart one day from thy great splendor : 

Still more imprudent, since thou wort more great, 

Thou also from her errors stood’st apart. 

I pity Antony, and at my cost 

Would see him happy. And the queen as well 

I fain would extricate from that sad fate, 

Which in the future is for her prepared : 

But that, I cannot 

Ant. Thou, Augustus, must ! 

Thou ought’st, and wilt, if thou dost value honor. 

That haughty present which thou offer’st mo 
Of half the world, I never can accept : 

That world surrender I, and only ask thee 
To save the’ ancestral throne of Cleopatra, 

And let her children reign in Egypt here. 

For me, I only ask for so much earth 
As may suffice to cover the small urn 
In which my ashes shortly will repose. 

Gleo. What say’st thoh, Antony ? what cruel thoughts 
post, thou reserve for me and for thyself? 

What doqst thou, my lord? take back the throne, 
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And life and honor : for to me these gifts 
Than death itself more bitter are and cruel, 

If ’tis not granted me with thee to’ eiijoy them. 

How can I sit alone on that sad throne 

Which held us both, and which thou now dost scorn ? 

How can I live, when to a desp’rate death 

Thy barbarous fury is conducting thee? 

A living corpse has never yet been seen ; 

Such shall I bo, deprived of Antony. 

It must not be ! Let the exclusive glory 
Of keeping him alive be thine, Augustus : 

Spite of himself, yes, save him, make him live. 

If ’tis my death the faithless one demands, 

’Gainst me let him divert his wrath and fury, 

And on my body let him wreak his will ; 

If he would have me live, scorn’d by the world. 

And bound in Eomo to thy triumphal car, 

Let him live, reign . . ., and to the car I’ll fly. 

I ask’d thee naught, Augustus, whilst I only 
In danger found myself : I owe it now 
To Antony, myself, and all the world, 

To have no other destiny than his! 

Do thou confound us both, then, with thy virtue ; 

Lofty revenge to lofty hearts is granted : 

Spare Cleopatra, Antony to spare. 

From him divided, I have no more life : 

Too much doth he, too, life from me receive. 

Thou’rt touoh’d, Augustus ; do not turn away 
Thy humid eyes ; ah no, conoeal not thou 
The marks divine of a forgiving heart : 

Hear it alone ; ’tis generous, and great, 

And far more eloquent than all my words : 

Triumph or death ’twill grant me at thy feet. 

Ant. Dost seek to humble me? forgettest thou 
That ’tis for Antony thou pray’st? that all 
The world would not repay me for such baseness? 

Aug . Arduous in truth, but glorious the attempt 
Has ever been to subjugate oneself. 

Though, to my loss, it may be mine to gain 
Over my heart so great a victory, 

Far greater therefore will the honor be. 
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It shall be known some day, in future ages, 

That on one day the world Augustus conquer’d, * 

And the world’s conqueror. Live, then, fair queen, 

And reign, and share thy life and throne as well, 

If thou eanst happy be, with thy old lover. 

In yonder temple we will call as witness 
The deities, the Romans, and the world, 

To our not doubtful peace ; there lot us swear 
Lasting oblivion to our former hatred. 

Let Antony be greater than my gift ; 

Let him accept it, be the donor’s equal. 

How to gain empires, common heroes know ; 

Augustus, Antony alone know how to scorn them. 

Scene IY. 

CLEOPATRA, ANTONY. 

Ant 0 queen, what was’t that urged thee on ? was’t 
love, 

Hate, or contempt ? It surely was not love. 

A throne, that is the price of villainy, 

Would cover me with horror, shamo, contempt. 

Each thought have I averted from the throne, 

And gaze on death with an intrepid eye. 

May heav’n belie my sad prognostications ; 

But, if I err not, death will some day bo 
The only cure for thy extreme misfortunes. 

Sincere is not Augustus, as thou deem’st him ; 

No hero is he ; and he knows not how 
To feign a hero’s words. Go to the temple : 

There in the face of men and gods, 0 queen, 

If it so please thee, take thy place and blush : 

I the first victim am, who ought to make 
The deitiespropitious ; and my blood 
May be sufficient for Augustus’ fury . . . 

Woman, mayst thou enjoy a happier fate, 

Than that for thee predicted by my heart, 

Cleo. Like thee, despise I death, and death in truth 
Will he my cure, if cheated by Augustus. 

If St be needed, who can then forbid it ? 

" But if thou lov’st me still, if true the words 
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Augustus spoke, what need is there to die? 

’Tie known? to ail that, from thy earliest years. 

Thou hast been wont, not pardon to implore, 

But to accord it : gather now the fruits 
Of pardon, and let all the shame be mine. 

What could it be, if not the pangs of love, 

Which moved me then to condescend to prayers ? 

If ’twas not love, the conqueror would ne'er 
Have seen me asking mercy ; from the conquer'd 
A sword alone should I demand, and death. 

Ant Thou bidd’st me live, and take the wicked gift : 

I ought not ; but my duty oftentimes 
Has at thy bidding been compell'd to change. 

I’ll to the temple go, to ask the gods 
To teach mo how to recognize the wicked. 

Scene V. 

CLEOPATRA. 

Cleo. Credulous lover, go not to the temple ; 

Go rather to an unexpected death . . . 

Yes, find thou death, and heinous treachery, 

There where thou look’st for life, for love and peace . . . 
But, what? remorse again? thou base remorse, 

Go far away from me... and seek to frighten 
Hearts that are weak and proud ; in me be silent . . . 
Shall I abandon thee, my throne, just when 
My foot is raised to climb thee once again ? 

It shall not be : then perish, Antony : 

Perish the world, before I will desert thee ! 

What arm shall I employ ? . . . Lo, Dipmedes ! 

• 

Scene YL 

CLEOPATRA, DIOMEDES. - 

Cleo . Heav’n sends thee, Diomedes ; minister 
'Twould make thee of its wrath : yes, Antony 
To-day must die : honor will have it so, 

My glory whioh has been betray'd, the peace, 

The splendor, the security of Egypt. 

No hand more faithful or more bold than thine m 
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Do I possess. Soon Antony will pass 

By yon dark path, conducting from the palace * 

Unto the temple ; there ’tis he must fall. 

Behold the steel ; and thou must lot him see it. 

And know that that same hand which once he loved 
Placed it to-day in thine, that thou mightst kill him ; 
And let him also know that not in vain 
A queen and woman is insulted. He 
Would fain, by peace, make mo Augustus’ slave : 

By me shall perish the ungrateful traitor. 

Go, speak not, but obey, nor let the blackness 
Deter thee of the blow. When thou art serving 
Thy queen, there is no crime in what thou doest ; 

But all is honor. What ! dost hesitate ? 

Fly, as my fury’s rapid messenger, 

Or thou shalt fall as victim on this spot. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. 

CLFX)PATRA, 1SMENE, DIOMEDES. 

Cleo. Hast thou avenged me ? lives he now no more ? 
Diom. Yes, queen, I with one single fatal blow 
Robb’d Antony of life, myself of honor. 

Cleo . And when he heard my name, what said he then ? 
Diom . 0 Heav’ns ! and wouldst thou by fresh horrors 
swell 

The crime I have committed ? must I tell thee 
That which dark night and black Avernus ought * 
To cover with oblivion never-ending ? 

I cannot do so, no ; at the foul stroke 
I turn'd away my eyes, my blood stood frozen 
Around my heart, and then my spirit, mute 
And stupefied with horror, nothing know 
Of that black, wicked, and accursed blow 
Struck by my impious hand, rebellious to it : 

A blow by which my life henceforth will be 
Made bHter and unhappy ; and a blow 
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Perchance more adverse than thou now dost think 
To thee, thy peace, thine honor, and thy kingdom. 

Cleo . Meanwhile must I permitted be to taste 
The greatly long’d-for fruits of my revenge : 

How sweet are they to an embitter’d heart ! 

The odious rugged chains of Antony 
At length are broken ; in my breast once moro 
Ro-awaken’d are both hope and joy, long banish’d 
By a severe and mournful tyranny. 

But see, Augustus comes ! How sweet to him 
The bitter news will be, to me how useful ! 

Scene II. 

AUGUSTUS, CLEOPATRA, IS MEN E, DIOMEDES. 

Cleo. By thee, my lord, my passions have been con- 
quer’d : 

Remorse and pity both have silenced been ; 

And, at one blow, destroy’d by me the foes 
To-day have been of Rome and of Augustus : 

No more lives Antony ; a mighty impulse 

Drove mo . . . But what ? . . . thou tum’st away thy looks 

All grim, astonish’d, fix’d upon tho ground ? 

Confused, and sad and frozen, hearest thou 
My words, when they thy bosom should have flooded 
With nought but joy ? . . . What is the cause? . . . 

Aug . 0 queen. 

Less noble should I be, did I not mourn 
The lamentable death of an unhappy 
And yet great hero. Ah ! yes, Antony, 

That mighty warrior, though my enemy, 

W^is worthy of a far more noble end. 

Cleo. What unaccustom’d speech in thee is this? 

Before he fell, thou never oall’dst him great : 

What living thou didst hate, dost mourn when dead ? 

How can thy soul for ever fluctuate 
Between a Bpurious virtue and true vice? 

Thou dost pretend to be a glorious hero, 

But nature fashion’d thee a tyrant vile ; 

Beneath feign’d grief thou hid’st thyself in vain. — 

Aug. My enemy, my hated" enemy 
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Was Antony, but he was still a Roman ; 

To rid him of his enemies, Augustus * 

Has never sought a Roman’s coward hand ; 

He never has debased himself so low : 

All treachery I scorn ; to treachery 

The kings of Egypt are too much accustom’d. 

Cleo. Yes, tear away the veil ; the wicked mind 
Of a most wicked mortal is beneath. 

Thy flatt’ry vile, and thy mendacious words, 

Of which, save heav’n, there was no other witness, 
Days of eternal grief for me have woven . . . 

Thee, heav’n, invoke I not ; of such misdeeds 
Thou art not conscious, or didst turn away 
Thine eyes in scorn, that thou mightst see them not : 
If ’tis not so, for whom dost thou reservo 
Those thunderbolts which impious men despise ? 

Aug. Do not profane the secred name of heaven 
With lips impure : ’twas ever deaf to crime. 
Meanwhile prepare to follow me to Romo ; 

Also prepare to render an account ‘ 

Of thy atrocious guilt ; let no vain hope 
Inspire thee, that unpunish’d shall remain 
The bitter death of such a noble Roman. 

Scene III. 

CLEOPATRA, DI0MEDES, ISMKNE. 

Cleo. 0 cruel pain ! anguish before unknown ! 

With rage and rary dumb, see I myself 

? ppress’d and scorn’d, and must I fret in vain? 

e horrid serpents, whioh entwine around 
The Gorgon’s head, your sight would be to me 
More pleasant far than the atrocious sight 
Of him, who greater monster is than ye . . . 

I am betray’d, . . . but with the self-same arms 
With which I hapless Antony betray’d. 

What, thoughtless one, hast done? ... 0 Antony ! . . . 
0 thou repentance, baser than my crime ! 

Thou art not child of Virtue or of pity, 
of defenceless rage, delusive, vile. 

And thpji remorse, which I wS long repress'd, 
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Dost thou now rise to wreak thy vengeance on me, 

A cruel vengeance for my late contempt ? 

But ’tis not time to listen to thee nqw ; 

In vain my lamentations and my tears, 

And all too late. At times to wipe out orimes 
Becomes it needful fresh ones to commit. 

0 fool, what said I ? was it e’er a crime 
The wicked to chastise? Augustus must 
Feriah liko Antony : his just death vow I 
Unto the gods, an unjust death atoning. 

All of his faithless blood shall now be shed. 

And on the veiy tomb of Antony ; . . . 

And thus his shade betray’d shall be appeased. 

Diom . More needed, and less dreadful than the first, 

But far too difficult is such a crime. 

Some one approaches. 

Clco. Antony ! great gods ! 

Open, thou earth ! Where hide myself ? thou liar, 
Unworthy one, couldst thou betray me thus ? 

Diom. Not to betray my honor, I betray’d 
A monarch, who imposed on me misdeeds. 

Scene IV. 

ANTONY, CLEOPATRA, DiOMEDES, ISMENE. 

Ant . This steel behold ! ’Tis, Cleopatra, thine. 
Sharpon’d to-day on thy cold heart of stone, 

Of temper barbarous, on murder bent, 

By thoe *twas destined to transfix my breast. 

But thou didst wrong to trust it to another, 

Not to thyself; a work so great was worthy 
OS a fierce soul, one utterly debased, 

Like thine. The goodness of the deities 

Is niggard of such souls as thine 'mongst mortals . . . 

This steel doth tell enough and far too much 
To me of thee, and thy ferocious thoughts ; 

And all those words of love which, cruel woman, 

Thou once didst frame upon thy perjured lips, 

Have by thy dagger been to-day belied. — 

0 wicked steel, m thee I reacktoo well 

The perfidy, the guilt of faithless woman, , 
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And a weak lovers cruel destiny ! 

Yes! all the bitter mournful history 
Of my unhappy love, I dearly trace 
Sculptured in thee, in&Karacters of blood ; 

But, horrible and erupt though it be, 

It frightens not the soul of Antony . . . 

Woman, the final limits of thy fury 
I fain would know ; thou dost surpass by far 
My feeble thoughts, in hatred all unskill’d : 

My mind has shown itself by far more slow 
Iniquity and fraud to comprehend, 

Than thine has been to put them into practice. 

Since thou hast gono so far, I will not harbor 

The haughty anger or the fury wild 

Of an offended lover ; nor would I 

Have done so, hadst thou always been a traitor, . 

My life alone attempting, not v my honor. 

I will not ask of thee, with harsh reproaches, 
Bedress for having outraged thus my faith : 
Great baseness would be mine for acting thus, 
Nor in thy heart would shame or blushes waken. 
The height of villainy hast thou attain’d ; 

I see no sign in thee of agitation. — 

Medea, when detected, was abash’d ; 

And e’en in Hell Megeera and Alecto 
Were seen to be confused in face, and blush : 
Thou only, woman, coldly terrible, 

Dost grimly fix thine eyes upon thy crimes, 
Bepenting only that thy treason base 
Is not completed. 

Cleo. Yes ! ’tie true, I feel 

Nor pity nor remorse ; *tis wrath alone 
I harbor in my breast. I’ve nought to say, 

Save that I was the cruellest of women 
That, in its angry fierceness, hostile heaven 
Ever created to chastise the world : 

Perfidious, yes but not so wise as might be. 

At length I’m conquer’d by the very treasons, 
.Which gave to me the palm : more wicked still, 
Baser than I, rejoices now Augustus : 

’Twere vain to weep.— Too fleble are all words 
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The bitter, awful matter to explain ; — 

Give me the steel again ; ’twill speak more proudly. 

Ant. Shortly I’ll give it back arid thou shalt see 
The victor blush, in presence of thfe vanquish’d. 

* softy. K 

AUGUSTUS, SEPTIMIUS, CLEOPATRA, ISMENE, ANTONY, 
DIOMEDES. 

Aug . The queen deceived me, or herself was fool’d. 
Ant. Come now, thou arrogant proud conqueror, 
Come to collect the fruits of thy great valor; 

Worthy of thee alone thy triumph is. 

I shall not live, but for a few short moments, 

Enough to serve to publish to the world 
The heart of Antony, Augustus* baseness. 

*Tis true that Fate, rebellious on that day 
To virtue, gave the victory to theo, 

But not the Roman soul to boar it well. 

By war’s vicissitudes, to me unlucky, 

Thou’rt placed upon the top of fortune’s wheel ; 

That kindly deity, who always smiles 
On prosp’rous tyrants, to the thoughtless crowd 
May hold thee up os generous and pious . . . 

Less partial than is Fate, and more propitious, 
Which of us is the hero, Death shall say. 

Death base and infamous thou didst prepare me ; 

As a last gift, a kindlier heav’n accords it 
Both free, and worthy, and invincible. 

No, death affrights me not with all its horrors ; 

Oft have I seen it, and not turn’d my eyes ; 

I to despise it ever train’d my soul ; 

Me it oft fled, but never saw me fly ; 

Now I confront it. 0 sweet death ! 0 dear one ! 

Now that thou sav’st me from a slav’ry base, 

Art thou not first of goods ? the only good ? 

Since thou obscur’st not my ancestral anpals. 

And that great land, in heroes fertile, which 
My country was, but will not be my tomb, 

Dost cancel not each fault in life committed ? 

Ah, yes \ to him who scorns and loves thee, thou 
VOL. II. 2 H 
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Giv’st back lost virtue and his pristine honor . . . 

What are ye, honor . . . virtue . . . glory, valor ? *> 
Deceitful shadows, whicl^were framod by pride 
Amongst us mortals : all in vain collect ye 
Bound death, which, tearing ev’ry veil asido, 

Doth banish, scatter, and destroy you all . . . 

Fly, fly, 0 queen, the horrors of a triumph, 

Horrors far worse than those of any death. 

Wherefore alone to die is granted to us ? 

I could have given thee yet more of life . . . 

Augustus, now will the whole world be thine : 

Since I have taught thee not how thou shouldst reign ; 

If thou, like me, shouldst be unfortunate, 

Learn to die bravely, as does Antony. 1 
Diom , Brave warrior I Heav’n was jealous of thy pre- 
sence 

On this ungrateful earth. 3 

Aug. Now let the queen 

Be dragg’d away from hence by force, if prayers 
Are not sufficient ... 

Cleo . Stop, thou barb’rous one * 

Thou fain wouldat tie me to thy car in Rome ? 

At least permit me to delight my eyeB 
In horrors and in blood, yes, e’en in death ; 

That I may lose my senses, and extract 
Fresh fury from them . . . But since heav’n is slow 
The wicked to chastise, and I’m unable 
To pierce thy breast, I pierce my own instead. 3 
Aug. Heav’ns, Cleopatra ! . . . 

Cleo . I . . , unworthy was 

Of life . . . but, if to thee the curses now 
By wicked rage invoked can fatal be, 

Then horror, and deceit, and treachery 
Will olose pursue thee, and at last thou’lt find 
The horrid death which is a tyrant’s due . . . 

Furies . . . infernal Furies • • . come ye now? . . . 

I follow you . . . ah I . . . with thy viper’s torch, 

Thou discord black, thou fain wouldst light my way. 

Dive it to mo ... in dying I perchance 

1 Kill* himself. * Antony is taken off the stage. 

* Stubs herself. 
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Might set the world on fire, and so,dissolve it . . . 

Dost cry for vengeance, Antony? . . . ’tis blood , . . 

But faithless blood ... 0 horror * , . ruin . . . death . . . l 

Aug, 0 Romans, let us go ; in this vile land 
All breathes of terror, making heriV'n impure ; 

The very air with ev*ry vice is tainted. 

1 Die*. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

The characters in this very singular play are divided into 
two classes — one comprising the first four denizens of the 
earth after the Creation, Adam, Eve, Cain and Abel : and 
the other consisting of supernatural Beings, including The 
Almighty, personified as The Voice of God ; Lucifer, with 
his chief retainers Beelzebub, Mammon, and Ash taro th ; 
Sin, Envy, and Death; and Choruses of Angels and 
Demons. The whole of the speeches of these supernatural 
Beings are in rhyme, and contain a great variety of versifi- 
cation, which I have closely followed. They are supposed 
to be sung. The human beings, on the other hand, all 
speak in blank verse, and use the ordinary heroic metre. 
One short prayer of Adam and his family in Act II., and 
another of Adam in Act III. are an exception to this rule, 
being in rhyme. Of the total number of verses in this 
play (1557) as many as 680 are in rhyme. 

The play opens in Hell, where Sin recounts to his father 
« Lucifer his ineffectual attempts to gain admission to the 
happy family of Adam, who has become entirely reconciled 
to, and pardoned by, God, after the Fall. Lucifer deter- 
mines to summon a council of his adherents, to determine 
on the means of insuring man’s destruction. Accordingly 
Ashtaroth, Beelzebub, and Mammon successively appear, 
with a vast crowd of minor demons, &o., and Lucifer tells 
them for what purpose he has assembled them, and calls, 
upon Sin to explain what he saw passing on earth. * Sin 
accordingly describes the perfect happiness which prevails 
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in the family of Adam, and the failure of his attempts to 
destroy it. Beelzebub first speaks, and tells Lucifer that 
he did wrong in leaving earth directly after ho had pro- 
duced the fall, by inducing Eve to taste the apple, and 
that his son Sin alone was inadequate to take his place. 
He ought to have been accompanied by legions of demons, 
or by some great plague. Mammon suggests that Envy 
would be the proper person to send, she having been the 
cause of the ruin of the rebel angels. In accordance with 
his suggestion Envy is sent for and appears on the scene, 
attended by her dreadful snakes. Ashtaroth advises that 
Death, the deaf daughter of Lucifer, should accompany 
Eiivy in her mission — a proposal which is received with 
universal acclamation, and Death with her scythe and 
glass also enters. Lucifer instructs Envy to put on a 
youthful appearance, and Death to take the form of a 
matron, as her mother; and informs the assembly that he 
intends to go with them to earth, accompanied by Sin. 
The Chorus interposes its remarks all through this Act 
(which will remind the reader in many respects of the 
conference in Pandemonium of Satan and the rebel Angels, 
in the first and second Books of Paradise Lost). 

Act U. shows Adam and Eve discoursing, after his 
day’s labor is over. It might be seen from her language 
that Abel is Eve’s favorite son, and she speaks of an 
inexplicable mark on Cain’s forehead. But both parents 
show how deeply they love them both. Their sons join 
them, and explain their being late by one of Abel’s 
favorite lambs having strayed, and Cain having recovered 
it with difficulty. The tenderness of Abel’s heart is made 
manifest, and the sterner, yet loving charaoter of Cain, as 
yet untempted. After joining in prayer to the Almighty* 
they all partake of their frugal evening meal. A touching 
scene follows, caused by some words dropped by Adam 
implying the approach of age and their separation by 
death ; and then they all retire to rest, after Adam has 
cautioned Eve never to let their sons know the story of 
the Fall and their lost happiness. 

The third Act shows the four mortals all sleeping, and 
' Ltioifei with his companions and chorus of demons watch- 
ing them. Envy chooses Cain as her prey, Death chooses 
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Abel. The former sends one of her snakes to twine round 
Gain’s heart. The evil spirits depart, and Cain awakes 
before it is light, having been disturbed by evil dreams. 
He complains to himself of having the hardest work to 
do, and of Abel being their parents* favorite. He expe- 
riences strange, novel sensations, and finally determines 
to go forth into the world, away from home, accompanied 
only by his pickaxe. Lucifer and Envy, who have been 
hovering near, appear, and Lucifer orders the latter to 
follow Cain, and hides himself in a cloud. The parents 
then awake, and find that Cain has departed, without 
their usual blessing. They rouse Abel, who reoounts to 
them a dreadful dream which he has just had. live 
points out a strange black cloud in their cottage, re- 
sembling, she says, one which she saw on the day of her 
temptation. Abel then departs to find his brother, the 
cloud disappears, and Adam and Eve describe to each 
other their apprehensions of impending misfortune. Adam 
offers up humble prayers to Heaven, and is answered by 
the Voice of God, and by a chorus of invisible Angels. 
He and Eve then start to look for their two children. 

Abel is seen at the beginning of the fourth Act on an 
open plain, searching for Cain. Lucifer mi sleeps him by 
imitating Cain’s voice, and he hastens on, hopmg at any 
rate to overtake his brother at a great distant river, of 
which they had heard their father speak. Death and 
Envy, in their disguise as mother and daughter, now 
appear in search of their respective preys. Cain enters, 
and, after regretting having run away, is about to return 
to his parents, when he is astonished at seeing two human 
beings approaching him, dressed liko Eve. Envy ad- 
dresses him in mysterious verses, which awaken his 
curiosity, and presently depiots to him the happiness of 
the land where she dwells beyond the great river, and to 
which she invites him. She also artfully irritates him 
against his parents and Abel, accusing the former of 
keeping him in ignorance of the happiness destined for 
him, in order that they may reserve it for Abel instead, 
as only one mortal can enjoy it. To oomplete Cain’s 
enchantment, Envy summons chorases of dancers and 
singers to appear, who enthral him with their melodies 
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and dances, and disappear as instantaneously as* they 
arrived. Envy touches Cain’s hand and also disappears 
with her mother. Cain, in wild excitemont, is just 
rushing off to reach the promised happy land before Abel, 
when the latter appears, in his search for Cain, also 
hastening towards the river. Cain turns against him 
wrathfully with his pickaxe, and Abel flies. 

Cain has overtaken Abel at the fifth Act, and drags him 
back, overwhelming him with reproaches, the meaning of 
which Abel cannot undorstand. At one moment Cain’s 
better feolings get the upper hand, and he listens to Abel’s 
entreaties for mercy. Finally the evil spirit’s influenco 
prevails, and ho strikes down his brother with his axe. 
No sooner has he done so, than he repents and flies. Adam 
enters and hears Abel’s dying story. Just as he expires, 
Eve appears. Adam endeavors to prevent her from 
seeing the dead body, but she soon discovers the truth. 
They lament together, and Adam curses Cain. The Voice 
of God is heard, telling them to dry up their tears, and 
turn all their thoughts to Heaven. 

In a Jong Preface to this remarkable tragedy, dated 
25th Apfcl, 1790, Alfieri gives a curious account of the 
reasons which induced him to call it by the strange name 
of “ Tramelogedy,” indicating his little appreciation of 
Classical Etymology. He says that Abet is neither a 
tragedy, a comedy, a drama, a tragi-comedy, nor a Greek 
tragedy, which last would, he thinks, be correctly de- 
scribed as melo-tragedy. “ Opera-tragedy ” would, in his 
opinion, be a fitting name for it, but he prefers interpo- 
lating the word 44 melo ” into the middle of the word^ 
44 tragedy,” so as not to spoil the ending, although by so 
doing he has cut in two (as he acknowledges) the root of 
the word — rpayos. 

The original title of this play was Cain , a musical 
Tragedy . But Alfieri was extremely proud of his newly- 
invented word, and hoped that he was introducing in this 
and other similar dramas once contemplated by him, a 
style of writing destined to effect a revolution in 
Italian art, Opera in itself tending to enervate and degrade 



the mind, whilst Tragedy elevates, enlarges, and confirms 
it. “ Maji, then, tramClogedy prepare, in part, this neces- 
sary and precious change, by which the Italians, mounting 
from their most effeminate Opera to virile Tragedy, may at 
the same time raise themselves from the nullity of their 
politics to the dignity of a real Nation.” 

Sismondi thinks that the allegory of Abel is fatiguing 
on the stage, and that the versification of Alfieri does not 
possess the loftiness and fascination requisite to adapt it 
to music. Few readers, however, will deny the interest of 
the work. 
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A TRAMELOGEDY < 


DRAMATI9 PERSONS 

PHANTA8TIC PERSONAGES. TRAGIC PERSONAGES. 

Adah. 

Eve. 

Cain. 
Abel. 


N.B. The rhantastic Personages, allvf whose 
verses are lyrical and in rhyme, always alng 
them as recitatives or airs. 

The Tragic Personages recite In blank verse 
and give their lyrics in recitative. 

Scene. — Different in nearly every Act . 

ACT I. 

Scene I. 

Kingdom of Lucifer . 

LUCIFER, SIN. 

Sin . Great monarch of the realms of pain, 

The dark abyss I enter once again, 

After a sojourn of full many a day 

Upon that earth where man is now residing, 

Scorning our sway, 

Ana all the powers of hell deriding, 

Lucif Dear son, thou knowest well that no excuse 
In this eternal exile is of use. * 


The Voice op God. 

Lucifer. 

Beelzebub. 

Mammon. 

Ashtaroth. 

Sin. 

Envy. 

Death. 

Chorus of Angels . 
Chorus of Demons. 



476 


ABEL. 


[ACT I 

Recount thy deeds, that I may tell 
The story to the gods of Hell. 

Hast thou not carried out my plan ? 

And that vile clay, which in those realms as Man 
Is known, does crime not yet debase it ? 

Does innocence continue still to grace it ? 

Sin. Thither, where now the sun shines bright, 

I vainly, father, wing’d my flight, 

To do thy bidding : but ’tie vain 
At present there to hope to reign. 

Man ridicules the might of Ilell, 

And laughs to scorn thy pow’r as well ; 

And I, in sorrow and disgrace, 

Left Earth, where God denied to me a place ; 

Despairing, I re-enter the dark pit, 

Where everlasting shades of darkness sit. 

Lueif. Perverse one, how didst thou perform thy part ? 
What force didst thou employ, what wiles, what art? 
What threats, what arms were used by thee 
Against the feeble frame 
Of man, for bom of flesh is he, 

And made for sin and shame ? 

Four only tread as yet earth’s face, 

Precursors of the human race. 

Upon the two first parents I 
Brought trouble by my presence easily. 

Two sons besides now breathe, and yet withal 
Thou haBt not pow’r to make them criminal ? . . . 

Sin. They’re all as yet too much in God united. 
Though He, by righteous wrath incited, 

From Eden’s garden Adam banish’d. 

His tender mercy has not vanish’d ; 

His sov’reign hand protects them still, 

Nor leaves them prisoners to their own vain will. 

Beside each man doth a wing’d angel stand, 

Sent by the’ Eternal Maker, in his hand 
Waving and flashing through the air 
A dazzling, naked brand of temper rare : 

And we, the messengers of Hell, pierced thro’ 

4 By the strange might of those transcendent rays, 
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These base slaves of the sovereign will of God, 

Thro* feartdone obedient to His nod, 

And constant foes to us, — who slav’ry love, 

And pleasure in our sorrows prove, — 

They glory in the duty hard 
Of keeping constant watch and guard 
Over that man, himself so small, 

Who for an apple’s glitter once lost all. 

Lucif. Madness ! what hear I? from our seats in 
heaven 

Doth it our victors not suffice to know 
That we by them were forced, and crush’d, and driven 
Down to these mute and gloomy realms bolow? 

And now, to make us feel still more accurst, 

They fain would man deliver, — 

Man whom my cunning taught to reason first, 

And keep him from our wiles for ever ! 

Quick, to tho rescue! Let the trumpet sound, 

The mighty ringing trumpet, all around, 

And gather all my children proud 
In one gigantic darksome crowd ! 

Ha, ha ! In this vast tomb each cave and rock 
Resounds already with the awful shock. — 

Tell them the dangers thou hast had to face ; 

Describo man’s dwelling and condition ; 

That we at once may seek the place, 

And man, base man, no more withhold submission. 

Scene II. 

LUCIFER, SIN, CHORUS OF DEMONS. 

Chorus , 

To council, to council betake ye, 

Ye terrible warriors of might ! 

From your lethargy, quick, quick, awake ye, 

Ye angels of night ! 

Come, and the mighty voice obey 
Of your all-yow’rful king, 

Wluch, echoing, * 

Hath gather’d all this wondrous crowd to-day I 
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A voice . 

* 

Te, who are grov’lling in the lake of blood, 
And find in it your food ; 

Ye, who in pitch are doom’d to lie, 

In brimstone boiling fearfully ; 

And ye, whose doom is to dwell 
’Midst the barking and howling 
And roaring and growling 
Of all the fierce monsters of hell ~ 


Chorus. 

Como, and the mighty voice obey 
Of your all-pow’rful king, 

■ "Which, echoing, 

Hath gather’d all this wondrous crowd to-day ! 

Another voice. 

See where tremendous Ashtaroth appears! 
High above all his giant form he rears ; 
Beneath his feet the palace quakes, 

Still darker our dark night he makes . 1 


Chorus. 

To council, to oouncil betake ye, 

Ye terrible warriors of might ! 

Another voice. 

Why does a sudden silence fall 
On those who in front have gone ? 
They reverently, one and all. 

Make way for one walking alone ! 
Beelzebub I see, our second king, 

A r fiery weapon brandishing. 


Chorus. 

From your lethargy, quiok, quick, awake ye, 

Ye angels of night ! 

*" This embodiment of Ashtaroth as a male spirit b not in accordance 
with our English ideas. . See Parodist Lost, Book I., lino 432, Ac. 
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Another voice . 

But, who draws nigh, all cover’d with gold 
And gems so splendid, 

By so many attended ? 

Hail, Mammon, so niggard with treasures untold ! 
Soon frail mortals before thee 
Will fall, and adore thee, 

And thine unerring bow 
Will lay them low. 

Chorus. 

Come, and the mighty voice obey 
Of your all'pow’rful king, 

Which, echoing, 

Hath gather’d all this wondrous crowd to-day ! 
Anollier voice. 

So vast the throng, this regal hall 
Sufficeth npt to h<5d them all : 

But see how Lucifer his sceptre lifteth, 

And backward ev’ry wall around him shifteth ! 1 
The signal ceaseth ; and the circle stands 
Obedient to our king’s commands. 

' Chorus. 

Now the great council is collected ; 

Eager to know the cause, 

They all with rev’rence pause. 

Their eyes on Lucifer directed. 

^ Author's Note:— M This idea is taken from Milton. An ingenious 
machinist may amuse himself by carrying it out : as may a skilful com- 
poser, by imitating with musical sounds the slow retrogression of the 
scenes.** 
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Scene III. 

« 

LUCIFER, ASHTAROTH, RKELZEBUB, MAMMON, SIN, SILENT 
DEMONS, CHORUS. 

Lucifer . 

Yo gods of Hell, give ear to what I say, 

Whilst briefly making weighty matters known ; 
Things in my heart conceal’d for many a day, 
Leaving mo sad on my Tartarean throne. 

I'll tell not how we, brave, became the prey, 

And Heav’n for cowards was reserved alone : 

1*11 now unveil the acts, more cruel still, 

Of the unjust divino Creator’s will. 

Thai biped animal, first made on earth 
Of wretched clay, and lord of it to be 
Destined forsooth e’en from his very birth ; 

(Though the Creator, as it seems to mo 
Already dooms His work of little worth) 

This animal, to our indignity, 

Not only now on earth finds happiness,^ 

But into Heav’n e’en hopes to gain access. 

And God consents ; and this proud aspiration 
For doing good sufficeth as his spur 
Whilst nought but dread of taking up his station 
In our lost ranks, forbiddeth him to err. 

To tear him from this hateful elevation 
Is needful ; we must change his character. 

To hold th| lowest place in hell would be 
Small punishment for his perversity. 

There leaving this my .first and beet loved son . 

To show my might, when my great enterprise, 
In giving my advice to Eve, was done, 

And I had doff’d my scaly snake’s disguise, 

He plied each art erf ours, omitting none, — 

But all my pow’r a greater pow’r defies : 

* Man pure remains, behind the ceaseless guard 
Of the celestial angels, keeping ward. 
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And that ye all with greater certainty 

This vile worm's scorn for us may hear narrated ; 
That Hell no longer may defrauded be 

Of that fair prey, for whioh she long has waited, 
List, while he tells you of man's state, how he 
With inward heav’nly bliss is penetrated. 

That we may plan how to uproot his joy, 

Him to his natural pain and crime decoy. 

Sin. 

Too true, alas ! And I will now recite 

In mournful tones, whilst gloomily ye hear, 

How all his life is spent in pure delight : 

Eve wakes as soon as morning’s rays appear, 

And from the cool leaves bids him also rise, 

Her aid in ov’ry task, and solace dear. 

With minds at peace, and rested limbs, their eyes 
They turn together fow’rd the eastern sky ; 

And to that God, who all their wants supplies. 
Adoring homage pay with ecstasy : 

And neither (hear in this God’s wondrous grace !) 

Feels aught of that which is crime’s penalty, 
Bemorse, which makes its wounds bleed on apace : 

They a full pardon for their faults now share ; 
And then, with a sereno and placid face, 

For heard, as pure, hath been their ev’ry prayer, 
Their sons together to awake they haste ; 

One single couch contains the brother-pair. 

Abel and Cain, their arms together laced 
In loving fashion, sleep in gentle rest. 

Which hath the labors of the day effaced. 

They too, as soon as risen, have address’d 
Accepted supplications to the Lord ; 

Then to their work return, and do their best 
To furnish all things for their father’s board. 

Choms. 

0 sight full of madness ! 

The sweat of the brow 

On whioh these vile ones trade, 

And seek not to evade, 

£ i 
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To them presents no terror now, 

Nor fills their hearts with sadness*? 

Sin . 

The youthful Ahel from his sheep-folds leads 
His flocks (so white, that he can in them see 
Mirror’d his face), and guides to pleasant meads. 

But elder Cain his strength turns willingly 
To greater hardships and to labors rudo ; 

The earth he breaks, that the good seed may be 
There hid, and then bring forth a harvest good : 

The pair, with friendly emulation fill’d, 

Give to their parents tho pure milk and food. 

Each helps the other : whilst the hues that gild 
His brother’s harvest Abel deems most fair : 

Cain loves the flocks more than tllo land he’s till’d. 
Meanwhile thoir mother, with industrious caro 
That all bo clad, doth weave the wool so white, 

Since innocence’s garb no more they wear. 

In pruning fruit trees Adam takes delight, 

And grafting them ; the moss ho beautifies, 

That clothes tho base nooks where they pass the night. 
And yet, although in this degrading wise 

They spend the livelong day, they ne’er give vent 
To sorrow, nor their frugal meal despise ; 

But offer thanks to God, and are content. 

Chorus. 

Vile fetid worm ! 

On the sweat of thy brow 
Peed thou ! feed thou ! 

And thus, if thou oanst, efface 
Thy shame and disgrace ! 

A voice . 

A life so changed 
From thy life of yore, 

Canst thou hear it, light-hearted? 

Dost thou sorrow not sore 
For thy bliss now departed? 
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Chorus, 

Struck down to earth, abased, 

From that smiling Eden chased 
For which thou wert in evil hour created, 

Dost groan not ? Canst thou raise 
Tby face to God, and praiso 
Him who reduced thee to a state so hated ? 

Sin . 

1 tried to gain access ou ev’ry sido : 

Between the parents and the children first, 

The consorts next ; the brothers then I tried, 

Whoso youthful breasts in reas’ning were not versed ; 
But everywhere the Angel’s sword of fire 
My pow’r defied, and bid me do my worst : 

So that, as I no influence could acquire 
Over such hearts, a witness stood 1 there 
Of their great joy, inflamed with fruitless ire. 

Darts steep’d in flames of wrath, of temper rare, 

I shot at Adam’s heart ; that he might load 
Eve with abusive accents of despair, 

As being her to whom his fall ho owed. 

In vain my darts : the Angel pity shed, 

His heart with pardon straightway overflow’d. 

Then, in the woman’s breast I purposed 
Deep wounds to plant, and turn to hate tho shame* 

Of her own fault ; Eve forthwith was misled ; 

When, lo ! the Angel to her succor came, 

Dispersed the hate, and made her onco more prize 
That virtue which was Adam’s constant aim. 

In short, I mingled, in a thousand wise, 

* Tho bitter cup of discord, but in vain : 

A mighty Pow’r a remedy supplies, 

Reviving ev’ry spark of love again. 

Chorus . 

Hell may indeed once more 
By Heav’n defeated be ; 

But how ’gainst man must wo 
Conduct a puny war, ^ 

2 i 2 
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And be assured of victory ? 

Easy his overthrow, 

Since man was made for Hell ; 

Not long shall our base foe 
Agaiust our pow’r rebel. 

Too great would be our infamy. 

Beelzebub . 

0 mighty Monarch of the darksome Pit, 

Since thou to Council call’st each minister, 

The naked truth thou doubtless wilt prefer ; 

So I without reserve my thoughts submit. 

After that into serious error thou 
Hadst dragg’d weak woman ’neath the serpent’s guise. 
For thee so soon to leave her was not wise ; 

This the complaint doth prove, we’re hearing now. 

He conquers who endures. If thou didst deem 
None of us worthy there to take thy place, 

Thy duty *twas less quickly to retrace 
Thy footsteps : thus to me the case doth seeni. 

But, who was left by thee to wage the fight, 

And drag man onward to successive faults ? 

Sin only ; all unfit for such assaults, 

When he was not supported by our might. 

’Tis true he is thy child by Pride, and so 
The germs of all things evil doth contain : 

But for that very reason strives in vain 
To make man’s faults to full perfection^ow. 

Legions of demons, for the enterprise & 

All arm’d, thou shonldst have sent, his heart to storm ; 
Or some great Plague, disguised in other form, 

To charm him with deceitful melodies. 

Chorus. 

Full wise is the discourse 
Beelzebub hath spoken ; 

By either fraud or force 
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Bo man’s resistance broken ! 

• Full wise is the discourse 
Beelzebub hath spoken. 

Mammon . 

But why to victory, — 0 gracious Father, 

Thy squadrons send, if like results for thee 
Labours less hard — suffice to gather? 

A livid gem for ever — belongs to Hell, 

At sight of which each one of us doth shiver ; 

Th’ eternal breath — of Envy foil. 

Let then that dreadful one, — who hurl’d us erst 
From Heav’n to flames undying, bear anon 
To mortal man — her frost accurst. 

She, with her placid face, — and lying smile, 
Will make his heart all rotten to the base ; 

Will make his mind — and breast most vile. 


Chorus. 

Come forth, thou Envy pallid. 
From out thy dwelling squalid ! 
And Heav’n defying, hasten thou 
To earth above, and darken now 
The daylight fair. 

A voice . 

And with thee also take 
Each clammy hideous snake, 
Whose fearful hisses wake 
The trembling air. 

Around thy forehead twine them, 
And in thy breast enshrine them, 
And round thy vest combine them 
In order rare. 


Chorus . 

Come forth, thou Envy pallid, 
From out thy dwelling squalid l 
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Another mice. 

With lurid torch leading, 
Thy footsteps preceding, 
Bo Discord there ! 
Thy thirst to slake, 

Gall and blood to take, 
Let hor beware ! 


Chorus. 

Yes, ITeav’n defying, hasten thou 
To oarth above, and darken now 
The daylight fair. 


Another voice. 

Behold, her frozen breath, around her dealing death, 
Shows her to come from her dark home, 

And here ropair. 

Lo, now she draweth nigh, and ’twixt her teeth on high, 
A dying serpent holds, in writhing tortuous folds, 

Her dainty fare. 1 


Ashtaroth. 

Yes, she at whoso mere advent I now see 
The Council all struck dumb, and trembling look ; 
She ’tis who up to Earth should order’d be : 

For, if I rightly read the Future’s book, 

She’ll never leave the side of man again, 

No other palm be anxious to obtain. 

She can do more alone than all our legions 
By thousands gather’d, clad in armor fell : 

By sending her from these Tartarean regions 
To act on Earth as bully base for Hell, 

A twofold gain to Hades will ensue, 

And all man’s hopes will bo defeated too. 

f U&ivcrsal silence. Envy slowly advances, whilst all the Personages 
' and the Chorus hold their peace. 
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But the -deaf second daughter of our king 
Should to her sister added be, pale Death ; 

To man alone her claws will terror bring, 

Down here in Hell she only wastes her breath : 
On Earth alone should be her feeding place, 

She ne’er should slacken in her onward race. . 

Behind the steps of Envy let her go, 

" And with pale, skinny, crooked fingers seize 
And torture man,, who never saw this foe. 

Then Earth shall many harvests reap like these ; 
With human blood she never will bo cloy'd, 

Till from the very root is she destroy’d. 

Chans. 

Death, Death, to open the portal 
Of sorrowful Hell, 

To Earth proceed, find that vain mortal, 

That haughty worm, torment thou well ! 

His coming fate he little doth heed. 

Go now, O Death, — to Earth proceed ! 

Death . 

Who calls mo so ? 

Where am I, where ? 

Where shall I go ? 

What sounds fill the air ? 

What task is decreed ? 

On what 6hall I feed ? 


Chorus . 

Death, Death, to open the portal 
Of sorrowful Hell, 

Go now, 0 Death, — to Earth proceed ! 

Death . 

Be it so ! 

With hour-glass and scythe, 

And Hydras that writhe, 

To Earth I go. — 1 
What sounds fill the air? 

1 A general shout is here raised, interrupting the chaftt of Death. 
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Lucifer. 

My daughter, that wild noise which seems to thee 
So stunning, is my people’s loud up-roar ; 

My will with their opinion doth agree, 

Which is to loose thee from thy native shore. 

Go then to Earth ; let man ne’er pardon’d be 
By thee : but the less guilty evermore 

Should be thy prey ; Envy shall point them out, 

Her constant presence shall remove all doubt. 

Tour innate squalor ye must both disguise, 

And cover with an aspect false and fair : 

Thou with, the snakes, in youthful lively wise 
Must feign to be a maid of beauty rare : 

Thou with the scythe, beneath a matron’s guise 
Thy naked bones and foul face hiding there ; 

Mother and daughter seeming to the view. 

I, with my son, will shortly follow you. — 

Yes, gods of Hell, I am preparing now 
To go to Earth, my doar son by my side. 

That I’m a monarch frank, must all allow ; 

By none be my authority defied : 

I might have sent great talkers, I avow, 

But who, in doing, would take little pride. 

I go, I conquer, I return ; soon after, 

The ill-behaved shall find small cause for laughter 

Chorus . 

Long life, long life to our King 1 
In him are eenso and courage blended ; 

His people’s good he hath ever intended. 

Long life, Tong life to our King ! 

A voice . 

Ye warriors and ye leaders, 

Ye swarthy cherubim, 

To Hell’s hot gate, in solemn state, 

Up, follow him I 

Him the magnanimous 
Monarch of Hell ! 
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Chorus. 

• Long live the magnanimous 
Monarch of Hell I 


ACT II. 

Scene I. 

Adam’ 8 Cottage. 

ADAM, EVE. 

Eve. The sun already nears the western hills. 

And yet our two beloved sons have not 
Homeward return’d : what can it mean? 

Adam. B My sweet 

And dearly cherish’d wife'and sister too, 

Let it not trouble thee ! Later than this 
We oftentimes before have seen them come. 

Thou knowcst that our flock each day becomes. 

Thanks to the loving-kindness of our God, 

More numerous ; so that our youthful Abel 
No longer finds that he has strength enough 
To keep them in ; it often is Cain’s wont 
To leave behind his mattock in the field 
Where,, he was working, helping him to oatch 
His over-daring lambs. Perchance to-day 
Has this occurr’d, and they have not return’d. 

Eve. Tis that which makes me sad. So feeble is 
The constitution of our darling Abel, 

That I am ever dreading the great strain 
That he each day exerts upon himself. 

Adam . What then ? Our God ’twas gave him, and our 
God 

Will keep him too* Was not our Cain as feeble 
Through all his earlier years ? Yet he alone, 

Without a brother to assist him then, 

Tended the flocks. 

Eve. ’Tis true; but in those days 

Our flock was not so large as it is now. 
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Adam . To sum up all, since ’tis His sov’reign will 
That over all the world our race should spread, * 

We, by anticipation, must ensure 
With thoughtful care a due supply for all. 

Eve. Unhappy I ! Why thus remind me, Adam, 
That I’m the cause of the laborious, hard, 

Long toil thy sons and grandsons must endure 
For their subsistence ? Never do I place 
Inside my mouth the food for us produced 
By the hard labor of our Cain, but I 
Break into tears and anger with myself. 

Adam. Part of myself, than self to me more dear, 
Thou knowest that I feel no griefs but thine. 

I pray thee, by our love, to give no place 
Inside thy bosom to this bitter poison. 

God has done naught in vain. If this took place, 

It ought to happen thus. Our jpresent being 
Gives me no sorrow. Idleness and pleasure, 

In our delightful earthly Paradise, 

Assail’d us far too much. The lofty hope 
There to return hereafter ; and the hope 
Of earning by our works a Paradise, 

Which in our ears the voice of God in thunder 
Once sounded forth ; yes, this shall he a spur 
To praise Him, and a spur to doing good. 

Eve. What Bweetness, Adam, find I in thy words ! 
What truth 1 Thy voice, with kindly ray, clears up 
And silences each tempest in my heart. 

Though many a cloud presents itself, to shed 
Its darkness o’er my mind, one look of thine, 

In which the purity of harmless joy 

And love is sparkling, drives away each pain. 

If thou didst know with how much pleasure I 
For thee and for our children labor . * . 

Adam. Yes, 

Sweet Eve, far more than thou dost think, I notice 
Thy constant efforts, That white milk they bring us 
Each day to place upon our frugal board, 

Is far less white than is thy tender heart. 

I ever ask a daughter from the Lord, 

Resembling thee, that other daughters may 
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Be bom to make our far descendants happy, 

As thou Jiast made me happy. 

Eve . This I covet, 

More than thyself : companion of my sox, 

Daughter in years, a sister in her love, 

Shell be to me, I trust : I also pray 
That her mild disposition may resemble 
My Abel’s sweet and gentle character. 

Adam. Mother of AIkjI rather than of Cain 
Thou always show’st thyself : now, why is this? 

Eve . ’Twas Abel that I last bore in my arms ; 
Therefore in me more tenderness he wakes : 

But not more love. Tis true that, were I not 
Mother of both, in Abel there’s a something 
More innocent and docile, which appeals 
More to my heart, than the rough masculine 
Harsh look of Cain. But, say : does it not seem 
To thee that on Cain’s forehead is impress’d, 
Extending from one eyebrow to the othor, 

A certain dark inexplicable mark, 

Kesembling, as it we're, a cloud of blood ? 

Adam. I have a father’s eyes : in both, I see 
A son : do thou observe them in like manner. 

We can to good direct them, with a living 
Pattern of virtue. Cain is never slow 
In acting well : meanwhile his father watches 
O’er him unceasingly. He has arrived 
At boiling years, when, like a Taging lion, 

The untamed spirit roars. Full well do I 
Bcmember in myself the restless flame, 

Which at that ago pervaded ev’ry vein : 

J3ut then was held above my head the hand 
Of a far diffrent Father, the Creator : 

My will’s his curb ; ’twas then the’ Almighty’s will. 
As far as my weak strength allows, I’ll do 
All that I can to draw him on to right. 

Meanwhile do thou, as was thy wont, divide 
Between them thy embraces and thy precepts, 

As if they were .but one.— But here they come. 
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Scene II. c 

CAIN, ABEL, ADAM, EVE. 

Eve . Wherefore have ye, my sons, delay’d so long ? 
Why have ye kept us in this state of anguish ? 

Abel. Dear mother, pardon us ; the cause of this 
Am I. 

Cain . Thou see’st that on my neck I hear 
This little lamb. 

Abel. It is my favorite. 

’Tis always flying : *tis too quick : to-day 
It got involved in such a steep descent, 

That down the cliff it went, and down and down . . . 

Cain. So that ’twas only with great pain and risk 
That one could scramble down to bring it back. 

Abel. ’Twas thou didst go ; I did not dare. 

Cain. ’Tis safe. 

Abel. But on this shoulder it is sorely wounded ; 
Poor little thing 1 and how it moans ! 

Cain. * Thou’rt worse 

Than it : cheer up, and do not grieve, dear Abel ! 

I’ll make for it a plaster warm, composed 
Of herbs and milk ; ’twill soon be well again. 

And then I’ll weave for thee a little string 
Of osier twigs, that thou mayst hold it in. 

It is too saucy : thus thou’lt always have it 
Under thine eyes, and with thy favorite 
Thou’lt better guard thy other sheep. 

Adam. My sons, 

Ye make me happy : for to hear those pure 
Fraternal accents spreads a joy immense 
In my paternal heart. 0 thou, who takest 
Such tender care of thy dear younger brother, 

Blessed be thou ! Such care of thee did I 
Take in the days when thou too wert a child. 

Abel, thy brother in the fields and woods 
Thy second father is. 

I Abel. I deem him such, « 

And Well he knows it. Father, if thou knewest 
How much fatigue he undertakes for me', 
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And for this wanton flock ! It grieves my heart 
To be oompell’d so often to disturb him. 

Cain. Bo silent ! What are we, but only one? 

Thou wilt grow up : thy chin will darker be, 

Thy arm get stronger ; thou wilt then be able 
In my hard work to help me ; and besides 
We shall have other brethren ( this we hope, 

As father oft has told us), who will tend 
The flocks. 

Eve . Now, Adam, is our ov’ning meal 

All ready for us. Come, my darling sons, 

Quick, come ! your places take ; let us sit down, 

As soon as in the name of God your father 
Has bless’d the food that Ho hath given us. 

Adam} 

0 kind celestial Father, who 

Dost see us, though unseen, wo pray 
That Thou wilt us with favor view, 

And bless our happy meal to-day. 

The sun, when first he rises, 

When half his race is run, 

And when the dark’ning mountains 
Proclaim the setting sun, 

He ever prays and worships Thee, 

Without whom he would nothing be. 

All Four . 

0 kind celestial Father, who 

Dost see us, though unseen, we pray 
That Thou wilt us with favor view, 

And bless our happy meal to-day. 

Adam . Now sit we down and eat ; for each of us 
Has earn’d his food by having done his work. 

Yo young ones certainly must famish’d be, 

And more than weary. Therefore, good my wife, 

Let them be served the first. 

1 Adam, like a tragic actor and not a singer, should recite these verses* 
with a more pompous intonation than the others, and in musical tones, 
without however singing. 
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Eve . To-day I’ve made, 

My dearest sons, a little circular * 

Cako out of flour and milk, on tlie live coals 
Baked hard : here is a pioce of it : I hope 
That ye will like it ; taste it ; it will make you 
Quite strong again. 

Abel Delicious ! 0 dear mother, 

How sweet and good it is ! what is it call'd ? 

I know it not : thou never told’st us of it. 

Cain. Here, brother ! thou must eat this other piece. 
Eve. No, no ; that is not fair : for thou dost labor 
Far more than he ; thou ouglit’st to have the most. 

Cain. In giving it to him, 1 take more pleasure 
Than eating it myself. 

Abel Thou art too kind. 

Mother, shall I accept or not? he gives it; 

’ Tis so delicious, so . . . 

Adam. Let Abel have it : 

I in exchange will give to thee, my son, 

This pear : 'tis one of those that 1 myself 
Havo grafted : take it ! what a beauty 'tis ! 

'Tis almost large enough to fill both hands : 

For love of me now eat it. 

Cain. 0 what grateful, 

What precious juice ! but I must give to Abel 
This little quarter of it. 

Eve. 0, young glutton ! 

Just see him ! always takes ho ev'rything. 

Abel I ? I obey him always like a father. 

Eve. How charming art thou ! 

Adam . Blessed bo yo both ! 

Yo are our eyes; some day ye will become 
Our faithful props when we attain old age. 

Abel What kind of thing is this old age of yours, 
Of whioh I hear you speak so frequently ? 

Adam . My son, it is the very opposito 
Of that which thou art now. As, day by day, 

A something constantly is added on 
JSnio thy strength, thy beauty, and thy stature, 
tllito thy intellect and understanding ; 

So, day by day, a something of all these 
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Is constantly decreasing and destroy’d 
In us, thy parents. 

Abel. But, how happens this ? 

Ye, who are both so kind, and who both love us 
So much, ye surely ought to go on growing 
In ev’ry thing, still more than we do. 

Adam. Abel, 

Hast thou e’er seen, when first the morning dawn’d, 

And wheu thou from our cottage wontest forth, 

Hast, thou o’er seen the rose, impregnated 
With the nocturnal strength-restoring dew, 

Stand swelling and awaiting the sun’s rays, 

Its leaves to open with their kindly power ? 

Abel 0 yes ! full often have 1 seen it ; oft, too, 

Have I observed, when coming home at eve. 

That it was scorch’d and half burnt up, and drooping ; 
And on the following day,. scarce half remain'd ; 

And the third day, ’twas gone. 

Adam . Thou, then, hast seen. 

My son, that which will, after a few years, 

To my life happen, and to that as well 
Of thy dear mother. . . 

Abel. TIcav’ns l the day will come, 

When I shall seek for you, and nowhere find 
Either of my beloved parents then ? 

Adam. He forces mo to weep, alas ! with this 
His innocent discourse. What shall wo do, 

My Eve, what shall wo do? 

Cain. Why weepcst thou, 

Father boloved ? 

Abel. * My mother too (0 God !), 

Qonceals her face and weeps. Have 1 perchance 
Displeased you with my speech? 0 pardon me, 

And I will ask no more vexatious questions. 

Adam (aside). I grieve not for myself ; I worse de- 
H sorved : 

These guiltless ones bewail I. Ah, how vast 
The happiness of which my fault deprived them ! — 

Cain. Let us be silent, Abel. See, our father 
Talks to himself in grave and pensive wise. 

Adam. My sons, the night draws on ; go to your rest : 



496 


ABEL. 


[ACT III. 


Your father blesses you : in God rejoicing, 

Sleep ye : and with the morning’s earliest rays ; 
Prom your fraternal couch will I arouse you. 

Now calmly sleep, in the profound repose 
Of happy innocence. 

Abel . Let’s go ; already 

I can no more, from very weariness. 

Cain, Let’s go ; but, mother, thou must bless us first. 
Eve, At the same time, dear sons, embrace I you. 1 

Scene III. 

ADAM, EVE, 

Adam, Eve, tell me if thou ever saidst a word 
To our dear sons of my lost happiness ? 

Eve, I never did : thou bad’st me not : I spoke not. 
Adam . And I, incautiously, by grief o’ercome, 
Well-nigh betray’d myself just now. Ah, never 
Let them the story learn ! I much should fear 
That they would therefore love us less. Now, come ; 
Let us retire to rest. — Almighty Father, 

Over us may Thy watchful eye keep guard ! 


ACT III. 

Scene I. 

Night, Adam's Cottage, ^ 

LUCIFER, SIN, ENVY, DEATH, DEMONS; ABEL and CAIN sleep- 

ing; adam and eve sleeping, 

Lucif. But those Celestial Angels, where are they, 
Always so ready us to drive away ? 

Sin, They at thy coming maybe were surprised, t 
And turn’d their backs . . . 

Lucif. If so, thoy’re well advised. 

* The sons retire to their coach, opposite to that occupied by Ere and 
Adam, after the last words of the Act. 
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But quick, before fresh armfcd bands arrive, 

Fresh succor bearing, 

To place a harsh bit on our daring, 

Our work to finish let us strive. 

Chorus of Demons. 

Death, Envy, all man’s bliss and joy 
. Poison, eradicate, destroy ! 

All happy mem’ries of the past dissever. 
And in the future, may he weep for ever ! 

Chorus of Lucifer , Sin, Envy, and Death . 

Poison, eradicate, destroy 
Man’s ev’ry joy ! 

Chorus of Demons. 

Now have arrived the pow’rs of Hell, 
The stubborn ones to punish well. 
Poison, eradicate, destroy 
Man’s ev’ry joy ! 

Lucif 

And tremble not. 


All 

And tremble not. 

Man’s ev’ry joy 
Now fearlessly destroy ! 

Envy . 

This one shall be my prey, 

Now sleeping on his back : 

His face is mark’d with passions black. 
Quick, quick, good snake, away ! 

And round his inmost heart entwine, 

And gnaw it into atoms fine. 

Death. 

And I prefer this other, 

Lying beside his brother. 

•2 K 


VOL. II. 
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His youthful figure does me good : 

I’ll bless him now. 

Sleep thou ! Sleep thou ! 

To-morrow I will drain thy blood. 

Yes, youth ! I will begin on thee 
My living, which no life will be. 

How will that other couple sleeping there 
Be fill’d with blank despair l 

Lucif. 

Already doth thy subtle livid snake 

Crawl over Cain ; his inmost heart is bitten 
By its dread chill. And thou dost certain make 
The fast approaching doom of Abel : 

Upon his face I see it written ; 

He cannot ’scape thy scythe inexorable. 

Daughters, ye well have done your enterprise : 

That which remains, but little is, I wot. 

Now seen, and now unseen ; now in disguise. 

Now in our proper shapes ; in ev’ry spot, 

Afar off now, now near at hand again, 

We must observe the pair, 

And take good care 

That both the bitter chalice fully drain. 

'Now let us go : approaching is the day : 

Let then their sleep depart, and light appear. 
Before these mortals 1 ^ eyes again give way 
To the approach of idle slumber here, 

They with excessive tears consumed shall be. 
Now let us go ; around that threshold w 7 e 
Full arm’d will hover, and observe our prey. 

Scene II . 1 

Cain, and the others , sleeping. 

Cain . What’s this ? what’s this ? . . . Am I awake ? . . . 
How is it 

That sleep, before the morning's dawn has come, 

1 All the Demons have disappeared. Cain awakes, and jumps up from 
feifl couch. 
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Abandons me ? it still is night. That sleep, 

Have I perchance, with all my daily sweat, 

Not earn’d it properly ? . . . Behold, these others 
Meanwhile sleep peacefully. What will they do. 
What will they do, when they awake and rise 
From their effem’nato couch ? Cain here, Cain there, 
Tis always Cain, Cain, Cain : and then the dear one, 
The apple of our parents’ eyes, is Abel. 

In vain I seek to hide this from myself. 

But I too plainly see it. Why stay longer 
With those who are such foes to thee ? — 0 Heavens ! 
My brother, mother, father, foes to me ? . . . 

Am I awake ? What did I say ? . . . What chill, 
Unfelt before, my bosom now assails ? 

And in the middle of the chill, why burn I 
With sudden wrath ? What did I say ? . . . I said : 

I wish to leavo this nest qf thankless ones 
For ever. Yes, ’twill oasy be for me, 

With this strong arm, both food and quietness 
To conquer for myself. Ah, too unequal 
The bargain was between us : with my sweat 
I can at least regain my liberty. 

Como, then, hard pickaxe ! do thou come with me. 

As my companion ; wild boasts fear I not, 

When arm’d with thee : 0 pickaxo, thou to me 
Shalt be both arms, and riches, and my sole 
PatenMtl heritage. I cannot stay : 

A hand invisible now drags me forth 
All forcibly. I go then. Nevermoro 
Can I behold those others, all immersed 
So placidly in sleep by them usurp’d. 

^et me no moro behold them ; no, no more ! 

Scene III. 

lucifer and envy reappear. 

Lucif, 

Quick, follow him ! The fury wild 

Which ought to gnaw his heart, is absent yet ; 
Quick, follow him, my child ! 

Seize him, and make thy work complete! 

!k2 
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Envy . 

Out of my sight ho shall not pass : f - 

Meanwhile for us the snake is working, 

And, in his bosom lurking, 

Destroys, in one promiscuous mass, 

His eyes, soul, senses, mind and heart. 

Lucif. 

If so, to keep a watch on him thou art 
Enough : my duty it shall be 
To watch these other ones apart, 

While a black cloud doth cover me. 

Scene IV. 

ADAM, EVE, ADEL; LUCJTER in a cloud . 

Adam. 1 Up, up, my sons I My darling sons, enough 
Yo now have slumber’d ; and the time has come 
To render thanks, and praises sing to God, 

Before ye go to work again . . . What see I ? 

Has Cain gone out already? he more prompt 
Than is his father? Have I then delay’d 
Later than usual ? no : a doubtful ray 
Is only just beginning to make war 
On the black air. — Where art thou, then, my Cain ? 
Where art thou, Cain ? — His pickaxe, too, I see not 
In its accustom’d place ! has he then gone * 

To work already? without Abel too? 

Before I have embraced him, and have bless’d him ? 

It seems to me, and iB, impossible . . . 

Eve, come thou ; and assist me in my search 
For Cain. 

Eve. What is’t ? is he not lying still 

ByAborsside? 

Adam. No ; and although I’ve call’d him 

In all directions loudly sev’ral times, 

He answers not. 

Eve. Alas ! this frightens me. 

^Without his brother, he is never wont 

1 Rising from his Couch. 
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To move a step ; still less before the dawn. 

At what time did he leave ? let’s hear if Abel 
Can tell us aught. Awake, my son ! arise ! 

It is full time. 

Abel. 1 0 mother ! thou wilt save mo : 

Thy voice doth snatch me from a wicked monster : • 

Save me, 0 mother, savo me. 

Eve . Why thus speak ? 

What hast thou seen? what fearest thou ? 

Adam . 0 God I 

This dawn appears as the ill messenger 
Of an unlucky day to break. 

Eve. My son, 

Take courage : thou art in thy mothor’s arms. 

What fear’st thou ? panting . . . 

Abel. Mother ! . . . A black cloud 

Is only now removing from mine eyes, 

And that but slowly . . . Now I find at length 
A little breath. 

Adam. From whence can have arisen 

Such, and so great distress? . . . 

Abel. My dreams, which ever 

Have peaceful been and sweet, throughout this night 
Have been to me the cause of fearful anguish. 

And at the moment when I in my sleep, 

Hearing thy voice, sprang to my feet, just then 
MethoUght that I was standing in the deep 
Cave of the fountain ; whilst I in the waves, 

Limpid and cold, held both my naked arms, 

And let them dangle down, that I might draw 
Out of my veins the sun’s excessive heat, 

Brom out the wateT suddenly a monster 
Sprang up, and tried to seize me. I fell back 
Upon the ground. Then presently I thought 
That I beheld my timid flock in flight, 

As though pursued ; and then I heard the howls 
Of an unknown wild beast that mangled them, 

Mix’d with the groans of my dear tender lambs : 

I call’d on Cain for help with all my might ; 

But he return’d no answer. Then I ran 

1 Springing to his feet, and running to his mother’* arms. 
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To give assistance to my flock, and ran 
Still fastor. But no soonor did the monster 0 
Observe me, than he left the lambs, and leap’d 
With wide-extending jaws upon my back ; 

His eyes appear’d like fire : six times was he 
The size of our great dog ; his teeth met in me. — 

0 God ! what fearful chill I felt ! And lo ! 
Mother, I hear thy voice ; and find myself 
Within thine arms. 

Adam . And didst not thou perceive 

When Cain arose ? 

Abel. Not I. Is ho not lying 

Still on the spot he occupied when we 
Lay down together? 

Eve . Lo, the morning now 

Has dawn’d. Let us bow down before our great 
Father Omnipotent : ’tis He alone 
Who all our ills can cure : and only He 
Can drive away all terror from our breasts. 

Adam. I, too, would fain adore Him, but I feel 
A certain obstacle oppose my prayers, 

And make mo dumb. And yet, God knows if I 
Still trust in Him, in Him alone ! Now, tell me. 
Eve, if thy soul is also lying in 
A state of torpor? or am I alone 
By it assail’d ? 

Eve. 0 look I Behold yon cloud, 

All black, except where bounded by a fringe, 
Which seems to be of blood ! A such-like cloud 

1 saw before, but not so terriblo, 

Upon that day when to assail me came 
That cursed serpent with its foul deceit. 
Unhappy we I alas ! Borne great misfortune 
Hangs over us. 

Abel. Are ye then frighten’d both 

By my late dream ? And are we all. immersed 
In grief, and yet does Cain, abandon us ? 

I fly upon his track. Do ye remain 
And offer prayers to God, that I with, him 
Ufa* here return, and all may, re-united. 

Fulfil our sacred duties. I full soon 
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Will find him, doubtless in the field ; perchance 
E’en now he needs assistance. Maybe he 
Has by. a like black dream been tom away 
From his unquiet couch. 

Adam . Who knows ! ’tis so 

Perchance. In any case, thou well hast spoken, 

My son ; it is not right to let the day 
Commence, till we have all together raised 
Our voice to God. Go, run, and quick return. 

Eve. One instant wait, my son, that I may first 
Embrace thee. Now, then, go, and with thy brother 
Quickly return : and tell him that we all 
By him alone in mortal grief are placed. 

Now, lose no time ! 1 — IIow quickly he has gone ! . . 
It seems as if his light ieet went on wings. 


SCENE V. 

adam, BVE. Afterwards the voice of god. 

Adam. Alas ! wo have done wrong in lotting him, 

Dear child, proceed alone . . . 

Eve. Ah ! yes . . . 

Adam. But why 

Do nothing more than think ? I’ll call him back . . . 

But, he has gone too far. And if I follow’d ? . . . 

0 Heav’ns ! thee must I leave . . . Why am I fill’d 
By such a wild unwonted perturbation ? 

Eve. Lot’s follow him together. 

Adam. What would happen, 

If they return’d here by some other way, 

And found that we had gone? while we in turn 
Oould find no trace of them? Thou see’st that wo 
Should be exposed to double anguish then. 

Let’s trust in God meanwhile ; in short * . * 

Eve. I feci 

Emotions indescribable ; a grief 
Unbounded weighs me down : my tears just now, 

When Abel I embraced, an op’ning forced 

From out mine eyes : it seem’d to me as though , # ^ 

1 On Abel's departure, the cloud behind which Lucifer stood, disappears. 
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I for the last time were embracing him. 

And then his dreadful dream I ... 0 God t if ever, 

By GodVpermission, such a beast . . . How wrong. 

How wrong wert thou in not thyself proceeding 
In search of Cain ! 

Adam. My dearest wife ! now calm 

Thy soul a little : I already feel 
That I am stronger. From my side methinks 
That a mysterious heavy vapor dark 
Has been removed : my heart no longer suffers 
From that unknown accursed stench ; my mind 
No more is clouded o’er. Yes, I did wrong. 

Quite wrong, in sending Abel thus alone : 

’Twas only I that should have gone in search 
Of Cain ; how could I so unthinking be 
At such a time? If I had shouted, Cain 
Had heard me, even though he might have gone 
Beyond the wood. 0 God ! what shall I do? 

Follow? I leave thee; wait for them? perchance 
They’ll not return. Let ub, beloved Eve, 

Bow low before our Maker : blend thy prayers 
With mine in silence ; till from His abode 
His voice sonorous, coming to our aid, 

Instructs us. 

Eve . Yes, before Him let us bow. 

Adam. 1 

Father and Lord, our safety and our light ! 

Thou all dost know, Thou all dost see, 

And nought can e’er oocur against Thy will : 

If therefore false appears to Thee 

The cause which has produced these shades of night, ‘ 
One breath from Thee will ohase away the ill : 

But if, Great Maker, it to Thee seems right 
That by misfortune we should punish’d be, 

Grant, not that we may ’scape it, for each woe 

We merit; but that we may know 
Which of us is in jeopardy. 

1 After a short Instrumental harmony, Adam intones this prayer in 
mttsteal tones. 
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The voice of God. 1 
Adam, arise ! Thy prayers to Mo 
Are not displeasing : but fix’d laws that know 
No change, bid thee to bow to destiny, 

Which rules imperiously all things below . 2 

Chorus of Invisible Angels . 

Adam, a man thou art : 

All things created, destiny doth guide ; 

Thou, too, must bow before it. Trust thy heart 
Eather to God, than to all else beside. 

A voice of the Chorus . 

Fewer the sands beneath the sea, 

Fewer the stars of heav’n will be 

Than they who will from thee derive their birth. 
In countless numbers. with the race 
Of human beings will the face 

Be cover’d of the boundless-stretching earth. 

Another voice . 

But then with man created were 

His good and evil, mighty in their sum. 

But weigh’d by destiny in balance fair. 
Adversity, the whetstone where the gold 
Of virtue will be sharpen’d, and become 
Able to cope with troubles manifold. 

Prosperity, the rock against whose side 
The bark of human wit 
So light, will surely split, 

Steer’d by its wonted pilot, human pride. 

The voice of God? 

Whate’er they be, your destinies recline 
On high resolves eternal. 

Turn, turn to the supernal 
Maker of all things humbly, then, thine eye; 
And, like a son resign’d, ne’er try 
To penetrate, with those weak pow’rs of thine, 

The cause of mysteries divine. — 

1 Preceded by thunder and lightning. 9 Thunder and lightning. 
9 Preceded and followed by thunder and lighting. 
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Adam. Let us adoro and tremble, Evo; and, born 
To weeping, let us weep : nought else remains. ,> 

Now rise Wo ; and God’s lofty will in silence, 

Whate’er it be, await. Too much have we 
God disobey’d upon that first occasion. 

But in the meantime we should not abandon 
Our sons ; ah no ! this neither God commands, 

Nor destiny. Now let us go ; and seek them 
In all directions : come ; and thon we four, 

In one united, will await the blows 
Aim’d at us all by cruel destiny. 

Eve. O ye dear sons ! where are ye ? On their 
track 

Let us go quickly. Ah, how great and many 
The terrors warring on a mother’s heart ! 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

A vast open Country. 

abel, preceded by lucifer, invisible to him . 

Abel . Behold, upon the track of him I seek 
I have attain’d at last the desert plain ; 

And scarcely is the wood to be discern’d, 

Which I have left behind. How many times 
Have I already cried : Cain ! Cain ! and he 
Prom time to time an answer gives to me, 

But whence, I know not ; and I cannot see him. 

Now on this side, now that, and oft in front, 

And presently behind, I seem to have him ; 

But all the more that I advance, the more 
The voice appears to move away.— Cain, Cain ! 

My brother dear . r . 

Lucif. 1 0 Abel ! art thou there ? 

Abel . 2 ’Tie I ; 0 show thyself! — How can it be 
That on this vast and naked plain his voice 

1 Imitating the voice of Cain, 
v. 2 Turning towards the voice he heard. 
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Is heard by me, and I not see him? Ah, 

This is matter inconceivable. 

Cain, Cain ! I pray thee that thoult come to mo ; 
Weary am I; 0 come ! ... He hears me not. 

What shall I do ? how all alono am I ! 

How can I venture to return without him ? 

What will my father say ? and then his grief? 

And that of hapless Eve ? and mine ? I live 
Without my Cain ? I feel a little stronger : 
Further I'll go : he cannot bo behind. 

Cain, Cain, whore art thou now ? 

Lucif. Still farther on. 

Abel. He's there again : how far away it sounds ! 
I see it now : he has advanced to where 
Runs the great river in a gorge profound. 

Which I ne’er saw ; but then our father told us 
That there the river was. # I there shall find it. 

I cannot see it, for it is conceal’d 

By tho steep banks : but I will find it. Cain, 

I come, I come ; 0 wait for me. I fly there. 


Scene II. 

ENVY, DEATH, dhguked. 

Death . 

Whithor dost drag me still. 

Disguised in this strange way ? 

When can I kill? 

When shall I have my prey ? 

Envy. 

In silence follow : or speak little, I entreat, 

And help me in arranging my deceit. 

Thou art my mother now : and must conceal 
'Neath this thiok veil that hideous face of thine : 
And ev’ry time that I a signal make, 

Short answers give, but with maternal zeal. 

Thou know’st that I to banter ne'er incline ; 
Spoil not the work which I now undertake. 
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Death 

It shall be so : 

Nought else I know, 

But how to mow ; 

For me preparo 
A harvest rare. 

Envy . 

Lo, here is Cain : come, let us stand apart. 

Before we show ourselves at all, 

Let’s learn if cruel is his heart, 

If he has drain’d the sorpent’s gall. 

Scene III. 

CAIN . 1 

What dost thou, Cain ? whero art thou wand’ring ? . . . Oft 
Have I turn’d round in order to return, 

And ev’ry time a force to me unknown 
Compels me to remove still farther off 
From my paternal home. Unwonted wrath 
Devours, consumes me ; and on what to vent it, 

I know not. — At the same time on my heart 

Be-ocho all the mournful lamentations 

Of my unhappy parents, who in vain 

Assuredly now seek me. And my dear 

Brother in love . . . Whom do I say? ah, fool I 

What thinkest thou? thy parents find their all 

In their son Abel ; he alone suffices 

For both thy parents and for God : methinks 

That the Creator for the sacrifices 

Of only Abel oares. — Ah, there is none ■ 

Who seeks for Cain ; and none who cares for Cain. 

So let it be : and I, too, oare for none. — 

How knoVst thou this ? What have they said, or done, 
To make thee thinfeso ? Yesterday at night, 

When all was peaceful, after our glad supper, 

Was it not thou, 0 Cain, who first receivedst 
X^oblessing of thy father? then beside 

1 Enters from the same place as Abel, as if he had been behind him. 
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Thy tender loving brother, holding him 
Tightly embraced around his neck, didst thou 
Not fall asleep, quite happy ? Whence, how, why, 

Did I awake ’midst such terrifio ravings ? 

Why am I now a fugitive, ungrateful, 

A wanderer, to reason deaf, alas, 

Prom truth divided ? Courage ! I am victor ; 

Yes, I have vanquish’d my ignoble passion. 

To you return I straightway, 0 my dear, 

My much-loved parents ; yes, to you, who love me 
As much as Abel, more than I deserve. — 

But, what do I behold ? what can it be ? 

Two human creatures now before me stand ? 

And now they are approaching ? dress’d like Eve ! 

One has a face as blooming as is Abel’s, 

But still more handsome ! are there, then, on earth 
Others of our own race ? and yet my father 
Has ever told me that we stood alone . . . 

Scene IV. 

ENVY, CAIN, DEATH. 

Envy . Why tremble, 0 youth, why thus fixedly stare, 

W hilo fiercely is beating thy heart, on the wound 
Which is made doubly sore by the chilling despair 
Of the snakes which entwine it, like ivy, around ? 

0 deign, if thou’rt fearloss, and fain wouldst be there 
Whore joy never ending is certainly found, 

0 deign of the waters transparent to think, 

Which make those men happy supremely, who drink. 

Cain. 0 who art thou who in these accents strange 
Addressest me ? Are there upon the earth 
Men that we know not of? Remove my doubts, 

1 pray thee : tell mo who thou art : but use 
A language that doth more resemble mine, 

That I more easily may understand it. 

Envy. Thou son of Adam, by thy speech I know 4h$e. 
’Twas not sufficient for thy father then * 

To get himself expell’d, with so much shame, 

From that terrestrial lovely Paradise, 

Where I with multitudes of others dwell ? * 

For him ’twas not Enough? he furthermore * 
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Must keep his own son in deep ignorance 
Of the great good thus lost, and take away r 
The slightest chance of e’er regaining it ? 

Cain . What dost thou say ? there was a Paradise 
On earth? and from it Adam banish’d was? 

And he from his own son so vast a good 
Conceals, and hinders ? 

Envy. Harsh and unjust father, 

He envies his own son that happiness, 

Of which he was unworthy. There, beyond 
The banks of the great river, I was standing 
With this my mother dear : and thence I saw 
(For those who dwell there all things see and know) 
Thee as a fugitive, thy father’s dwelling 
Leaving, and hither coming . . . 

Cain. now canst thou 

This know of me, whilst I . . . 

Envy. We’re not alike. 

To us, the happy and perpetual dwellers 
Upon that furtnor shore, all things are easy. 

There, matters distant or not understood, 

Or things impossible, are words unknown : 

Brothers and sisters numerous are wo, 

And sons and fathers ; there to ov’ry man 
Is coupled one like me ; as thou hast seen 
Eve with thy father live. — I pity took 
Upon thy ignorance ; and therefore came 
As far as this to meet thee. Do but try 
To cross the limpid waves, and thou’lt become 
Straightway like me ; and there, if thou so will it, 
Possessor of my beauty thou mayst be ; 

As I may, if I please, divide with thee 
Each of the many things that I possess 
Collected in that happy plaoe together. 

Cain . How is it possible that my dear father, 

Who loves us so, could cruelly conceal 

So vast a good ? Thou with thy words dost wake 

Witlrm mjr heart a contrast wonderful. 

Thy beauty jnoves me much ; the flattering hope 
Tjfthee; thy sweet discourse, the like of which 
I never heard before ; yes, I am moved 
By all in thee: but how can I abandon * 
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Ungratefully those dear ones to the toil 
Of ceaseless labor, whilst I pass myself 
An idle life at ease amid delights? 

Envy. Thou thinkest well. Slave, then, and suffer 
thou, 

Fatigue thyself, and sweat. Meanwhile another . 

Will occupy thy place before theo there. 

Cain. Another? who? 

Envy. Thou’rt very blind. 

Cain. Perchance, 

Is there but room for one ? 

Envy. For one alone 

Of Adam’s sons a passage there is granted : 

Conceal’d from thee, but not from all . . . 

Cain. 0 what, 

What chill again pervades me ! horrible 
The doubt I feel ... 

Envy. The thing is manifest, 

Not doubtful : I porceive thy ev’ry thought : 

Yes, Adam to liis Abel all Teveal’d, 

But hid from tlioe . . . 

Cain. What hear I ! 


Envy. And the plaoe 

For him reserves he. 

Cain . Madness ! That thick mist 

Which so obscured my eyesight suddenly 
Has disappear'd : I now behold the source 
Of that unknown and indistinct fierce impulse, 
Which, at the sight, and even at the name 
Of Abel, thrill’d me through, from time to time. 

Envy . Thou now dost know it all. Only take care 
Lest Abol should anticipate thy steps. 

As soon as thou hast reach’d the other shore, 

I’ll meet thee, and bo thine ; but I may not 
Go with thee to the crossing : and mc&n while, 

To strengthen thee in thy design, observe 
What I will do.- Now, mother, just to give him 
A little sample of our happy race, * 

Which he will find beyond those waters, say,; 
Would it not fitting be to let him see 
The sudden apparition of a fiafe » 

Well-ehosen ftoop of them ? 
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Death. Do as thou will’st, 

Dear daughter. « 

Envy. Thou shalt see, Cain, presently 

A handsome people, and harmonious dances 
To dulcet notes danced nimbly, which thy heart 
Will ravish. — Now, dear brothers, swiftly come ; 

Appear as rapidly as flics my thought . 1 

Scene V. 

Death, Envy, Cain, Chorus of Male and Female Dancers ; 
Chorus of Male and Female Singers. 

Chorus , 2 

His cheeks shall both bo overflow’d 
With tears, with sweat his brow. 

To whom it is ftot granted now 
Into our joyous laAd to press : 

But ho who in our bright abode 
His happy feet can plant, 

Has written down in adamant 
His full eternal happiness. 

Right-hand Chorus. 

In this drear place of misery, 

How sad the fate of hapless man, 

Condemn’d bv cruel destiny 
To earn his food as best he can ! 

Left-hand Chorus . 

The man who here doth dwell, we know, 

A man like one of us is not : 

He has be$n struck a deadly blow, 

Which utterly has changed his lot. 

' All. 

He who the apple tasted ne’er, 

* # /T * SKfbll^he not ail life’s pleasures share ? 

ter loot <& tbf ground. The different Choruses of musicians 
and datreers immediately appear on $very side. 

* Whilst the feidtic&l Chorus is singing, divided int£ two parts, the 
others interwea ife vftriottg dances. 
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He shall not lose them, no, no, no. — 

'* Thou, who of the rigid 
Ignored prohibition 
Nothing dost know ; 

O come to the frigid 
Glad stream of fruition. 

And drown there each woe. 

Man shall not lose anew 
The rights that are his due. 

All 

He shall not lose them, no, no, no. 

A woman's voice in the Chorus. 

Thou son of Adam, come where wo 
Are living in a’ feast eternal, 

Which equalleth the life supernal 

In its supreme felicity. 

Thou ne’er hast seen the sun’s rays blend 
So brilliantly as there ; 

Thou ne’er hast seen from Heav’n descend 
Such manna sweet and fair, 

As in that place thou’lt see : 

A man's voice . 

There only doth the stream o’erflow 
With milk of whitest hue ; 

There on each tree and hedge doth grow 
The purest honey dew, 

Man’s nutriment to be. , 

The two voices. $ 

Thou son of Adam, come where we 
Are living in a feast eternal, 

Which equalleth the life supernal L 

In its supreme felioity. ^ # 

1 When any single voice of the Cfyprtjs is sidghagrtfyi dances ar* sus- 
pended; and are recommenced as soon as the entire Chorts resumes. 

vol. ii. * *■ % ^2 h 
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All 

Thou sob of Adam, come where we • 

Are living in felicity. 

Quick, quick ! Make haste ! Away ! 

If thou shouldst long delay, 

Another, with a step less slow, 

Beforo thee will arrive there soon. 

If thou dost know how vast the boon, 

Thou wilt not loso it, no, no, no, 1 

Scene VI. 

DEATH, CAIN, ENVY. 

Envy. Do thou awake from out thy stupor, Cain. 

Thou hast both seen and hoard : then nought remains 
For me, but as a pledge of faith, to give thee 
My hand. Come, take it. 2 

Scene VII. 

CAIN. 

Cain. Ah, I pray thee, stay . . . 

— What frightful chill has pierced my heart! my blood 
Appears to stagnate there, all frozen ... 0, 

What dreadful flamo has now succeeded it ! 

I follow tlree, for fear that villain Abel 
Should first arrive there. 

Scene VIII. 

CAIN and ABEL . 3 

Abel Cain ! what is’t I ace? 

Cain. 4, Ah, traitor! dost thou come from tliore? I sogp 
Will punish thee. 

Abel * Help, mother, help me, help ! 

jCain,* Fly as tho4 mayst, III overtake thee soon. 

1 This Hue is repeated several times. When the Chorus ceases, the 
tlmuejp and singers disappear. 

& £ As she touches his hand, she disappears with her mother. 

3,1 ’Burning towards the river. 

%«■* RwmJfcfc towards him with his pickara* 

5 Hying backwards, t * 

4 Following, him, add disappearing from view. 
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CAIN, ABEL. 

Cain . Come, villain, come ! 2 

Abel ' 0 my dear brother, pity ! 

What have I done ? . . . 

Cain . Gome I far away indeed 

From that much-long’d-for river shalt thou breathe 
Thy final vital breath. 

Abel Ah, hear thou me ! 

My brother, do thou hearken ! 

Cain . No, that good 

Which was my due, but which I ne’er received, 

Shall ne’er be thine. Perfidious one, behold, 

Around thee look ; this is the desert waste, 

From which 1 fled, and where thou leftest mo: 

Thy last looks never shall behold those waters 
Which thou, in thy disloyal thoughts, didst deem 
As cross’d already : here, upon this sand, 

Thou soon shalt lie a corpse. 

Abel But, 0 my God ! 

What means all this ? at least explain thy words : 

I understand thee not : explain, and hear me; 

Thou afterwards mayst slay me at thy will, 

But hear mo first, J pray. 

Cain. Say on. 

Abel But tell me, 

In what have I offended thee ? . . . Alas ! 

How cin I speak to thee, if fierce and stern 
THou standest o’er me? neck and nostrils swollen ; 

Looks full of fire and blood ; thy lips, thy face 
All livid ; whilst thy knees, thine arms, thy head 
Are moved convulsively by trembling strange ! — 

Pity, my brother : calm thyself : and loosen * ' 

1 Between the fourth and fifth Acts, nothing takes place except at short 
symphony, until Cain overtakes his brother and brings him back, lb* 
scene remains the same. 

* Dragging hiixx by the hair. 
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Thy hold upon my hair a little, so 

That I may breathe. * 

Cain . I never fancied, Abel, 

That thou wouldst be a traitor. 

Abel . I am not. 

My father knows it ; and thou too. 

Cain . My father ? 

Ne’er name him : father of us both alike, 

And just, I deem’d him, and I was deceived. 

Abe L What sayest thou? Dost doubt his love? thou 
scarce 

Hadst gone away from us this morning, when, 

Anxious for thee, with mortal sorrow fill’d, 

My father straightway sent me on thy track . . . 

Cain. Perfidious ones, I know it all ; to mo 
This was a horrible, undoubted proof 
Of my bad brother and my still worse father. 

I know it all ; the veil has fall’n ; the secret 
Has been reveal’d to mo : and I’m resolved 
That thou shalt ne’er be happy at my cost. 

Abel. Cain, by that God who both of us created, 

And who maintains us, I entreat of thee, 

Explain thyself : what is my fault ? what secret 
Has been reveal’d to thee ? upon my face, 

And in my eyes, and words, and countenance, 

Does not my innocence reveal itself? 

I happy at thy cost ? 0, how could Abel 
Bo happy if thou’rt not ? Ah, hadst thou seen me, 

When 1 awoke, and found thee not beside me 
This morning l Ah, how sorely did I weep ! 

And how our parents wept ! The livelong day 
Have I since then consumed, but fruitlessly, 

In seeking thee and sadly calling thee, 

But never finding thee ; although I heard 
Thy voice in front of me from time to time, 

In the far distance answering : and I 
Went ever further on in search of thee, 

Up to yon river ; over whose broad waves 
I fear’d that thou, who art a swimmer bold, 

Efttdst cross’d . . . 

Cain . 


And of that river darest thou, 
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Foolhardy one, a singlo word to speak ? 

I well believe thou fearedst, if I cross’d it. 

That thou wouldst have for ever lost the hopo 
Of crossing it thyself. Thou darest, too, 

To mingle truth and falsehood ? and assert 
That I replied to thee ? But now the end 
Of ev’ry wicked art has come : in vain 
Thou soughtest to anticipate my steps : 

Thou see’st that I have caught thee just in time : 

Nor river, nor the light of heav’n shalt thou 
E’er see again. I’ll kill thee ; fall thou down ! 

Abel. Keep back thy axe ! 0 do not strike me ! See, 

I fall before thee, and embrace thy knees. 

Keep back thy axe, I pray thee ! Hear thou mo : 

The sound of this my voice, in yonder fields, 

Has soothed thee oftentimes, when much incensed, 

Now with the stubborn clods, now with the lambs, 

But thou wast ne’er so angry as thou’rt now. 

Dear brother of my heart . . . 

Cain. I’m so no more. 

Abel. But I shall ever be so : thou art too : 

I pledge to thee my innocence : I swear it 
By both our parents ; I have never heard 
One word about this river ; nor can fathom 
Thy accusations. 

Cain . Can there be such malice, 

Such craftiness, at such a tender age? 

All this dissembling makes me madder still ; 

Vile li ar . * A 

Abel. What I thou call’st thy Abel, liar ? 

Cain . Die now. 

^Abel. Embrace me first. 

Cain . I hate thee. 

Abel. I 

Still love thee. Strike, if thou wilt have it so ; 

I’ll not resist ; but I have not deserved it. 

Cain . — And yet, his weeping, and his juvenile 
Candor, which true appears, the sweet accustom’d 
Sound of his voice, restrain me : and my arm 
And anger fall. — But, shall a foolish pity 
Bob me for evor of my property ? . . . 

Alas ! what to resolve? what do? 
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Abel. What say’st thou 

Apart ? Turn towards me : look at me : in vain 
Thou hid’st from me thy face : amidst thy fierce 
And dreadful ravings, from thy moisten’d eye 
Gloam’d there upon me just one passing ray 
Of love fraternal and of pity. Take, 

I pray thee, j>ity on my tender youth, 

And on thyself. 0 ! dost thou think that God 
Can afterwards take pleasuro in thy prayers, 

Or gifts, if with the blood of thine own brother 
Tie sees thee dyed ? And then our excellent 
Unhappy mother, wouldst thou rob her thus 
Of both her sons? for, certainly, if thou 
Shouldst slay me, thou wouldst never dare again 
To show thyself before her. Ah, just think 
TIow that unhappy one can live without us : 

Think too . . . 

Cain. Ah, brother ! thou dost rend my heart : 

Uise, then, arise : I pardon thee : in this 
Embrace . . . What do I ? and what said I ? Base one, 
Thy tears are but a juggle : and not doubtful 
Thy treason is , thou dost not merit pardon ; 

I will not pardon thee. 

Abel. What see I? Fiercer 

Dost thou become than ever? 

Cain. I become 

What I should be to thee. Come now what may ; 

The good denied me, none shall have instead. — 

No more of pardon, no more pity ; thou 
Hast now no brother, father, mother more. 

My eye is dimm’d already with thick blood : 

I see a monster at my feet. Now, die ! 

What holds me back ? What seizes on my arm ? 

What voice is thundering ? 

Abel. God sees us. 

Cain. God? 

Methinks I hear Him : now methinks I see Him, 

Pursuing me in fearful wise : already 
I see my own ensanguined axe fall down 
IJJfen iny guilty head with crashing sound ! 

Abel. His senses he has lost. Sad sight I I tremble . . » 
From, head to'foot . . . 
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Cain. Thou, Abel, do thou take 

This ax^; and strike with both thy hands, upon 
My head Why dost thou tarry ? now behold, 

I offer no defence : be quick, and slay me : 

{Slay mo ; for in no other way oanst thou 
Escape my fury, which is fast returning : 

I pray thee then, make haste. 

Abel . , What do I hear? 

That I should strike thee ? why, if I still love thee 
As much as ever? Calm thyself : become 
Thyself again : lot’s both our father seek : 

Ho waits for thee. . . 

Cain. My father ? to my father 

Go now with thee ? I understand : thyself 
Hast thou betray’d. The mention of his name 
Fiercer than ever wakens all my rago. 

Once more then, die thou, die. 1 

Abel . Alas ! . . . I feel 

My strength depart ... 0 mother ! . . . 

Cain . What, 0 what 

Have I now done? his blood spurts o’er my face! 

He falls; he faints . . . Where hide myself? 0 Heav’: 
What have I done ? Accursed axe, begone 
For ever from my hand, my eyes . . . What hear I ? 
Alas ! already doth the thundering voice 
Of God upon me oall ... 0 where to fly ? 

There, raves my father in wild fury . . . Here, 

My dying brother’s sobs . , . Where hide myself? 

I fly. 2 


Scene II. 

* ABEL , 3 then ADAM. 

Abel. Ah dreadful pain 1 ... 0, how my blood 
Is running down ! . , . 

Adam.* Already tow’rds the west 

The sun approaches fast, and I as yet 
Have found them not I The livelong day have I 
And Eve consumed in searching for them both, 

1 Strikes him. * Flies. • Dying. 

4 In the direction of the wood. 
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And all without success . , , But this is surely 
The track of Abel : I will follow it. 1 c 

Abel . Alas 1 help, help ! . . . 0 mother ! . . . 

Adam . 0, what hear I ? 

Sobs of a human bring, like the wails 
Of Abel ! . . , Heav’ns ! what see I there? a stream 
Of blood ? . . . Alas ! a body further on?. . . 

Abel ! My son, thou here? . ... Upon thy body 
Let mo at least breathe forth my own last breath ! 

Abel. My father’s voice, methinks . . . 0 ! is it 
thou ? . . . 

My eyes are dim, and ill I see . . . Ah, tell me. 

Shall I again behold . . . my . . . darling mother ? . . . 
Adam. My son ! . . . sad day ! . . . sad sight ! . . . How 
deep and large 

The wound with which his guiltless head is cloven ! 

Alas ! there is no remedy. My son, 

Who gave thee such a blow ? and what the weapon ? . . . 

0 Heav’ns ! Is’t not Cain’s pickaxe that I see 
Lying all-bloody there? ... 0 grief! O madness! 

And is it possible that Cain has slain thee ? 

A brother kill his brother ? I myself 

Will arm, with thy own arms ; and find thee out. 

And with my own hands slay thee. 0 thou just 
Almighty God, didst Thou behold this crime, 

And suffer it? breathes still the murderer? 

Where is the villain ? Didst not Thou, great God, 

Beneath the feet of such a monster cause 
The very earth to gape and swallow him 
In its profound abyss ? Then, ’tis Thy will, 

Ah yes ! that by my hand should punish’d he 
This crime irreparable : ’tis Thy will 
That I should follow on the bloody track 
Of that base villain : here it is : from me, 

Thou wicked Cain, shalt thou receive thy death , . . 

0 God ! But leave my Abel breathing still . . . 

Abel. Father ! . . . return, return I ... I fain would tell 
thee ... 

Adam . My son, but how could Cain . . . 

"Abel. He was . . . indeed . . . 


1 Advances. 
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Beside himself : ... it was not he . . . Moreover . . . 

He is thy son ... 0 pardon him, . . . as I do . . . 

Adam. Thou only art my son. Devotion true ! 

0 Abel ! my own image I thou, my all ! . . . 

IIow could that fierce . . . 

Abel. Ah, father! . . . tell me , .'. truly; 

Didst thou e’er plan ... to take away . . . from Cain, . . . 
And give ... to me . . . somo mighty good, . . . which lies 
Beyond . . . the river ? 

Adam. What dost mean ? one son 

Alone I deem’d that I possess’d in both. 

Abel. Deceived . . . was Cain then ; . . . this he sail to 
me . . . 

Ofttimos, . . . inflamed with rage . . . The only cause . . . 
Was this : ... he had ... a conflict fierce . . . and long . . . 
Within himself ... at first ; . . . but . . . then . . . o’ercome, 
He struck me . . . and then fled . . . — But now ... my breath, 
Father, ... is failing . . ! Kiss me . . . 

Adam. He is dying . . , 

0 God! . . . ne dies. — Unhappy father ! How 
Has that last sob cut off at once his voice 
And life as well ! — Behold thee, then, at last, 

Death terrible and cruel, who the daughter 
Of my transgression art ! 0 ruthless Death, 

Is, then, the first to fall before thy blows 
A guileless youth like this ? ’Twas me the first, 

And me alone, whom thou shouldst have struck down . . . 
— What shall I do without my children now ? 

And this dear lifeless body, how can I 

From Eve conceal it ? Hide from her the truth ? 

In vain ; but, how to tell her? And, then, where, 

„ Where bury my dear Abel ? 0 my God I 
,*Hbw tear myself from him? — But, what behold I ? 

Eve is approaching me with weary, steps 
From far I She promised me that she would wait 
Beyond the wood for me . . . Alas ! — But I 
Must meet her and detain her ; such a sight 
Might in one moment kill her . . . How I tremble! 
Already she has seen me, and makes haste . . . 
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Scene III. 

EVE AND ADAM . 1 

Adam. Why, woman, hast thou come ? ’tis not allow’d 
Farther to go : return ; return at once 
Unto our cottage ; there will I ere long 
Rejoin thee. 

Eve. Heav’ns ! what seo I ? in thy face 
What new and dreadful trouble do I see ? 

Hast thou not found them ? 

Adam. No : but, very soon . . . 

Do thou meanwhile retrace thy steps, I pray . . . 

Eve. And leave thee ? . . . And my children, where are 
they ? 

But, what do I behold ? thy vesture stain’d 

With quite fresh blood ? thy hands, too, dyed with blood? 

Alas ! what is’t, my darling Adam, say ! 

Yet on thv body are no wounds .' . . But, what, 

What is the blood there on the ground ? and near it 

Is not the axe of Cain ? . . . and that is also 

All soil’d with blood? . . . Ah, leave me ; yes, I must, 

I must approach ; to see . . , 

Adam. I pray thee, no . . . 

Eve . In vain . . . 

Adam. 0 Eve, stop, stop ! on no account 

Shalt thou go farther. 

Eve. 2 But, in spite of thee, 

From out thine eyes a very stream of tears 
Is pouring ! . . . I must seo, at any cost, 

The reason . . . Ah, I see it now I . . . there lies 
My darling Abel ... 0 unhappy 1 ! . . . 

The axe . • . the blood . . , I understand . . . 

Adam . Alas ! 

We have no sons. 

Eve. Abel, my life . . . ’Tis vain 

To hold me back . . , Let me embrace thee, Abel. 

Adam. To hold her is impossible : a slight 
Relief to her immense maternal sorrow ... 

Eve. Adam, has God the murderer not punish’d ? 
*Adam. O impious Gain I in vain thy flight ; in vain 
1 Running to meet her. * Poshing, her way forward a little. 
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Wilt thou conceal thyself. Within thy cars 
(Ilowevei far away from me thou art) 

Shall ring the fearful echo of my threats, 

And make thy bosom tremble. 

Eve. Abel, Abel . . . 

Alas, he hears me not ! . . . — I ever told thee, 

That I discern’d a traitor’s mark, yes, traitor’s, 

Between Cain’s eyebrows. 

Adam . Never on the earth 

That traitor peace Bliall find, security, 

Or an asylum. — Cain, be thou accursed 
By God, as thou art by thy father cursed. 

Tremblingly hide thyself amongst the caverns, 

Like a wild shaggy beast : upon a few 

Vile bitter acorns find uncertainly 

Thy meagre fare ; with gall all intermingled : 

May fierce remorse for ever rend thy heart : 

Hateful to thee the sun ; may dreadful ghosts 
Present themsolves to thee throughout each night. 

Thus mayst thou drag along thy wretched days 
In one long death. — O thou Almighty God, 
l)o Thou, if just the oath which 1 have sworn. 

Do Thou confirm it, with divine assent ! 

The voice of God. 1 

Left to thyself, 0 man, thy nature see ! — 

Her first blood earth has tasted, shed by Cain ; 

Your lamentations just are heard by Me : 

The dregs of ev’ry horror he shall drain, 

A fierce dread warning to the wicked be. — 

Dry up your tears, and raise your eyes again 
From earthly mire to your Creator, who 
A fresh and happier race will give to you. 

Eve. Almighty God, 0 give me Abel back, 

Give me back Abel . . . 

Adam. Woman, we may weep, 

But not repine. God spoke : let us adore. 

Eve. I silently adore, on Abel prostrate. 2 

1 Preceded and followed by thunder and lightning. 

* Both fall prostrate : Adam, with his face on the earth ; Eve, on her 
dead son. • 
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ALCESTIS II. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

The characters in this interesting and highly classical 
play (which is not strictly a tragody, owing to its happy 
denouement) are Pheres, formerly king of Thessaly, who had 
resigned liis throne in his lifetime to his son Admetus; 
Admetus himself, who is lying dangerously ill at the time 
the play commences ; Alcestis his wife ; Eumelus his son 
(who only utters a few words) ; Hercules ; and a Chorus 
of Thessalian matrons. 

The first Act opens with the lamentations of Pheres over 
his son’s illness. He is awaiting a reply from the Delphic 
Oracle to the enquiries as to the chances of Admetus’s 
recovery. Alcestis enters and tolls him that Apollo has 
granted him his life, hut her unhappiness shows that it 
has only been obtained on sad conditions. She at length 
confesses, not only that a member of his family must die 
in his place, but that she has already taken upon herself, 
by an oath that cannot be broken, to be the victim. Pheres 
is in despair, and urges that he would be the proper one to 
die ; but she says that in any case it is now too late, and 
gims reasons why she had thus devoted herself rather 
than let him or either of her own children bo sacrificed. 
She announces that she feels the fatal fever already assail- 
ing her. The Chorus next are seen, offering up hymns 
to Proserpine to spare Admetus. 

In the seoond Act, Admetus himself enters, suddenly 
restored to health, and in search of Alcestis. Pheres joins 
him and rejoices at his recovery ; but Admetus tells him 
that his bodily sicknesB is replaced by mental malady, 
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which is distracting him. He describes to his father a 
fearful vision that he had just had. Apollo first, appeared 
and announced Ins cure, and he was starting up to hasten 
to find his wife, when Death stood before him, confessing 
that Apollo had torn his prey from her, but vowing that 
in revenge she would make Admetus lead a life of intoler- 
able anguish. Aloestis then comos, and, though she 
addresses him in words of joy, her faco and features show 
her real misery. She desires to be alone with Admetus, 
and she then discloses to him the dreadful secret of her 
impending death. Sho conjures him to live for the sake 
of their children and of the kingdom. The Act closes 
with the lamentations of the Chorus and their supplica- 
tions to Apollo. 

We see in the third Act the dying Aloestis enter, sup- 
ported by her maidens, and with ner Bon Eumolus and her 
daughter, and also the Chorus. Admetus stands apart. 
She lies down to die. The boy vainly tries to rouse his 
father from his misery. Ho addressos his wife alternately 
in angry and loving accents, and then rushes off, intending 
to kill himself. They stop him and bring him to the couch 
of Aloestis. She once more insists on his living for the 
children’s sake. Pheres comes and adds his ontioaties. 
Admetus reproaches his father for being the cause of 
Alcestis’s death, first by sending to consult the Oracle, and 
then by letting Aloestis tako his place as the victim. 
Plieres shows that sho had anticipated him by intercepting 
the Oracle’s answer, and that he himself only cared to live 
for the sake of his aged wife. Admetus is full of remorse. 
Aloestis takes a fond farewell of them all, and death 
gradually steals over her, whilst the Chorus, divided into 
two parts, and surrounding the husband and wife respec- 
tively, breathe their alternate hymns. 

The fourth Act commences with the entrance of Hercules 
on the scene of sorrow, just as Aloestis is expiring. Ho 
announces that, having heard of the illness of his old 
friend Admetus (he having formerly been the guest of 
Pheres and Admetus"), he has come to see how he is. The 
Chorus of Alccstia tell him of his recovery and the sacrifice 
of Aloestis in his place. He desires them to carry the yet 
breathing body in haste and secretly to the Temple, and 
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place it in charge of the prophetess, returning themselves 
directly# lie then rouses Admetus from his lethargy, and 
tells him not to despair, and departs, promising soon to 
come hack. Admetus somewhat revives, and takes his 
children to look onco more on the form of Alcestis, but 
finds that she has disappeared, as well as her half' of the 
Chorus. Admetus believes her to be dead; her Chorus 
re-enter, and ho charges them with removing the corpse. 
He takes a despairing leave of his children and announces 
his intention of starving himself to death. He confirms 
this by an oath which can no more be broken than Alcestis 
herself can return back to life. The Chorus sing a hymn 
to Jupiter and Hercules. 

The last Act discloses Admetus lying at the foot of 
Proserpine’s statue. Pheres and his grandchildren aro 
there, and also the Chorus. Hercules enters, loading a 
veiled woman, whom he loaves on one side. The Chorus 
tell him of tlio oath of Admetus. The latter asks him to 
bring back the dead body of his spouse. Hercules tells 
him that he has brought a new wifo to take her place, 
possessed of every imaginable grace and virtue. Admetus 
reproaches him for his cruelty, but at last Herculos re- 
stores to him his living wife in the person of the veiled 
figuro, and assures him that ho is now fully relieved from 
his oath. The curtain falls amidst their universal hap- 
piness. 

Sismondi says that Alcestis does not resemble any of 
Alfieri’s other tragedies. “ Conjugal tenderness is beauti- 
fully painted in it, and the intervention of supernatural 
powers and of the Chorus, together with a happy termina- 
tion, give it quite a different character.” In its broad 
$3tiines this play resembles Euripides' beautiful tragedy 
of the same name, which Alfieri also translated, thus 
leading him to call his own work Alcestis IL for the sake 
of distinction. Poth commemorate the tender conjugal 
affection of the lioroine, as spoken of by Milton in his 
famous sennet 4 On his deceased wife. 9 

“ Me thought I saw my late ebpeusM saint 

Brought to me, like Alcestis from the grave, 

Whom Jove’s great son to her glad husband gave, 

Rescued from death by force* though pale and 
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In Alfieri’s version, however, Alcestis had not actually 
crossed the Stygian stream, 0 

This play is especially interesting, as being the latest in 
date of Alfieri’s tragedies, it having been finally completed 
by him in September 1799, or only four years before his 
death, when he was in the maturity of his faculties, and 
rejoicing in his lately acquired mastery of the Greek 
language. Both in his Life and in a long Elucidation 
(Schiarimento) accompanying the work itself, ho has given 
an interesting account of the manner in which he worked 
simultaneously at the two Alcestis' a ^ which he meant 
to be inseparable, as is seen by the Dedication to the 
Countess of Albany herewith given. It will be seen that 
Alfieri’s Alcestis takes a part in the dialogue after she is 
restored to life, which is not the case with the Alcestis of 
Euripides. Schlegel praises Euripides highly for this, as 
showing his unwillingness to draw aside the mysterious 
veil which shrouds the condition of the dead. It may bo 
mentioned that tho story of Alcestis’s return to life is 
supposed by ancient and modem writers to mean that she 
was cured of a dangerous illness by a physician named 
Hercules (see Palaephatus, Be incredib . 41 ; Plut. Amator. 
761). 

Alfieri wrote in 1796 : “ If I had not sworn to myself 
never to write another tragedy ” (see his lines at the end 
of The Second Brutus ), “ the reading of the Alcestis of Eu- 
ripides has so touched and inflamed me, that I should set 
vigorously to work, after closing Euripides, to sketch out 
a new Alcestis, in which I should avail myself of all the 
good in the Greek, increasing it where possible, and dis- 
card all the laughable matter, of which there is not a little 
in the text.” He afterwards speaks of the tears, sobs, and 
sighs, with which he wrote the work. In the Schiarimeittfr* 
he gives an amusing address made to him in his sleep by 
a bust of Euripides in his room, ordering him to keep 
inseparably united together the two versions of Alcestis, 
his own being pretended to be an alternative version by 
the great Greek poet himself. 



DEDICATION 


TO THE NOBLE LADY 

THE COUNTESS LOUISA STOLBERG 
OF ALBANY . 1 


Lady, two lustres perfected are now. 

Since on my tragic flights I placed a rein, 

And, at Apollo’s feet, with solemn vow, 

My dagger and my buskin laid again. 

To my frail bark, when I wrote Myrrh a, thou 
Didst, with thy name, propitious rigging deign 
To give ; the dedication, then, allow 
Of these the fruits of my maturer vein. 

The two Alcostis’ mirrors are of thee : 

Adapted from the Greek to Tuscan ear. 

To thee inscribed, my last gift they shall be. 

If Time will only check his swift career, 

Mine is the good Phereean’s destiny, 

If in Admetus* portrait mine appear. 

Florence, December 1798. 


'TVhis sonnet is placed in the MSS. before the poet's two versions of 
Alcestis . See also the dedication of Mrjrrha, 


VOL. II. 


• 2 M 




ALCESTIS n. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAL 

Phkhes. Hercuuis. 

Admbtcs. Chorus of Thessalian Matrons. 

Alcestis. Daughter of Ahmet us. \ These do 

Eumelus. Maidens of Alcestis. / not speak. 

Suexe . — The Palace of Pheres in Pherae , the Capital of 

Thessaly. 

ACT I. 

Scene I. 

PHERES. 

Pher . Unhappy father, thou dost trembling stand 
In fearful anguish, and half dead, expecting 
The answer of the Delphic oracle. 

Irrevocably clear ’twill make to thee* 

If in Pate’s book ’tis written down that thou 
Must be deprived of thy adored Admetus, 

Thy only son. — Thou sov’reign Deity 
(W'Cirrha, 0 thou merciful Apollo, 

If thou with thy divinity didst deign 
Happy to make my palace, in whose bounds 
Our flocks once had thee as their unknown shepherd 
If in so many ways with thy great . favor 
It pleased thee then to honor me, as thy 
Unworthy host ; give back, restored to health, 

To a declining father his dear son, 

Who in the very flow’r of life now pines 

» 2 m > 
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Upon the border of the darksome tomb ! — 

No more repose I find, or peace. To swell « 
My grief, I cannot venture to exhale 
Into the breast of my dear ag&d consort 
All my deep woes : I with one blow should sever 
The feeble thread of her existence, dared I 
1-nveil to her the fast approaching end 
Of him our only son. By weight of years 
Borne down, she never places now her foot 
Outside hor royal rooms : so hitherto 
The sorrow that oppresses all Phera^ 

To hor remains unknown. But she must know it ! 
Thou only, noble and beloved companion 
Of all my days, attachest me to life! 

Were I not needful for thy life, I straightway 
Should pray the Deities for death, to save 
Admetus dear from Pluto . . . But, what see I ? 
Aleestis hastens hither ! Is she*tirst 
To learn the answer of the oracle ? 

Scene II. 

ALCESTIS, PHERES. 

Ale. Dry up, 0 monarch, thy paternal tears : 
Thou wilt not now be call’d upon to mourn 
The death of thy dear son. 

Pher. What do I hear ! 

0 joy! Has then Apollo? ... Is there hope? . . . 
Ale. Yes, hope to thee, from the prophetic cave : 

1 would not yield the honor of such news 
To any other ; ’twas my lips alone 
That should inform thee. 

Pher . Tell me : will my son 

Remain alive ? 

Ale. For thee, he will remain 

Alive : of this I’m sure. Apollo says so ; 

Aleestis this repeats and swears. 

‘ Pher . * Ojoy! 

Thy spouse alive ! . . . 

'•Ale. *Tis not sufficient reason 

Why joy should rise again to-day inside 
These sorrowing walls. 
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Pher. What ? can there weeping be, 

Admetust having ris’n again ? Great Heavens ! 

Thou, who so dearly lov’st him, of his safety 
Hearing, and bringing the glad news thyself 
To a despairing father, hast thy cheeks 
Dyed as with death ? and to the sudden flash 
Of a half joy on thy ingenuous brow, 

Quickly succeeds, bohind a darksome veil, 

A troubled silence ? Speak ! . . . 

Ale. The Deities 

Themselves arc subject to unchanging laws ; 

And never venture to infringe the dread 

Decrees of Destiny. The Deities 

Gave thee not little, when they gavo Admetus. 

Pher. Woman, thy look and acts, more than thy words, 
Fill me with dread. Alas ! explain the terms, 

The terms, whoso sad conditions make the life 
Of thy adored Admetus o*f bad omen 
To us, and also to thyself. 

Ale . 0 father, 

If the dark secret could remain unknown 
To thee, if ’twere not told thee, I were silent 
Till the fulfilment of the sacrifice : 

But thou, alas ! must hear it ; hear it then 
From me. 

Pher . Thou mak’st a cruel piercing chill 
Pervade my ev’ry fibre : I not only 
A father am : but many mix’d affections 
Contend within my heart : thou excellent 
Daughter-in-law, I love thee more than daughter ; 

I love thy children, my grandchildren dear, 

Their grandsire’s vast delight and hope : and still, 

Jllfer ten lustres, bums within my heart, 

Pure and unchanged, my old and loving flame 
For my inseparable consort dear. 

Think, then, in what heart-rending agony 
I stand, thy words expecting; well I see, 

Ah, well I see that some of my own blood 
Will suffer from the fatal augury. 

Ale. Death of her rights to rob, e’en the Immortals * 
No pow’r possess. She, with her orooked hands, 
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Already stood, in act to seize Admetus, . 

Victim renown’d ; Admetus, only heir 
To Thessaly's fair kingdom : in the vigor 
Of his full manly age ; supremely happy 
Here in the palace ; by his noble parents, 

His subjects, and the neighboring states adored, 

And venerated : and, 1 need not say, 

By his beloved Alcestis : such a prey 

Insatiable Death already deem’d 

She held ; Apollo now has seized upon it ; 

Another (not his peer, he has no peer), 

She in his place must have : this other prey 
Must be of his own blood, or joined to him 
By close adherence ; and to Orcus go, 

In free exchange for the restored Admetus. 

Bohold the terms on which he’s saved. 

Pher. t What hear I? 

Unhappy family ! what victim ? ! . . who 
Will now suffico? . . . 

Ale . The sad exchange, 0 father, 

Is made already. Beady is the prey ; 

Not all-unworthy of the saved Admetus. 

0 mighty Goddess of Avomus, thou, 

Whoso sacred image rises on this threshold, 

Wilt not disdain this victim. 

Pher . What ! prepared 

The victim is I great Heav'ns ! and of our blood I 
And thou didst in my presence say, 0 woman, 

That I should now dry up my tears ? . . . 

Ale . I said so ; 

Again I say it ; thou shalt not have cause 
To mourn thy son ; nor I to mourn my husband. 
Admetus safe, no other lamentation 
Can here be heard, at all to equal that 
His death would have call’d forth. By some laments, 
But short, and mingled likewise with some joy, 

The victim for Admetus’ life exchanged 
Will honor’d be. The prey vow’d willingly, 

And by an oath that never can be broken, 

To the infernal Gods is - — I ! 

Pher . 


Great Heav’ns ! 
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What hast thou done ? didst think Upon such terms 
To save thy poor Admetus ? Can he live 
Without thee ? of his very eyes art thou 
The light : thou art his soul ; thou’rt more beloved 
By him than even his loved parents are ; 

Thou art more dear to him than his own children ; * 

More dear to him than self. Ah, no ! It must not, 

It must not be ! Alcestis, in the prime 
Of beauty first to perish, then to kill 
Not only thy own spouse, but all of us 
Who love thee as a daughter? Void the palace, 

The kingdom void, when thou art not. Hast thought, too, 
Of thy two tender children ? What will they 
Without thee do ? Thou mayst, with other heirs, 

Make joyful all the land of Thessaly : 

Thou art the fount of each domestic joy, 

Thou of Admetus art the true and first 
And only life. Thou shalt not die, I swear it, 

As long as I can die. My head it is, 

Which silently the oracle demands. 

Yes, I it is, a frail and dried-up trunk, 

Whose duty is to die for my dear son. 

My many years, my hopes for ever dead, 

My finish’d race, the pity of a father, 

My pity, intermix’d with wondermont, 

For a young woman, with celestial gifts 

So richly decked ; all these combined have sculptured 

In adamant my death. Yes, thou must live! 

Pheres commands it ; never shall the love 
Of a young wife be suffer’d to outvie 
The gen’rous love of a fond ancient father. 

Ale . Thy soul sublime, and thy immense and true 
* Affection as a father, well I knew : 

And therefore I anticipated them. 

But, Pheres, if I lent a silent ear 

To all thy words, thou in thy turn art bound 

To listen to my speech in perfect silence ; 

Fully convinced thou soon wilt be, ^nd vainly 
Wilt seek to combat me. , 

Pher. What canst thou say ? 

What can I hear ? ’tis true I wish to save 



536 


AL0E8T1S II. 


[ACT I. 


Admetus : with thyself thou’lt lose him : I 
Haste to the altars ... 

Ale. Stop ! thou art too late. 

Already Proserpine in her deep realms 
Has heard my fearful oath ; already she 
Indissolubly has accepted it. 

Fully assured am I that I must die, 

And nothing now can change my fate. Do thou 
Attend to what I say ; and give consent, 

Like a true father, to my firm resolve. 

It was not female levity, nor any 
Vain love of glory which impell’d me : ’twas 
Seasons invincible. Now list. Still more 
Than dear, yes sacred, is Admetus* blood 
To me : his father, mother, and his children, 

’Tis these that constitute Admetus* blood : 

Now, which of these, instead of him, would Death 
Take as her prey? dost think his 'son perchance? 

Ho has not yet fulfill’d two lustres ; though 
In daring wanting not, his tender years 
Allow him not to wish himself for death 
Spontaneously : and if they did, could I, 

His mother, bear it in my only son ? 

Still more ’twould be so with my younger daughter. 

The aged, ever-suff’ring mother’s left ; 

The mirror of each lofty matron’s virtue ; 

Beady, (I’m sure) did she but know, herself 
In her son’s place to give to Styx as victim : 

But, tell me, thou who liv'st in her alone, 

Would not thy life be instantly cut off 
Were hers to. end? Therefore on thee alone 
Perforce had fall'n the terrible exchange, 

If thou hadst been the first the Deity’s 
Dreadful response to hear. So 'twas my care 
To be the first to hear it; I, who came 
A stranger to this palace ; a kind Fate 
Has suffer’d me to be the one to save 
The whole of this most precious stock at once. 

Phcr Thou m&k’st me weep : with wonderment immense 
My soul thou fillest, and my very heart 
In pieces thou dost rend. Great Heav’ns I » . * * 
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Ale. Yeft, weep 

Over my fate ; but, father, thou canst not, 

And oughtest nut to blame my high resolve. 

The more my death may cost me, the more worthy 
Admetus to redeem am I ; to Pluto 
I go approved the more. The will of Heaven 
Was this most surely : I assume the care 
Of proving it to my Admetus* self. 

Already see I his despairing grief, 

But fear not to confront it. Heav’n will give me 
Sufficient strength : most palpable will I 
My reasons make ; I hope to prove to him 
That his pure conjugal and mighty lovo, 

If I possess’d it, was by me deserved. 

To yield to Fate is needful : but to bow, 

And not to let the mind be crush’d, the noblo 
Distinguishes from those of vulgar birth. 

He in my courago must redouble his : 

Him have I saved with parents and with children ; 
Alive, ho loved me : dead, he’ll honor me. 

Flier. Dumb I remain, struck down to earth : I feel 
Within my breast a noble envy, grief, 

And a hard shame that’s insupportable. 

I’ll do . . . 

Ale. Do what may keep my memory 
Here sacred, and assist me in my plans, 

As thou shouldst do. Thou oughtst to save thy son, 
And I my husband : this of both of us 
The lofty duty is, the sole. And now once more 
The fatal vow I in thy presence swear . . . 

It moves to its fulfilment . . . Yes, already 
I feel its sad effects. A fierce and burning 
Fe^r now penetrates my mortal frame. 

Doubt there is none : my vows has Pluto heard, 

And bids me come ; Admetus now is saved. 

Pher. To him I’ll hasten ; he perohance . . . 

Ale. To him 

No one can go before me : I already , 

Have made access to him impossible. 

’Tie I must cure him, and inform him of it ; 

And no one else. And thou, who so dost love 
Thy noble consort, hasten to her side, m 
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And the glad tidings of thy risen son, 

Although she knew not he was sick to death, 

To her convey. 

Pher . We wretched , . „ 

Ale. Happy ones, 

Who find again a son already lost. 

Go then, I pray : in vain thine opposition ; 

I’m more than woman now. All fear be route J 
I of Admetus am the saviour : so 
Let all obey me here. — Ye honor’d matrons 
Of Pherse, haste, and leave the palaco walls, 

And straight prepare a solemn sacrifice 
In honor of great Proserpine : and sing 
The proper hymn to that dread Deity, 

Hearing the altar at the very foot 

Of her proud image : soon will I. return 

To finish hero the solemn rite, 0 women, ’ 

i 

Scene III. 

CHORUS, PHERES. 

Pher. What courage ! 0 what virtue ! . . . What unknown 
Conjugal love ! . . . Unfortunate Admetus, 

If at this price alone ’tis thine to live ! 

Scene IV. 
chorus. 

Strophe . 

0 Goddess of Avernus dread, attend 
With kindness to our vows to thee ; 

If it indeed may be 

That living voice of mortal prayer can wend 
Beyond sad Acheron’s ill-fated shore, 

And down to thy dark realms descend : 

With eyes with bitter weeping teeming o’er, 

And trembling at Admetus’ peril all, 

Thy Deity with Tev’rence we implore, 

That thou wilt kindly deign to call 
On never-sated, greedy Death to spare 
A man- so loved, of piety so rare. 
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Solfe stay of his declining parents he ; 

And *tis most probable that they, 

To helpless grief a prey, 

Swept from the book of living men would be : * 
Admetus, hope of Thessaly’s fair land, 

Who would with him extinguish’d see 
Her happy state, and at one blow unmann’d 
That pow’r in which she now securely lies ; 

Unless ho first have train’d, to her command. 
His children in sagacious wise : 

Yes, indispensable is his control ; 

Ho and Alcestis havo two frames, one soul. 

Epode, 

If thou near Etna’s billowy strand one day 
Wert taken, ana thy captor did not seem 
Hateful to thee, nor didst thou deem 
Bitter the tenor of his ardent vows ; 

Thou whose compassion others’ woes arouse, 
Whoso heart affection conjugal doth sway. 

Of this fond loving and re-lov&l spouso, 
Goddess, destroy not now the bliss, we pray ! 


ACT II. 

Scene I. 

CHORUS, ADMETUS. 

Chorus. What seo I? can it be? Admetus comes 
'Hither with happy, free and lightsome step ! 

Just now he stood at death’s own door, and yet 
Is here so soon ? . . . Admetus, may we trust 
Our eyes ? 

Adm. Yes, women, so it is ! made whole 
Am I in body in one single moment? 

But not in mind. 

Chorus. What is the matter ? why 

Dost turn thy looks around in troubled fashion ? 
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Adm. 0 tell me, where is my divine Alcestis ? 

I seek her ov’rywhere in vain. 

Chorus. Just now, 

Upon this sacred threshold of tho palace, 

She with loud voice invited us ; and then 
Commanded us to sing our hymns devout . . . 

Adm . To Proserpine ? 

Chorus . Yes. She meanwhile directed 

Her footsteps tow’rds her chamber actively ; 
Preparing for the sacrifice perchance, 

Which she enjoin’d us to make ready here. 

Adm. Go quickly on her traces ; go : it may be 
That in Apollo’s chapel she devoutly 
The due ablutions is performing now : 

Ah, find her then, and let her hear from you 
That I am whole, although with trembling fill’d, 
And, at this fatal Goddess’ feet bow’d down, 

Await her here. 

Scene II. 

ADMETUS. 

Adm. Alas ! for whom did she 

Bid them prepare a sacrifice? — Ah, hear me, 
Avernus’ potent Goddess ; thou, who erst 
Didst summon me in fearful tones, as one 
Who was thy certain victim ; quickly now, 

If it so be that that late horrid vision 
Which came to me is a reality, 

Quickly take back again my feeble frame. 

Upon such terms I cannot live. Behold, 

I bow before thy image, with black crowns 
Of fun’ral cypresses adorn’d so fitly : 

Invoking thee, and praying thee to give mo 
Sooner a thousand deaths, than let me see 
That vision e’er fulfill’d. 

Scene III. 

• ■ 

PUERES, ADMETUS. 

Pier. I to this threshold 

Of my beloved son return once more* 
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Anxious and trembling : yet I cannot bear 
Long tg be absent from it. Those wild words 
Wretched Alcestis utter’d, leave me not 
One moment of repose. I will at least 
Find out with my own eyes, if risen yet 
From off his wearisome and fatal couch 
Admetus is. 

Adm. 1 Admetus? Who doth call me ? 

What see I ? Heav’ns I thou, father ? 

Pher. Heav’n be praised ! 

Thy full recovery at least is true : 

The instantaneous manner of thy cure 
Prodigious also is. 0 my sweet son, 

My only son, thee I embrace once more 
Restored at length ! ami once again may I 
In thee repose my ev’ry hope, the hope 
Of the whole kingdom, and the hope of all. 

Adm. Why speakest fhou of hope ? Ah, no ! Thou soe'st 
me 

Restored in looks perchance, but more unhappy 
A thousand timos than in the lap of death, 

As I so lately stood. A dreadful fear, 

Surely not natural, has on me seized, 

0 father : and my ev’ry step, my words, 

My thoughts, my terrors, my astonish’d soul 
All agitated, and my sighs profound ; 

All this (thou see’st it woll) points out the change 
Of that foul mortal illness of the body 
Into a new, and far more horrible 
Sickness of mind. 

Pher . I scarcely can refrain 

From weeping. — Ah, my son ; thou then hast Been 
•Alcestis, and from her hast learnt • . . 

Adm. As yet 

1 have not seen her, since I’ve gazed again, 

With eyes no longer glazed 'in death, upon 
The sun's fair light. Each corner of the palace 
I search’d as soon as I had risen, hoping 

To find her, but in vain : at length I sent 
Her faithful matrons, whom I met with here, 

1 Raising his head from the ground. 
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To search for her within ; here I meanwhile 
Am waiting for her. Ah, how many things 
Have I to tell to thee, Alcestis dear, 

All tremblingly ! in thy celestial heart 
Relief from all my passions shall I find : 

’Tis thou alone who canst (if any may) 

To calm restore my troubled spirits. 

Pher . Heavens ! 

Unhappy son I ... 0 hear me ! do thy best 
Some slight amount of quiet to restore, 

Before thou seo’st her, to thy still infirm 
And agitated senses. When we’re sick, 

Wo scarce can comprehend a sudden, full 
Return to health ; thy raving probably 
Comes from the long and sadly fever’d fibres 
Of an excited brain. 

Adm. Would it were true, 

0 father I but within my body ne er 

Dwelt there a more complete and perfect health. 

Than that which dwells thero now : I feel within me 
Each pow’r of thought in as entire perfection, 

As I have ever felt them. No, dear father, 

1 do not rave indeed : hut that quick manner 
In which 1 rose again, and then the vision, 

So palpable and dread, which shortly follow’d. 

Would have disturbance brought to ev’ry soul, 
However sound and fearless. — Yes, immersed,* 

As thou dost know, in mortal lethargy, 

But a few hours ago I lay. My eyes, 

Heavy with Stygian clouds, could see no more : 

My mind was shaded o’er, well-nigh destroy’d 
Were all my senses ; whereabouts I was, 

Or amongst whom, I knew not. Frliaps, just then, 
My loving wife and my attendants faithful 
Had left me for a little while, wrapt up 
In seeming sleep, and I remain’d alone : 

At least I think so ; for, when* I' arose, 

I found no being by my side. Meanwhile 
I lay ’tween non-existence and existence, 

When, far more burning than an earthly flame, 

A sudden ray shot through me, and com poll’d 



ALCEST1S II, 


543 


-SC. III.] 

My eyes to open. Lo> the sov’reign God v 
Apollo, •whom we once found so propitious, 

That day when he consented in this palaice 
To show himself, no more as mortal shepherd,. 

But plainly as a glorious Deity : 

So seem’d he now ; in majesty divine* 

Approach’d he near my bed, and with a light 
Celestial gesture ’neath my nostrils held 
A gentle remedy* of mighty power, 

Miraculous, sweet-scented, and life-giving £ 

At the same time ho over me extended 

His kind right hand and cried : “ Adinetus, rise: 

“ Thy parents’ prayers and those of thy rare spouse 
“Are heard : now, live.” — His words, the deed itself, 
My cure, his disappearance, all were ono. 

Straight leap’d I from the bed : full of great joy, 
Which took away my vqice, I bow’d before 
The God, who left behind him as he wont 
A splendid track of his immortal light, 

Which rose up high in air. Then, the first thought 
Which sprang up in my heart was to embrace 
My dear Alcestis ; for to me no joy, 

Which I may straightway not divide with her. 

Can be a joy. 

Pher. Sacred Apollo ! Thou 
Sov’reign protector and true Deity ! 

The lofty promises I well remember. 

Which thou at parting madost us. 

Adm. But, father, 

The whole as yet thou hast not heard : suspend 
Thy votive prayers awhile. — I turn’d me round 
Quiokly, that I might go to seek my spouse ; 

*W!ien lo, in front of me, upon the threshold 
Appear’d there, in a form of terror, Death. 

Over my head her dreadful cutting scythe 
Three times or four at least she threat’ningly 
Did brandish ; then, she cried in angry voice 
Of thunder : “ 0 Adinetus ! 0 Admitus ! 

“ A God too pow’rful now has stolen thee 
“ Away from my unerring scythe awhile ; 

“ But do not think to carry off the palm 
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M With joy from me. Yes, thou shalt live indeed : 

“ Vainly doth Phoebus try to break the laws 
“ Of changeless Destiny : yes, thou shalt live ; 

“ But in such anguish, that thou’lt wish that thou 
“ Never wert bom : a thousand times a day 
“ Thou wilt invoke me, who will deaf remain 
“ To all thy prayers, as thou wert deaf just now, 
u Willing Apollo, to my menaces.” — 

She spake : and round me spread a sudden storm 
Of darkest mist, and I was left half-dead, 

And weeping bitterly. I slowly groped 
My way along, that I might find the road 
Out of the palace : then, as if pursued, 

I hasten’d wildly on, I knew not whither, 

Calling Alcestis ; but she heard me not. 

Here found I women ; they a sacrifice 
To Proserpine prepared : before her image 
Prostrate I fell : all trembling now I stand. 

What shall I hope ? what fear ? what say ? what do ? . . . 
Ah, father, I indeed am wretched I 

Pher . What, 

What can I say ? . . . What see I ? Heav’ns ! Alcestis ? 

0 son ! 0 son ! 

Scene IV. 

ALCESTIS, PHERES, A DM E! US. 

Ale . 0 happy I ! Admetus, 

The better portion of my soul, thou livest, 

And art as whole as ever. This to us 
Promised the Deities ; let us return 
Our thanks devout; and vie in venerating 
Their high decrees, whatever they may be. 

Adm. 0 Heav’nsl Are these, my spouse beloved, are 
these 

The acts and words, which by thy love immense 
Alone inspired are now. the day that I 
To unexpected life return? 1 see thee ill, 

Squalid m face, with sorrow in thy breast ; 

Uncertain in thy words ; instead of rays 
Of joy , spread over thy ingenuous brow, 
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Prom eye to eye I see the furrows black 
Of anguish most profound. Unhappy I ! 

What can I be* if, only just escaped 
From death, 1 bring first to myself, and then 
To those whom I love best, not happiness, 

But certain grief ? Alas ! too true, I fear, 

Too true will prove to be my terrors. 

Ale . Father, 

1 little thought that I should find thee here, 

Inside our threshold. Thou not long ago 

Didst promise me that thou wouldst straightway go 

To the sad aged mother of Admetus 

And of myself, with the propitious news 

Of her cured son consoling her. 

Pher. Alcestis, 

Thy words I understand : the news already 
I've to my consort taken • 1 return there : 

And leave tliee with thy spouse. Silence meanwhile 
Each doubt within thy breast : I could not have 
The daring or tlio heart with him to’ assume 
Any of thy most sacred rights. 

Adm. What means 

The language that ye hold ? . . . 

Pher. Thou soon shalt know 

Soon shalt thou see mo here again, dear son. 

Scene V. 

ADMETUS, ALCESTIS. 

Adm. What doth this mean ? 1 see that each of you 
At my roeov’ry is as much afflicted, 

As yo were erst at my approaching death. 

• Ak. Admetus, of the Gods thou ever wort 
A worshipper profound . . . 

Adm . 1 Still more than ever 

I am so, since divine Apollo gave me 
My life in such an obvious gift. Dear spouse, 

Where wert thou then ? why wert tho# not beside me, 
At that delightful moment, at a time 
So supernatural and so tremendous? 

When disappear'd my healing Deity, 

VOL. II. * 
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Perchance the sight of thee had freed my mind 
At once from ev’ry care : thou mightst perchance 
Have from the cruel phantom rescued mo 
Which soon appear’d to me ! 

Ale . Dear husband, I 

No consolation could have brought to thee, 

And now I none Can bring. 

Adm. So bo it then ! 

At last the mortal silenco now may cease 
Of all of you. I from thy lips would learn 
That which is being by thine acts reveal’d, 

And by this fatal dumbness. Matchless woman, 

My spouse adored, Heav’n knows how much I love thee ; 

And if no other reason made mo ask 

For life, when with the love of thee compared : 

With thee alone divided, its few blessings, 

Its many sorrows can I e’er find sweet. 

But how can I take pleasure in Escaping 
From death, when knowing that above my head 
Some other cruel and unknown misfortune 
Suspended is? And thou thyself dar’st not 
Deny it. I am fill’d with dread ; I fain 
Would hear it, and I fear to hear. 

Ale . Admetus, 

’Tip written in the Fates that thou must live. 

Thy life is sacred, and is needful, too, 

For both thy ag&d parents ; and for both 
Thy tender children ; for thy spacious kingdom ; 

For thy Thessalians all. 

Adm . Alcestis, Heav’ns ! 

And dost thou reckon all, to whom my life 
Is needful, save thyself? What do I see? 

Do tears but ill repress’d at length break forth 
Over thy pallid cheeks ? a trembling wild 
In fearful fashion shakes thy tongue and all 
Thy members 1 . . . 

Ale. Ah ! no longer ’tig the time 

To hold my peace ^it is impossible 
To hide from thee so terrible a secret ; 

From me alone thou ought’st to hear it. Ah ! 

Unhappy I ! as I have had the force 
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And courage to fulfil my sacred duty, 

0 would that I were likewise better able 
Its cruef issues to dissimulate 1 

But Nature still asserts imperious sway 
Over her Tights : alas ! I am too much 
A mother : and I was thy spouse . . . 

Adm. What words ! . . . 

Ale. No longer can I say I am so still. 

Adm. A mortal chill steals o’er my heart. No longer 
Art thou my spouse ? 

Ale. I’m thine, for a few hours . . . 

Adm. What meanest thou? who’ll dare to take thee 
from me ? 

Ale. The Deities ; who gave me to thee. I 
Have sworn to them my willing death, to save thee 
Prom death. Irrevocable Fate thus wills it. 

Adm. Ah, merciless, mad woman ! and from death 
Hast thou saved me, thydfelf to death devoting? 

Two at one blow hast thou destroy’d : our children 
Thou, cruel one, hast robb’d of both their parents. 

And thou a mother art? 

Ale. I was a wife 

Before a mother : less to them the loss, 

If, rather than their father, me they lose. 

Adm. Atd dost thou think it possible, Aleestis, 

That I can thee survive ? 

Ale. All’s possible 

Unto the Gods : and they command thee so. 

Have I to teach thee to obey, revere them, 

Admetus, who deem’st piety a law ? 

They will’d thy sickness ; then they placed in doubt 
Thy very life ; they gave thee presently 
As ’fyrere a second life ; and claim’d instead 
To have some dear one as their victim : they 
(How oanst thou doubt it?) guided me, weak mother, 

Me, loving spouse, to the great sacrifice 
Of my existence, in the place of thine, 

With hand invisible ; yes, they alone. • 

Adm. The Deities? Ah, no ! the Gods of Hell . . . 

Ale. What d&r’st thou say, alas! Within my heart 

1 feel a heav’n-sent indescribable 
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High daring, superhuman. Never may 
My dear Admetus vanquish’d he by. me 
In manly courago, or in full and holy 
Obodience unto Hoav’n. Thou mayst suppose 
How much it costs me thus to die : I see 
Full well that it will cost thoe far, far more, 

To have thus to survive mo. Lot us both 
Vie with oach other, — for our children’s love, 

And for thy kingdom’s glory and advantage, 

And to bequeath a sacred monument 
Of genuine piety, — in now electing, 

The one to die, tho other to survive, 

Though each will thereby lose the dearest half 
Of self. Thou dost not wish to give the lie 
Unto my vows: nor couldst thou, didst thou wish. 
Thy life no more depends upon thyself : 

Sole master of it is that great Apollo, 

Who has preserved it. 1 already see 
II is Deity, as though it were invoked 
By what I say, infusing a mute tremor 
Through thee : thou dar’st not answer : ana in me 
The mortal fever spreads incurable, 

Still more and more. 

Scene VI. 

CHORUS, ALCESTIS, ADMETUS. 

Ale . Ye have arrived in time, 

0 women : this unhappy ono I leave 

A few short moments in your charge, till I 
Return : ye must not from his side depart 
Ono single step. ’Tie needful that my children 
Be with me when tho fatal hour arrives : 

1 will return with them ; and then remain. 

CHORUS. 

Strophe 7. 

What fatal favor has been pour’d 
Upon Admetus’ house by Heaven, 

Since, though her spouse has been restored, 
More mournful than before we see 
Great Felias’ daughter so adored ? 
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All from his presence, too, are driven ; 

• In mournful posture he 
Stands motionless, scarce- draws his breath, 
His bosom by a secret arrow riven : 

This dread return to life appears to be * 
More sad to him than even death. 

Antistrophe I. 

The black and dreadful tempest raves 
With fury, and on cither hand 
Flogg’d fiercely by tho cruel waves 
Is the wing’d bark of noble pine, 

Which in its course each danger braves, 
Hoping to reach tho long-sought strand. 

A Destiny divino 
Let her not be the waters’ prey : 

But what avails # it her to come to land, 

If sails, yards, rudder, ev’ry sign 
Of her late prowess havo been swept away ? 


Strophe JL 

Such is Admetus, who may now not die ; 

He does not therefore live, alas ! 

Because the Fates a perfect death deny. 

The man who pines in misery 

Not living is : he’s but a pen of glass, 

That writes on adamant, and then is broken 
On tho harsh whetstone of an adverse fate, 

Whose stern decrees, when once they have been spoken, 
No human pow’r can abrogate. 

Admetus’ grief is graven on his brow, 

* That hope in him is dead for ever now. 

Antistrophe II, 

0 thou Latona’s glorious son so fair, 

Of Delos the great Deity, # 

If thou from out of Death’s fierce claws didst tear, 
With but one single look, the heir 
Of a great family so dear to thee, 
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To whose devoted and untiring zeal 

Thou, in thy bitter exile, when disguised • 
In shepherd’s form, didst thy reward reveal ; 

Ah ! he was not by thee thus prized. 

That he might then in endless sorrow dwell : 
Thou, who hast pow’r, his ev’ry grief dispel ! 


ACT III. 

Scene I. 

Alcestis, holding her son Eumelus and her daughter by the 
handjfollaived and supported by various maidens. Admetus 
apart , and Chorus. 

Ale. My faithful maidens, hero spread out ray couch, 
Before the feet of yonder sacred image 
Of this dread Goddess : here niUBt I m 3 7 self 
Her victim offer up. Meanwhile, my children, 

Go ye together to your father : he 

(Do ye not see?) stands mute and sorrowful, 

Apd lonely there : but precious health once more 
Revives in him, so far as he may have it, 

And for your sakes he’ll live. Now go, and wreathe 
Your innocent and loving arms around 
His neck. 

Eum. My dearest father, is it true 
That we again behold you raised to life ? 

0 what great joy is ours ! 

Adm. Alas, no joy 

Is left us now ! Go, leave me ; quick depart ; 

My grief is far too cruel : in the world 

1 know no more affection : know no more 
That I’m a father. 

Eum . Ah t What do I hear ! 

That we’re no morethy children ? Such strange words 
I understand not. Clasp him tighter, sister ; 

Compel him to embrace us in return. 

Adm. My children ! . . . 0 my children t . . . 0 what 
arrows 
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Are in my heart your innocent soft words, 

And kisses innocent ! I’m no more equal 
To such fierce torture. Yes, your gentle accents 
Have pierced mo through, and forcibly recall 
The gentle sound of my Alcestis’ voice. — 

Alcestis, 0 Alcestis ! — My dear spouse 
The flow’r was of her sex : no woman e’er 
Was by her consort loved, as she ; yet she 
Was the ungrateful, cruel, impious one, 

Who would abandon husband and her children ! — 

My children, yos, ’tis she who fain would rob you 
At tho same time of both your parents dear. 

Ale. 1 0 agony ! I hear the cruel words 
Of desperate Admetus. ’Tis my duty, 

Whate’er the cost, to hasten to his aid 

With my remaining strength. 0 women, come ; 

Support me, and approach the hapless one, 

That he may see and hear mo. 

Adm. Heav’ns ! Alcestis ? 

See I thee still? and is it thou thyself 
That comest to my succor? hear I thee 
Whilst thou art dying ? To thy couch return, 

I pray thee : ’tis my duty there to stand 
Beside thee, when thus weak. 

Ale . All care of me 

Is only vain : it certainly is right . . . 

Adm . What voice ! What looks ! Those eyes, that now I 
see, 

Buried beneath a death-portending mist, 

Are they, alas ! those once so beaming eyes, 

That were my light, my oomfort, and my life? 

How dark the ray which now I shining see 
*On»my bow’d head ! how moribund the voice 
That on my heart falls heavily I thou diest, 

Too fond Alcestis ; and for me thou diest I 
Chorus. Behold the fatal secret ! Now we know 
The meaning of the divers fearful ravings 
Of both of them. * 

Adm. Alcestis, didst thou raise 

In thy compassion this my sinking head, 

1 ’ Rising, supported, from her couch. 
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Now hanging down again, with the expiring 
Last, vital effort of thy fev’rish hand 9 — 

Ah, from that deadly touch 1 feel already 
My desp’rate fury waking once again, 

And with redoubled strength. I gain my feet, 

Bun to tho imago of that greedy Goddess, 

Who now awaits thy victim: there will J, 

Before thou diest, immolate myself. 

Ale. All fury is in vain : our children, these 
Pherscan noble matrons, and these faithful 
Maidens of ours, half- dead Alcestis too, 

All stand hero as a potent obstacle 
To all thy cruel and insane designs. 

Do ye oppose, my children, the wild movements 
Of your poor father : and around his knees 
Entwine yourselves, and hang upon him thus. 

Adm. In vain oach obstacle ; in vain the will 
Of Dcitios. I’m master of my days : 

1 am, and swear . . . 

Ale . Thou once didst swear, Admctus, 

For thy dear children’s sako to live : to me 
Thou swarest. Each irrev’rent fatal oath 
Which thou mightst impiously attempt to make 
Against the Deities’ high will, in vain, 

E’en if th^y wish’d it, would thy lips devout 
Attempt to utter, by the Deities 

Themselves chain’d down. Behold : while I am speaking 
The Gods are lending strength ; and they command 
Sublime endurance on thy part, transfused 
Through me to theo : surrender to their will. 

Come ; calm thyself; assist me; and become, 

As is thy duty, my sweet comforter 

In that last stage to which I now draw nigh : 

But at this fatal time inflict not on me 
A martyrdom that is far worse than death. 

Accompany me now, 0 faithful one ! 

Chorus . What pow’r is in her words ! Admetus* fury 
the sweet charm of tho celestial accents 
Of her now dying, falls. 

Ale. No more resists he 

The arrows which are wing’d by reason true. 
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Women, roturn we now with paces slow 
To where my couch expects me. 

Chorus. Thou, too, come, 

Admetus, to her side. Meanwhile, who knows 
. Whether the Gods have not thus will'd it all, 
Solely in order to the proof to put 
Your courage and your love and piety? 

No, we as yet do not esteem all hope 
As dead. 

Ale . Admetus, sculptured in thy face 
Full well i read the words which thy wild sobs 
So deep forbid thy lips to speak. 1, too, 

With difficulty speak ; but it is needful 
That thou shouldst bear impress’d upon thy heart, 
Until the tomb, my final words. Now, hear them ; 
Pregnant with conjugal, maternal love, 

They may bo grievous, but they vital are. 

Neither in words, nor even in my thoughts, 

Will I insult thee with the supposition 
That thou wilt ever as a spouse extend 
To any other woman thy right hand. 

No, thou, Admetus, never would st inflict 
On these our dearly-loved and common children 
A stepmother : unworthy were indeed 
Such a suspicion of our love immense. 

Ah, this is not the fear which now I fool 
In leaving thee! My only fear is this : 

That thou, too obstinate and too immersed 
In wicked sorrow, to thy children’s hurt, 

And to the hurt of kingdom and thyself, 

Mayst seek to rob them all of all the fruit 
Of my emprise, or by neglecting, or 
•Bj%short*ning e’en thy days. But these shall be 
Thy curb. Behold, I place within thy hand 
This thy and mv dear daughter ; lasting image 
Of her true mother, keep her by thy side, 

Live for her sake ; in thy default, remember 
None will remain who at the fitting *imo 
A worthy spouse can choose for her. And this 
Our graceful only heir, this hope of all 
. The realms of Thessaly, in thy default 
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Who can instruct him how to govern well, 

And furnish him with help and proud example? * 

Scene II. 

Pheres, Alcestis, Admetus, Chorus, and the children of 
Admetus . 

Ale. Come now, 0 father ; join thyself to us ; 

Gaze on thy hapless son, who now has lost 
Voice, senses, strength. It is for him I tremble, 

And yet I needs must leave him. At his side 
Do thou stand ever, as a closo observer 
Of all his movements. — I am silent : all 
My sacrifice is well-nigh perfected. 

Pher . My son, embrace mo : to thy father turn 
Thy looks, I pray. 

Adm. My father? artjhou he? 

Pher . 0 Heavens ! what hear I ! art not thou a 
father ? 

Adm . I was ; but am no longer one : the sight 
Of my late children gives me pain : thy sight, 

0 Pheres, causes rather wrath than sorrow. 

Pher . Dost thou address me thus? and call mo not 
E’en by the name of father? 

Ale . Ah, what strange 

Unnatural accents from Admetus’ lips # 

Do I now hear I 

Adm. Those accents are my own, 

And just ones too, to which I utt’rance gavo. 

0 Pheres, art not thou the only cause, 

The wicked cause of all my dreadful loss ? 

Thou sentest, all against my will, to Delphi 
The oracle to seek by force ; whilst I, 

As if I then divined the fatal gift 
The Gods intended me, did all I could 
In order to prevent what they decreed 
Coining to light I, oonquer’d then by illness, 

Besignd to destiny, ind from myself 
Divided in great part, was swiftly going 
Into the tomb, without peroeiving it ; 

Why didst thou draw me out? f . ♦ 
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Pher. Dost thou then deem 

My love paternal as a crime, forsooth? 

In this did I offend thee ? Son ! could I 
In the full vigor of thy years behold thee 
Perish, and not attempt by ev’ry means, 

Both human and celestial, to preserve thee? 

Adm. Hast, with thy cruel oracle, then saved me ? 
Am I not still condemn’d to die ? my death 
Far more unmerciful and terrible 
Will be. But, toll me how it was that, when 
From Delphi that ill-omen’d answer came, 

It was the greedy ears of my Alcestis, 

Bather than thine, which were the first to hear it ? 
Why, if a willing victim in my place 
Must needs be offer’d up to Orcus dread, 

Why wert not thou the first, the only one, 

As thou dost boast of ijiy excessive love 
For me, thy only son, why wert not thou 
Ready with thy own life to ransom me 
From death? 

Ale. My husband, canst thou venture now 

Thus to degrade thyself with suoh wild talk? 

Art thou o’erflowing with a wicked anger 
Against thy father? dost thou dare to ask, 

Nay, harshly to demand the death of him 
Who brought thee into being? 

Pher. Son, though bitter, 

I find thy reprimand not altogether 
Unjust : although thou dost not fully know 
That which is to Alcestis known too well. 

She can explain, how many and what arts 
She practised to delude me, and to rob me 
(Jf the great privilege of dying for thee. 

Ale . He speaks the trutn, Admetus. I it was, 
Who first did intercept the oraole : 

I then all means of its accomplishment 
Pre-ocoupied with skill : it was too clear 
To me that such a gen’rous sacrifice 
Was mine to make, and I assumed it then : 

All love gives way to that of spouse. The moment, 
In which thou knew’st that one of us must go 
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As an exchange to Styx, in place of thee, 

That very moment heard my solemn oath 
To go to Styx for thee. Thenceforth thy safety 
Was in my hand ; I nover ask’d from others 
That which I could, and wish’d, and ought myself. 

Pher. Thou shalt not hear mo lmiko a boast , Admetus, 
Of greater virtue than I ought to claim. 

How great the love for theo that fills my breast, 

My only son, without my telling thee, 

Thou knowest well; ’tis told thee by the sceptre, 

Which I before the time to thee made over 
In green old ago. By my own hand my power 
Annihilated was, to make thee king, 

Whilst still I lived, of Thessaly and me. 

This was a proof, believe me, which naught else 
Could equal ; I repent not ; I’m content 
When by thy subjects theo I see adored. 

When thus the king in me the father vanquish’d, 

My glory all became wrapp’d up in thine. 

Laying aside each thought of vain ambition, 

I lived a happy private life beside 
My consort. Here I’ll not deny, nor blush 
In telling theo, how sweet has been to me 
The lifo which I havo for so many years 
Divided with a woman so beloved, 

Thy venerable and most noble mother : 

She is the mirror of my soul ; for her 
I live ; and in her live. 

Chorus . 0 what pure heart ! 

What virtue ! 

Pier, 0 Admetus, that same love, 

Which desperately now has driven thee 

To outrage thus thy father ; that same love 

Felt by a husband, and in me not dimm’d 

By weight of years, perchance would have deprived me 

Of that sublime devotion, which has made 

Alcestis over each male breast to triumph. 

To die for thee I maybe had not courage, y 
If I must leave my wife : but, if two victims, 

Instead of one, had to be offer’d up 
To Pluto; had my failing loving wife 
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Been call’d upon to die a natural death : 

In such a ease 1 had not hesitated 
To follow her one moment, being freed 
From all the ties which fasten’d mo to life. 

It would have been far different if I 
Sad had now to abandon to bersolf, 

And to a solitary sad old ago, 

My dear companion of so many lustres, 

At such an ago, in such weak health. 0 Heavens ! 

A dreadful chill runs through my ev’ry vein, 

At the mere thought of this. And yet, to save thee, 

My dearest son (if I the oracle 

Had learnt beforo her) 1 had freely given, 

Even at such a price immense as this, 

My life for thine : I ITeav’n invoke as witness ; 

And thy Alcestis I invoke, who learnt 
The oracle before me, and discover’d 
The truthful meaning df my grief. 

Ale . *Twas I, 

(And with what art !) ’twas I alone deceived him, 
And would not let him dio. 

Adm. 0 spouse ! 0 father ! 

It was not needful for thee, no, to utter 
So many and such burning words of passion, 

With which thou in a thousand fearful ways 
Hast pierced my heart, to make me stand before thee, 
Full of deep shame and terrible remorse, 

And inexpressible excessive grief. 

If thee I outraged, I had lost my senses. 

Through anguish wild. — Alcestis ! 0 Alcestis ! 

IIow often shall I call thee, and in vain! 

Ale . Father, and husband, names Moved, I soon 
M^st leave you, and for ever. Laws to you 
Be these my words which nothing breathe but peace, 
The last that I shall utter hore. In thee, 

Pheres, as in a mirror clear, shone forth 
Through all thy words the speechless purity 
And sacred sweetness of the fond affections 
Of father and of husband ; thou, Admetus, 

Father and husband art, but son as well ; 

Let both thy parents ever be to thoe 
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Sacred ; and thy right hand shall be my pledge, 

That thou wilt for our children live. And now 
Receive from her who is thy spouse adored 
The last embraoe. 

Adm. And in that last embrace 

1st possible that I shall not expire ? . . . 

Ale. Kind women, now remove with gentle force 
This hapless one from me ; and with him take 
These tonder children. Children, fare ye well ! — 

And now is all fulfill’d. Bo it thy care, 

Pheres, to watch o’er my unhappy spouse, 

And never to abandon him. 

Eum. 1 Dear mother, 

Dost thou abandon us ? dost part us from thee ? 

. Pher. Our tears have robb’d us of all pow’r of speech. 
Alas I Admetus, more half-dead than she, 

Has lost his senses utterly. 0 women, 

Farther away let’s drag him ; altogether 
Out of Alcestis’ sight. 

Ale. 0 ye, my faithful 

Attendants, render me, I pray, your last 
And pious offices : these torpid limbs 
Compose in quiet modest attitude 
For my approaching death . . . 

The Chorus of Alcestis . She scarce can utter 

Her fev’rish accents ! Ah, ’tis well-nigh over ! 

CHORUS. 

The Chorus of Alcestis , 2 
Strophe I. 

Mutely, resignedly 
Now let us grieve : 

Woe, if that wretched one 
E’er should perceive 
How bitterly we sigh ! 

, 1 Turning round towards her. 

* The Chorus is divided into two parts, one half surrounding Alcestis, 
whilst the other draws aside around Admetus* They theu sing separately 
in turns. The Chorus of Alcestis sings its Strophe L aotto voce: then the 
Chorus of Admetus its Strophe II. ; and so on until the end of Epode II. 
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Antistrophe I. 

Quick, friend, her sinking head 
Gently repose ; 

Thou, too, her dying eyes 
Tenderly close : 

Still sweet, though death so nigh. 

Epode I 

How long, she vainly pants for breath, 
Before the fight is done, 

Before the victory’s won 
O’er life by cruel death ! 

0 Death, completo 

Thy work ! quick come, 

And end the martyrdom 
Of her the sweet 
Celestial brave Alcestis, 

Who of all mortals best is, 

And should not die. 

chorus. 

The Chorus of Admetus. 

Strophe II. 

*Tis not sufficient here to stand, 

And hide from him the dread catastrophe, 

By circling him with our light band, 

Wliile motionless and mute remaineth he : 

His hearing we must cheat as well. 

Antistrophe II. 

Hope never can be wholly dead, 

For those who reverence the Gods above; 

% Its comforts Hoav’n will ofttimes shod 

On him who mourns with pure, submissive love : 

Tow’rd Heav'n let our loud ohorus swell. 

Epode II * 

0 pray then, pray 1 Q pray ! 

What else can mortals do, all bom to weeping, 

O’er whom the iron Fates their watoh are keeping ? 
0 Jove, great Jove ! 
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Thou ruler of the universe, 

O do not utterly immerse 
In sorrow’s sea this man to-day, 
Who doth not move 
Or eye or foot ; 

This son, whose sole pursuit 
Is to revere his father and obey. 


ACT IV. 

SCICNE I. 

Alcestis, surrounded by her maidens , and by part of the 
Chorus: Admetus, on the opposite side , surrounded by 
Pheres, Eumelus, his daughter , and the other part of the 
Chorus. At the end of the lyric Qiorus, Hercules advances 
on the stage . 

The Chorus of Alcestis. Who is this lofty hero who now 
comes, 

Of superhuman looks ? It is indeed 
Alcmena’s gen’rous son ; within this palace 
Seen by us a few years ago. 0 noble 
Offspring of Jove, what cause has led thee now 
To turn thy steps at such a time tow’rds this 
Unhappy threshold ? 

Here . Hearing the bad news, 

My course 1 alter’d, and I hither came. 

Admetus was a prey to mortal illness, 

I heard, and hast’ning to the tomb : how sweet. 

And yet how sad, will be to me the sight 
Of my illustrious friend ! But say, have I 
Not come in time ? 

The Chorus of Alcestis. Alas ! thou know’st not all. 
Admetus lives, and whole in body. Heavens ! . . . 

But his adored Alcestis in his place 
Pies of her own accord. Behold her : she 
This moment breathes her latest breath ... 

Here. Sad sight ! „ 

What is’t ye tell me, women ? O sublime 
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UnequalFd wife ! 0 thou of men most wretched, 

Admetua! But where is he? 1 would see him . . . 

The Chorus of Alcestis. Ah, no ! attempt not farther to 
proceed : 

There stands Admetus, reft of all his senses, 

And well-nigh dead, surrounded by his children : 

Phercs, his father, to his sido alone 
Draws near with tears : only by force just now 
With difficulty dragg’d he him away 
From off the neck of liis expiring wifo ; 

Wert thou to wake him from his lethargy, 

’T would be the worse ; e’en thou wouldst havo no power 
To comfort him. 

Here. Who knows? — Meanwhile ’tis vain 

To linger here. Alcestis still, methinks, 

Is living. 

The Chorus of Alcestis. yes, the very slightest breath 
Wbtch scarce would cause a moment’s flickering 
In the thin flame of a small taper, issues 
Out of her dying lips from time to time. 

But, ev’ry sonse has fled, and both her eyes 
Are nearly closed ; and through her ev’ry limb 
Already creeps a torpor ohill . . . 

Here. Enough 

That I have seen her on this side the waves 
Of Styx, from whence there’s no roturn. Do ye, 

0 faithful women, silently at once 
Convey her in the hottest haste along 
The most secluded road, inside the great 
Temple of Mercury and of Apollo. 

There, to that sacred ancient prophetess 
Entrust hor in my namo ; let each of you 
Either return directly afterwards ; 

And woe if, ere I hither come myself, 

Any of you attempt to tell the tale 
To sad Admetus. Quickly go, and be 
So silent, that the band around Admetus, 

Buried in its own grief, may be unable* 

.Either to see or hear you. And, 0 women, 

Dread Je the anger of my mighty father, 

<&eat Jove, as well as my fierce indignation, 

TOL. ii. + /2o 
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If to the very letter ye fulfil not 

These my commands both wisely and discreetly. * 

Scene II. 

Hercules, Pheres, Admetus, the children of Admetus , and 
part of the CnoRUS. 

Here. 1 I have good hopes : if but just Heav’n will deign 
To smile upon my vows. But now at length 
Out of our sight has pass’d away the sad 
Procession which I bade accompany 
The half-dead body. This is just the time, 

When I may venture briefly to address 
Unfortunato Admetus. — Will ye give 
To an old guest admission ? 

The Chorus of Admetus. Hercules ! 

Pher. What see I? Heav’ns ! 

Here. Admetus ! 0 Admetus ! « 

I pray thee, raise thy head : thine eyes re-open, 

And look upon a true and loving friend, 

Who, hearing of thy illness, straightway turn’d 
Tow’rds thee his steps. What ? not one single sign 
Of a live man ? dost welcome thus Alcides? 

Adm. Who of Alcides spoke ? That voice ! . . 0 Heav’ns I 
Do I see rightly ? Faithful Hercules, 

Was it thy lips that call’d me then ? — Am I 
Awake, or do I rave ? 

Here. Thou see’st the truth : 

I’m Hercules, and reach thee just in time. 

Aim. What say’st thou ? Ah, thou art too late ! ex- 
tinct 

For ever is my happiness . . . 

Here. Cheer up I f 

Narrate me nothing ; all I know : believe me, 

All hope is not yet dead : thou art the friend 
Of Hercules : his friends, the Deities ; 

A certain God as well, who urged me hither. 

* So I command thee*; hope. 

Aim. What words ! what joy ! 

Can it indeed be so?. . . Can my Aloestis 

1 Aside. 
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From cruel Pluto ransom’d be? ... I feel 
A vital §rc throughout my frozen veins 
Kindled anew at thy glad words. — What say I ? 
Unhappy I ! too vain and flatt’ring is 
The fond deceit ! A dread, eternal Fate. . 

Who could e’er break ? not Jove himself . . . 

Here, To me 

Avornus’ roads are known ; thou know’st it well : 

But I must now no longer tarry here ; 

Yet soon, Admetus, thou once more shalt see me, 

And on this threshold. I will say no more. 

Strictly do I enjoin thee, not one step 
To move outside the limits of this threshold, 

Until I have return’d ; thou must not move 
Thy feet to enter further in the palace, 

Or to proceed outside. Ero very long, 

And in this very plaoe. I’ll bring to thee 
What comfort, scarce I kfiow ; but not a light one. 

Adm. Great hero, suffer mo at least to bow 
Before thy superhuman valor first : 

My heart hast thou with courage fill’d . . . 

Here, Thou soon 

Shalt find a time for venting thy emotions. — 

Pheres, thou best of sires, do thou meanwhile. 

And ye, Pheraean matrons, by his side 
All stand. I go : I trust him to you all. 

Scene III. 

Pheres, Admetus with his children , and part of the Chorus. 

Pher . Dost see now, son beloved, dost thou see, 

How, if a man with pureness lives ’mongst mortals; 

The ^cities religiously observing, 

He finds them as his friends in oase of need ? 

And, when he least expects it, sees a truce 
Or remedy arise for all his ills? 

Adm* In truth, to my intense and cureless grief 
The accents of great Hercules appear'd# 

To give a little truce ; as did the sight 
Of his calm brow, on action so resolved. 

Aloestis therefore is in no worse case 

# *o2 
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Than she was just bofore. 0 Death, hast thou 
Suspended for a time thy fierce assau] ts ? 

Como, then, unloose the circle which yo made 
In kindness round my body ; tow’rds her open 
A frosh access ; at any rato onco more 
Let me behold her. Children, let us come, 

Once more approaching her whom wo adore. — 

What do I see v what dreadful lonely void 
Is form’d there now ? Is yonder not the image 
Of the dread Goddess of Avemus ? lately 
Alcestis lay upon her bed of death 
Before its lofty baso, her women round her : 

Where are they now ? where is the bed ? 0 Heavens ! 
Alcestis disappear’d ! . . . 

Pher. What can have happen’d ? 

The Chorus of Admetus. Our women vanish’d with her ! 
Adm. t 0 Alcestis ! 

Alcestis, where art thou ? 

Pher. With wonderment 

I see the place desorted. 

Adm. Be your stupor 

Or true or feign’d, yet your uncertain words, 

The pallor of your faces, and your tears, 

Too ill, alas ! repress’d, your ev’ry act, 

Annihilate each hope I had conceived, 

And plunge them baok in everlasting night. 

Alcestis lives no longer. — 0 Alcides, 

Couldst thou thus turn my grief to ridicule ? 

Just at the moment when my joy in life 
Was quench’d for ever, didst thou flatter mo 
With feign’d emotions? Madness ! and did ye, 

Ye also join with him in cheating me ? 

Whore is she, where? I needs must see her : dead, 

Or living, I must see her : 0 Alocstis, 

I would precipitate myself upon 

Thy much-loved body, and there breathe my last. 

Pher. Be calm, I pray thee ; hear mo ; soon we’ll know 
The truth ; but I cro not believe her dead. 

The Chorus of Admetus. Lo, our companions swiftly 
hasten back. 

Thou shalt know all. 
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Scene IV. 

the CHofeus op alcestis, admetus, PiiERES, the children, and 
THE CHORUS OF ADMETUS. 

Adm. Whence come ye, 0 ye women ? 

Where go ye now ? Where is Alcestis ? I 
Demand her of you, I would see her. Well, . . . 

What see I ? ye are troubled ; pale, and mute, 

And trembling . . . Ah, unhappy I ! tho truth 
I see too well : extinguish’d is my life : 

All is now over. But ye must not think 
Her much-loved body to withdraw from out 
My sight, as long as I this hateful light 
Must bear : I’ll go and find it . . . 

Pher . Ah, my son ! 

Dost not remember, that Abides bade thee 
Not to set foot outside the palace bounds, 

But to await him here ? * 

The Chorus of Adnietus. While us ho bade 
To stand beside thee, and prevent thee . . . 

Adm. Vainly, 

Vainly do ye, whoo’or and what ye be, 

Ye cruel, weak, and also vulgar friends, 

Conspire against me all. Far different 
Is my deep grief, than all tho useless chill 
Of your fallacious arguments. My deeds 
Are not the deeds of one insane ; my firm 
And perfect will, any desperation fierce, 

Daughter invincible of reasoning sense, 

These now impose upon me the decided 
Resolve irrevocable, from tho which 
Nor ye, nor time, nor all Olympus’ Gods, 

•Noi^ those of the Abyss, shall e’er divert me. 

Women, once more I say it ; I demand 
My consort’s body. 

The Chorus of Alcestis . Thou nor canst nor oughtst 
To see her noy : but we may swear to thee, 

, That she was still alive ... * 

Adm. 0 ye as perjured 

As ye are foolish, for what purpose use 
Words thus confused? In vain would ye deceive me. 

Did I not see her on this fatal spot 
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Not long ago with scarce a breath of life? 

And on mine ears are there not sounding still 
The frail last accents of her dying voice ? 

Thou, father, flidst remove me forcibly 
Prom her dear neck. Unhappy I ! and I 
Shall see her ne’er again ? Those terrible 
And yet sweet words of hers that I then heard. 

Were thoy indeed her last? 

Pher . My only son, 

Beloved Admetus, open, I entreat thee, 

Thy mind to reason. Hercules in short . . . 

Adm. Deceitful friend, to me gave Hercules 
The final blow. — But he indeed spoke true, 

In saying that I must not leave this spot : 

Here will I stay for ever. How could I 
Advance my foot inside ? No,#never, no, 

Within these mute and mournful thresholds, where 
I lived so happily with her, nor envied 
The Deities themselves, the lover loved 
Of my Alcestis ; no, within these thresholds, 

Alive 1 ne’er will enter more. Ere long 
I’ll go from here, and loudly call upon 
Thy name adored : but as for that ill-omen’d 
Sad nuptial couch, which erst received us both. 

I’ll never see it more, nor that dear seat 
On which it was thy wont to sit . . . Sad sight t 
Deserted now . . . Here didst thou die, Alcestis : 

And here, too, I must breathe my last ; and shortly, 

I swear it. 

Pher . Say not so : thou hast already 

Tacitly promised to Alcestis’ self, 

That thou wilt for thy children live. 

Adm . Dear children l ? 

My and AloestiB’ children, come ye both 
Into my arms, and for the last time too. 

Thou, little maiden, come; that the last kisses 
Be fixed on thee of father and of husband. 

The living mirror of <hy darling mother 
Thou art, too much so. 0 rare forms ! 0 ye, 

Who nourish’d in your breasts esteem and love ’ 

And wonder for the goodness $nd the beauty 
Of that incomparable woman ; ye 
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Who may survive her, let it be your care 
That for the world her form divine be kept 
Intact ;*let workmen skill’d immortalize her 
In painting and in marble and in bronze ; 

So that to our remote posterity * 

The imago of such virtue in such beauty 
May, as though living, pass. 

Eum. Ah ! shall not we 

Ever again behold her? 

Adm. 0 sad words ! 

Quick, from my side these wretched orphan children 
Bomove ye : 1 no more can look upon them. 

0 Death, do thou haste on ; 0 Death, haste on 
Thy second slaughter. Dead Alcestis is ; 

And lives Admetus ? . . . Who’ll a sword deny me ? 

A sword I’ll have. In vain do ye surround me ; 

In vain ye seek to check me. 

Pher. • And in vain 

Thou hopest to grow fierce against thysolf. 

We are too many ; thou’rt alone, unarm’d ; 

And now against thyself will we defend thee. 

And, ere thou slay thysolf, I swear that thou 
Shalt slay thy father. 

Adm . Do ye then expect 

Alive to keep me, in my own despite ? 

Full many a thousand ways there are of dying ; 

But I will not attempt them furtively. 

And now I choose you as the witnesses 
Of my immutable and last deoision. — 

To both celestial and infernal Gods 

1 swear, that from this time no food, no drop 
Of simple water shall in any shape 

• Enter my mouth in order to sustain 
body. ’Tis as possible that I 
Irreverently may an oath like this 
Infringe henceforth, as that Alcestis’ self, 

Breaking the laws of an eternal Fate, 

From black Avemus may return, to-pee 

Once more the sun’s fair light. — Ye near ? I’m now 

Sure of myself, and calm. Ye cruel friends, 

Ye now may at your will with cheating pity 
Bestrain me, and oppress, a&d banter me, # 
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And even not permit me to behold 
The sigh’d-for body : I am now, like her, 

Among the dead. And thou, if e’er thou lov’dst me, 
Father, do thou enclose my lifeless form 
In the same ttepulchre as the remains 
Of my Aloestis. — Here 1 end my speech. 

Henceforth no sigh, no movement, and no sign 
From me shall issue. 

Pher. 0 my son ! my son ! . . . 

His strength deserts him . . . 

Chorus. Women, with our hymns 

Let us revive in him religious hope. 

CHORUS. 

Monodrophe . 

Almighty is tho Euler of the skies ; 

All things lio knows, ho gol> ems all the world 
With his divine all-piercing eyes. 

Never by chance, and ne’er in vain 
The lightnings of immortal will are hurl’d. 
Despising not the human form, ’twas he 
Who in Alcmena’s womb did deign 
His great club-bearing son to fashion, 

Tho brave Alcides, who upon the strong 
(Inflamed by heav’nly passion) 

So wreak’d his wrath, that all the hostile throng 
Were vanquish’d ignominiously. 

Anteeus found out this, the giant proud ; 

And Cygnus, son of Mars, a warrior bold ; 

And Mars himself, and all the crowd 
Of Hydras, Gordons, and Chimseras dread, 
Monsters whose blood he shed, 

Whi($e spoils he took in numbers manifold. 

Ne’er would so great a mortal deign, — 

Who always acts, and never boasts withal, — 

*To bid us hope by chance, or hope in vain. 
Trembling an4mute, let all 
Now prostrate fall ; » 

Almighty is the Euler of the skies ; 

All things he knows, he governs all the world 
With his djjvine all-pieroiftg eyes. 
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Scene I. 

Chorus ; Apmetus, lying motionless under the $atue of Proser- 
pine; Pheres; the children of Admetus; Hercules, with 
a veiled woman , whom he leaves on one side , advancing 
then alone . 

Pher. [ Women, bo silent; lo, Alcides comes 
As loyal as magnanimous. 

Chorus . Behind 

Ilis hasty steps, there follows him afar 
With steps irresolute a woman veil’d 
Of lofty bearing. 

Pher. % Como, thou mighty hero ! 

Do thou (for thou alone art able) save 
Thy friend despairing from a dreadful death. 

The Chorus of Alcestis. How cruel the command that 

* thou didst give us, 

Thou Hercules invincible ! wo bore 
The half-dead body out of sight of all ; 

Then faithfully, but trembling and uncertain 
As to Alcestis’ fate, refused the king 
News of our act ; our silence, or our words 
Broken and doubtful, with repeated blows 
So plungod the dagger in Admetus’ heart, 

That by the Gods celestial and infernal 
He swore . . . 

Here. 0 women, tho just Deities 
Neither accept nor listen to the oaths 
Of a despairing man. I hither come 
t From ev’ry oath whatever to release him. — 

* Trfco to my promise, I return, Admetus ; 

Behold me, rise ! — But what is this ? he seems ' 

To hoar me not. 

Pher. 0 Heav’ns ! The wicked plan * 

Has ho resolved on, not to give fresh signs 
Of life. • 

Here . A grief that’s worthy of a king, 

l Seeing Hercules. * Meeting him. 
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Admetus, show ; not more. Wouldst thou appear 
Vanquish’d, like common men ? Of Hercules 
The iriend, learn thou to emulate his feelings. 

Adm. Silence to keep at such a man’s reproaches 
Were cowardice . Thou knowest, Hercules, 

That vulgar feelings ne’er took root in me. 

Bui do thou pray thy glorious father, pray 
With all thy might, that thou mayst never know 
The cruel grief of a bereaved lover. 

It is a labor, ’neath whose weight the soul 
Is crush’d, beyond Herculean trials e’en. 

Thou see’st me for approaching death prepared, 

And worthy of thy friendship. Do thou then 
For the last time extend a friendly hand : 

The final pledge I ask of thee, Alcides, 

Of our most sacred friendship, is the body, 

The much-loved body of that dear one , . . Vainly 
Hast thou withdrawn it from my sight already : 

The sight of her could not increase my grief . . . 

Give orders, then, to bring her back : I fain 
Would see her, and then die . . . 

Here . On my return, 

I promised I would bring thee some sweet comfort, 

And not a light one - ; such is what I bring ; 

’Tis certainly not less than any other 

That thou oouldst dare to hope for. Of one fond 

Adored companion thou art robb’d by Fate : 

Now by my hand does the same Fate another 
Companion give to thee, and bid thee take her. 

Adm. What dar’st thou say, Alcides ? 

Here . There she is. 

Approach, thou noble woman t Underneath 
That veil a wondrous beauty is conceal’d ; . 

And far more beauteous is the soul that’s hidden 
Beneath her raiment fair : a heart that’s pure. 

An intellect sublime ; a humble maimer, 

With regal blood : each quality in short, 

That Heav'n in woman e’er enclosed : all these 
In her thou’lt find who is Alcestis’ equal. 

4dm. A woman like Alcestis? Must I hear 
Such sacrilegious words ? — Aloides, hear me. 
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If I in thee have ever venerated 

The' ijjustrious son of Jove ; if I in thee 

With so much love, and reverence, received 

The friend, the hero ; shouldst thou therefore boot n, 

And laugh at me, a sad despairing lover? 

Do railleries like these at such a time 
Become so great a hero ? 

Pher. Son, dost not 

Bespect the Deities’ interpreter ? 

Adm. If to the Deities Admetus ne’er 
Wicked appear'd or vile, why keep they him 
Alive at such a great and dreadful cost ? 

Or else, if I of an untimely death 
Deserving was, why for my life were they 
Willing to take the life of my Alcestis? 

To slay us both. — The Deities’ resolve 
May be fulfill’d ; provided that I die. * 

Here. Approach him*boldly, woman ; and compel him 
To rectify his error ; make him feel 
At once the mighty influence of Alcides, 

And of the Gods. 

Adm. Arrest thy daring foot, 

Whoe’er thou bo. How cruel is the outrage, 

How insupportable, that thou inflictest 
Upon mo by thy presence I One Alcestis, 

One only, was there on the earth 'mongst mortals : 

She was, O Heav’ns ! and is no more . . . But, if 
The Deities wero willing to create 
For me her equal and her like, she only, 

My first one, should bo mine ; no other one 
Should stand beside me . . . Heav'ns ! what do I say ? 

At the more thought I shudder. Go yo, then, 

Go % all away, I pray ! How can it please you 
My last thoughts in this manner to disturb ? 

With thee, with thee, Alcestis, would I spend 
The few remaining moments of my life, 

Until my oath has been fulfill’d. 

Here . Bwt what, 

What is the impious oath that he has sworn? 

Pier. 0 Heav’ns ! whilst we were lately taking from him 
All means of injuring himself, he swore, 



572 


ALCESTIS II. 


[ACT V. 


In accents terrible and yet determined, 

(Compelling ns to act as witnesses,) 

He swore by all the Deities celestial, 

As well as those of Hell : that from that time 
No single drop of common water e’en 
Should ever pass his lips again : and added : 

It is as possible that I should break 
My oath, as that Alcestis should return 
To life again. 

Here. Thy oath, then, 0 Admetus, 

Has been fulfill’d : this one has loosed thee from it. 

Behold her ; see ! this is the live Alcestis. 1 

Adm. What see I ? ITeav’ns ! 

Pher . What strange illusion this ! . . . 

Chorus. Fresh terror ! How from Pluto’s cloisters dark 
Could she escape so soon ? . . . 

Adm. She stands all mute 

And motionless ; it is her shade, not she ! 

Here. Let now all doubt, and wonderment, and terror 
Within you ceaso : this is the true, the only, 

The live Alcestis, not Alcestis’ shade : 

She from the Deities obtain’d tho favor, 

Before she to the ritual bath was taken, 

Not only of embracing thee, Admetus, 

But of addressing thee. 

Ale. Dear spouse, Admetus, 

Heav’n reunites us, and for long to come. 

Adm. Ah, ’tis the sweet, tho voice adorable 
Of my Alcestis ; she it is who draws mo 
Out of the tomb. Alcestis, do I thon 
Onoe more embrace thee in my arms ? Lot Death 
Now come. 

Here . That fatal Deity is driven 

In a long banishment outsido this palace. 

Ale. Many and happy years well pass together, 

Parents and children : Heroules adore, 

The superhuman means of suoh a wonder. 

Adm. Shining in thfte a # Demigod I see : 

Let me bow down ... 


1 Unveils her. 
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Here, Arise : I am no more 

Than mortal ; by the Dlities beloved. 

Aim. 0 Hcav’ns ! I’m mute through my excessive joy. 
I scarce can trust my eyes : and yet these hands 
That I am clasping, arc indeed thy dear 
Truo hands, 0 my Alcestis : and those living 
Accents divino to which I listen’d, came 
In very truth from out thy lips adored. 

Ale . And yet, my spouso, not long ago I heard 
The words despairing of thy mighty grief, 

When thou didst think me dead! 0 what a secret 

Joy indescribable, when thee I saw 

So full of me, whilst utterly cut off 

From evry hope of mo ! Too much thou lov’st me, * 

And this is proved by thy most dreadful oath. — 

Nothing remains, but to embrace our children, 

And thank the Deities in solomn wise. 

Pher. Como then, ye little children, to the breasts 
Of both your parents, now restored to you. 

Bum. Mother, and we were weeping so I O Heavens ! 
I never thought again to see thee. 

Here. Ne’er 

Saw I a spectacle more glad than this, 

More full of tondemess. I feel that tears 
As sweet as unaccustom’d force their way 
Into my eyes. 

Pher . And what will be the joy 

Of thy dear ag&l mother, 0 Admetus, 

In seeing thee again to-day ! 

Chorus . The Gods 

Have shown in thoo their pow’r. 

Here . *Twas all the work 

0$ the Celestials. Them it pleased, Admetus, 

That thou shouldst unto death be sick, that thus 
Free course might to Alcestis' noble virtue 
Be given ; and it also pleased the Gods 
That thou, believing she was dead, shouldst show 
Thy love immense by that most fe iftful oath 
That thou wouldst not survive her. 

Aim. Tell me how 

Thou wert permitted her to extricate 
From Orcus’ greedy jaws? 
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Here. AHI&iqso are secrets 

Of a supreme Omnipotence, in wlich 
All prying by mere human*wit would be 
As futile as foolhardy. Yes, Alcides 
Was, in this prodigy, the tool submissive 
Of the dread Deities’ commands ; nought else. 

I may not Speak of it ; and ye may not 
Seek to know more. As an unique example 
Of conjugal affection, happy, worthy 
Spouses, your names to far posterity 
Severed and celebrated shall descend. 

Pher . The palace and the city and the whole 
Of happy Thessaly shall now resound 
With glad festivity. 

Here. And I will stay 

Amongst you three whole days, which we will pass 
With songs and banquets. Then to execute 
Another order of Eurystheus (were it 
Only the last !) my destiny impels me 
To Thrace, thero forcibly to seize the cruel 
Human-flesh-eating mares of Diomedes. — 
Meanwhile ’twill be a great alleviation 
Of my past torments, and of those to come, 

To see in you on earth a living mirror 
Of all celestial gifts. Admetus only 
Deserved Alcestis ; only she deserved him. 

Chorus. And both were worthy of sublime Alcides. 


THE END. 


M>*DOM 1 HURTBO BI WILLIAM CLOWES ADD SONS, STAMFORD STRUT 
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Kithy On Animals. 2 vols. 5?. each. 
Knight’s Knowledge is Power. 5 s. 

La Fontaine's Fables. Trans, by E. 
Wright, 3*. 6 d. 

Lamartine's History of the Oiiondists. 

Trans, by H. T, Rydc. 3 vols. 3J-. Od. 

I each* 

Restoration of the Monarchy in 

France. Trans, by Cipt. Rafter. 

4 vols. y. Od. each. 

French Revolution of 1648. y. Od. 

Lamb's Essays of Elia and Eliana. 
3f. 6//., or in 3 vols. is. each. 

Memorials and Letters, Talfourd’s 

Edition, revised by W. C, Hazlitt. 
2 vols. y. Od. each. 

— ^ Specimens of the English Dramatic 
Poets of the Time of Elizabeth. 3^ Od. 


I 

Lanzl’s History of Painting in Italy, 
Trans, by T. Roscoe. 3 vols. y. Od. 
each. 

Lappenberg's England under the 
Anglo-Saxon Kings. Tians. by B, 
Thorpe. 2 vols. 3/. 6d, each. 
Lectures on Painting. By Barry, Opie 
and Fuseli. 51. 

Leonardo da Vinci’s Treatise on Paint- 
ing. Trans, by J. F. Rigaud. 5^. 
Lepsius’ Letters from Egypt, ike. Trans. 

by L. and J. Ik Horner, y. 
Lessing’s Dramatic Works. Trans, by 
Ernest Bell. 2 vols, 3*. Od. each. 
Nathan the Wise and Minna von 
Bjrnhelm. is. and T.r. Od. lAokoon, 
Dramatic Notes, &c. Trans, by E. ( 
Beasley and Helen Zimraern, y. 6 d. 
Laokoon separate, is. or is. Od. 
Lilly’s Introduction to Astrology. 
(Zadkinl.) y. 

Livy. 'Frans, by Dr. Spillan and others. 

4 vols. 5^ each. 

Locke’s Philosophical Works. (T. A. 
St. John). 2 vols. 3-f. Od. each. 

Lite. By Lord King. 3$\ Od. 

Lodge’s Portr tits. 8 vols. $s. each. 
Longfellow’s l'oeticaland Prose Works. 

2 vols. sr. each. 

Loudon’s Natural History, 5/. 
Lowndes’ Bibliographer’s Manual. 6 
vols. y. each. 

Lucan’s Pharsalia. Trans, by II. T. 
Riley. 5-f. 

Lucian's Dialogues. Trans, by H. 
Williams, y. 

Lucretius. Trans, by Rev. }. S. 
Watson, 5J. 

Luther’s Table Talk. Trans, by W. 
Hazlitt. y. 6d. 

Autobiography. (Michelet). 

Trans, by W. Hazlitt. y. Od. 
Machiavelli's History of Florence, &c. 
Trans. y. Od. 

Mallet’s Northern Antiquities. 

Mantell’s Geological Excursions 
•through the Isle of Wight, 5*. - 
Pctiil actions and their Teachings, 

. Os. Wonders of Geology. 2 vols. 

7 s. Od. each. 

Manzonl's The Betrothed, y. 

Marco Pplo’s Travels. Marsden’p Edi- 
tion, i #evised by T. Wright, a 
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lllartlal'ft Epigrams, Trans. 6d . 

Bfattineau's History of England, 
1800 15. st. 6d. 

. Hi.tory ot the Peace, t 3 1 6 46 

4 vols. 3* 61L each. 

Matthew Paris. Trans by Dr. Giles. 

3 voK. $J Mill. 

Matthew of Westminster. Ti -ins. by 
C. 1>. Yonge. a vols. sr. each. 
Maxwell’S Victories of Wellington. 5 1. 
Menzel’s H istory of Gci ina ny. T r a ns. 

by Mrs. lloriocks. } vols. 3?. 6 d. i\i 
Michael Angelo and Rtffaclle, By 
Duppa and Q. de Quincy $t. 
Michelet’s French Rt volution. Trans 
by C. Cocks. $t 6d 
Mignet’s French Revolution. 3^ 6 d. 
Millers Philosophy of History, j vols. 
3f. 6 «/. each 

Milton’S Pootu.nl Works. {J. Mont- 
gomery.) 2 vols. s r each. 

• — - Piose Works (J. A. St. John ) 
5 v ok 31. 6t/. each. 

Mitford’s Our Vill \ge 2 vols. 31 6./. 
cich. 

Mollere's Dramatic Works. 7 runs hr 
G H. Wall 3 vnk 31, 61/. each ' 
— r The Miser, Tart 1 ill e, The Miop- 
keepui turned Gentleman 11 & it 6d. 
Montagu’s (Lady M. W.) T rtteis 
and Works. (WhamcliJe and Moy 
'J bonus.) a vols. $. turh. 
Montaigne’s Essays Cotton’s Tians 
revised by W. C. Ha/1 1 it. 3 vols. 
3k 6d each. 

Montesquieus .Spirit of Laws. Nu- 
gent’^ 7Yans. revised by J, V. 
Prichard. 2 vols 3/. 6d each. 
Morphy’S Gcinies of Chess. (Lowen- 
tha.1] 5'- 

Mudie’s British Birds. (Martin.) 2 vols. 
£k each. 

Naval and Military Heroes of Gicat 
f ftti&fn, &». 

Keander’S History of the Christian Re- 
* llgion rmd ( hutch, to vols. Life of 
' Christ 1 vo 1 Planting and TrJn- 
t hig of the <"hut< h bv the Apostles. 
) Hisiotj >f (Tm<tiAtt Dogma, 

a vole.' Memorial* of Christian Life 
Jrf the Early and Middle Ages. 
>6 Vols, 3k 6 d i each. 

History of theJesuV 5*» 


North’s Lives of the Norths. (Jessopp ) 

3 vols. 3?. 6 d. each. 

Nugent S Memorials of Hampden, £r. 
Ockley’s HMoiyof theS.nacense 3?. f d. 
Ordericus Vitalis. Tuns, by T 
F01 ester. 4 vols. 5 k each. 

Ovid. Trans, by II. T Riley. 3 vols. 
5$. each. 

Pascal’s Thoughts. Trans, by (’. 

Kcgan Paul. 3k 6d. 

Pauli’s Lifenf Alfn d the Gront, &c. y. 

1 .ifo of ( roam ell. if and u> 6d. 

Pausanlas’ Description of Greece. 

7 un t '. by Rev. A R. Slullcto. 3 voL. 
5f. each. 

Pearson on the ( iced (Wailotd ) 5 v. 
Pepys’ Diary. (Bnvlnooke ) 4 voL. 
5? each. 

Percy's Rtliques of Anennt English 
Poetry. (Pilchard) avols. 31. 6</ ca. 
Petrarch’s Sonnets 5". 

Pettigrew’* ( Iironulcs of Uip 7 omb,. 
S f - 

Philo- Judaeus, 7 11ns by C. D. Yongc. 

4 vols 5* CtU.li 
Pickering’s Races ol Man. $k 
Pindar. 7 Ya ns. by D. W. Turner. 5 s. 
Planches History of ILitish Costume. 

5 " k 

Plato, Tuns, by IT Guy, G .Bui gw, 
and H. Divis. 6 vols 5k each. 

Apology, C mo, Phredo, Prota- 

gous li and n. 6d 

- Piy's Analysis and Index to the 

lhdogues 5». 

Plautus. 7 1 111s. by II. T, Riley. 
2 vols. 51. each 

Tmmmmus, Men uchmi, Aulu- 

lana, Captivi. is. and ik 6 d. 

Pliny’s N.itmal History, Tians. by 
l)i. Bustock and H. r I\ Riley. 6 vens. 
51 e 4 ch. 

Pliny the Younger, Letters of. Mel- 
moth's trans. revised by Rev. F, C. T. 
Bosinquet. 5f. 

Plutarch's Lives. Tians. by Stewart 
and Long. 4 vols. 3?. 6d. each. 

Moialw. Trans, by Rev> G W. 

King and Rev. A, R. ShiUeto. 3 vols. 
S s. each, 

Poetry of America, (W, Untom) 

3,, td. 



Btyrtrs 


Political Cyclopffcdi a, ; 4 vols. 3?. <*Lea. 
Polyglot of Foreign Proverbs. $.f. 
Pope’s Poetical Work?;, (Garfuihers. ) 
a ^ols. , 5 j.- each. 

■ —Homer. (J. S. Watson.) a vols. 
5». each. 

— -- Life and Letters. (Carmthers.) $s. 
Pottery and Porcelain. (H. G. Bohn.) 
5-» . and ioj. 6 d. 

Propertius. Trans, by Rev. P, J, F. 

Gantillon. 3s. bd. 

Prout (Father.) R cliques. 5 s. 
Quintilian’s Institutes of Oratory. 
Trans, by Rev. J. S. Watson. 2 vols. 
5-r. each. 

Racine’s Tragedies. 'Frans, by R, H. 

Los well. 2 vols., 3J. bd. (Uicll. 
Ranke's History of tin* Popes. Trans, 
by E. Foster. 3 vols. 3.'. 61L each. 

Latin and ' Teutonic Nations. 

Trans, by 1 J . A. Ashworth. 3^ bd. 

• History of Servia# Trans, by 

Mis. Kerr. 3J. bd. 

Rennie’s Insect Architecture. (J, G. 
Wood.) 5j. 

Reynold’s Discourses and Essays. 

( Beech y, ) 2 vols. 35. bd. each. * 
Ricardo's Political Economy. (Gon- 
ncr.) 5 j. 

Richter’s Levan a. 31. bd. 

- — FloWcr Fruit and Thorn Pieces. 

TtUns. by Lieut. -Col. Ewing. 3s. 6 d. 
Roger de Hovenden’s Annals. Trans. 

by Dr, Giles. 2 vols. 5 s. each. 
Roger of Wendover. Trans, by Dr. 

Giles, a vols. 5 j. each. , 

Roget’S Animal and Vegetable Phy- 
siology. 2 vols, 6s, each. 

Rome iri the Nineteenth Century. (C. A. 

Eaton.) 2 vols. $s each. 
feoscoe’B Leo X, 2 vols. 3.?. 6d. each. 

Lorenzo de Medici. 3/. 6d, 

Russia, History of. By W. K. Kelly. 

2 vols. 3*. 6a. each. 

BallUst, Floras, and Velleius Pater- 
culus. Trans, by Rev. J* S. Watson. 

Schiller’s Works. Including History of 
: the Thirty Vears’ War, Revolt of the 
' , lieQxerlanjds* Wallenstein, Wijliam 
J TeU. Don Carlos, Mary Stuart f Maid 


of Origins, Bride of Messi»M<obttew, 
Fiasco, Love and Intrigue, Dctnejtnus, 
Ghost-Srcr, Sport of Divinity, Poems, 
Acsthetical and Philosophical Essays,. 

By various translators. 7 vols. 
3-v 61/. each. # ' t \ . : r 

Mnry Stuart and The MaJtLoL 

Orleans. Trans, by J. Mcllisb add ‘ 
Anna Nwanwick. 1 5. and is. b&' ‘ 

Schlegel (F.l. lectures and MisceK 
. lanedus Works.' 5 Vols, 3*. (gf/e&h. > 

(A. W.). Lectures on Dramatic 

Art and Literature. 3s. bd. \ . 
Schopenhauer’S Esruys. Selected and 
'Frans, by E. Belfort Bax. 5 s' ' V- „ ' 

On the Fourfold Root - of Mhe 

Principle, of Sufficient Reason- and 
on the Will in Natulv. Trans, by 
Mdme.’ Hilkbrand, $s, > , , * ' 

Schouw’s Earth, Plants, and Man/'" 
'Frans, by A. Henfrcy. $t. . . - 

Schumann's Early Letters. Trans* t?y 
May Herbert. 3.1. bd. 

Reissmann's Life of. Trans, by 

A. L. Alger. 3 s. bd. \ • 

Seneca tin Benefits. Trans, by Aubrey", 
Stewart. 3 c bd. , t 

Minor Essays and On Clemency, 

Trans, by Aubrey Stewart* 5/. •> t 

Sharpe's History of Egypt 2 ypls. 

S-i- each. . , > 

Sheridan’s Dramatic Works. f 3 s.:,bd> r ‘ 

Plays, is. and is. 6d, 

Sismondi's Literature of the South" of 
Europe. Trans, by T, Roscpe. '<a; 
vqL. 3,y. 6 d, each. • , _ < * t \ 

Six Old English Chronicles, '.5*. v -' . ’ >' 
Smith (Archdeacon). Synorijmi and ’J 
Antonyms. 5 s. ' 

Smith (Adam). Wealth, of Nations; / 
(Belfort Bax.) 2 Vols. .. 3s. 

Theory of Moral Sentiments’. 

s y * 6^. ; - a .;-*-.: 

Smith (Pye). Geology and Scripture. 

5* 1 ; 

Smyth’s Lectures on Modern History. 

0 2 vols, 3 s. 6/A each. ’ _ 

Sccratea’ Ecclesiastical Hfeloiyi'v„y;'.V 
Sophocles. Trans, by & P. C^eridgk . 
RA. ,sr. 

Southey’s Life of Nelson. " 9; ; V (f< 
Life of Wesley. $t ' o -/■ 
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Sosomen’a Ecclesiastical History. 5 s. 

Spinoza’s Chief Works. Trans, by 
R. H. M. Elwes. 2 vols. 5 s. each. 

Stanley’s Dutch and Flemish Painters, 
5 J * " ^ 

Starling’s N oble Deeds of Women. 55. 

Staunton’s Chess Players’ Handbook. 
Chess Praxis. $s. Chess Players' 
mpanion. 55. Chess Tournament 
of 1851. 55. 

Btockhardt’S Experimental Chemistry. 
(Heaton.) 55. 

StxabO’8 Geography. Trans, by 
Falconer and Hamilton. 3 vols. 
$s. each. 

Strickland’s Queens of England. 6 
vols. 55. each. Mary Queen of 
Septs. 2 vols. 55. each. Tudor 
arul Stuait Princesses. 5*. 

Stuart & ReveU’a Antiquities of 
Athens, 5 s. 

Suetonius' Lives of the Caesars and of 
the Grammarians. Thomson’s trans. 
revised by T. Forester. 51. 

Sully’ b Memoirs. Mrs. Lennox’s 
trans. revised. 4 vols. 31. 6d. each. 

Taoltus. The Oxford trans. revised. 
2 vols. 5 s. each. 

Tales of the Genii. Trans, by Sir. 
Charles Morell. 55. 

Tasso’S Jerusalem Delivered. Trans, 
by J. H. Widen. 5 s. 

Taylor’s Holy Living and Holy Dying. 

6d. 

Terence and Fhiedrus. Trans. by Ii. T. 
Riley, 

Theocritus, Bion, Moschus, and 
Tyrtasus. Trans, by Rev. J. Hanks. 
S s ’ 

Theodoret and Evagrius. 51. 

Thierry’s Norman Conquest. Trans, 
by W. Ilazlitt. 3 vols. ;p. 61/. each. 

Thucydides. Trans by Rev. H. Dale. 

i a Vols, 35. 6d. each. 

“* * *7 Wheeler's Analysis and Summary 

, . 5 s - 


Trevelyan's Ladies in Parliament, u. 
and is. 6d. 

Ulrlci’S Shakespeare's Dramatic Art. 
Trans, by L. Dora Schmitz, a \ols. 
35. 6d. each. 

Uncle Toni’s Cabin. 3.?, 6d. 

Ure’s Cotton Manufacture of Great 
Britain, 2 vols. 5-v. each. 

Philosophy of Manufacture, 75. 6d, 

Vasari’S Lives of the Painters. Trans, 
by Mrs. Foster. 6 vols. 3?. 61/. each. 

Virgil Davidson’s Trans, revised by 
T. A. Buckley. 31*. 6(4 
Voltaire’B Tales. Trans, by R. B. 

Boswell. 3c. 6 </. 

Walton’s Angler. 5?. 

Lives. (A. H. Bullen.) $s. 

Waterloo Days, By C, A. Eaton, 
iv. and 15. 6(/. 

Wellington, Life of, By ‘An Old 

Soldier.' 51. 

Werner’s Templars in Cyprus. Trans, 
by E. A. *M. Lewis, jr. 6 d r 
Weatropp’s Handbook of Archaeology. 
5 s ‘ 

Wheatley. On the Book of Common 
Prayer. 35. 6d. 

Wheeler’s Dictionary of Noted Names 
ol Fiction. 55. \ 

White’s Natural History of Selborne. 
5 s - 

Wieseler’s Synopsis of the Gospels. 
5^ 

William of Malmesbury's Chronicle. 
5 s - 

Wright’s Dictionary of Obsolete and 
Provincial English. 2 vols. 51. each. 
Xenophon. Trans, by Rev. J, S, Wat- 
son and Rev. H. Dale. 3 vols. $s. on. 

Young’s Travels in France, 1787 -8g(, 
(M. Betham-Edwards.) 35. bd. 

Tour in Ireland, 1776-9. (A. W. 

Hutton.) 2 vols. 35. 6(4 each, 

Yule-Tide Stories. (B. Thorpe.) 55. 



N< w frbtl Jv^frcip, £ho, 2s. (W. each, no* 

THE ALDINE EDITION 

otf tit* * 

BRITISH POETS. 

1 Hus PTiultait oil it ioi) of the Ln'li«»h ilasw«, with their comi»Mo. texts and 
MlioltiVy iuti o<luitio s, ate »onu thing voy i lToont horn the eliiAp volumes of 
c\ti u*s which n t in t now t>o vt mli too poinmon M Jamw’hQazfitti, 

* An OMtllent b< n».y 8m *11, hind), awl compJcli &ah<»4ej/ 


Blake JliUted by \V. M. Rossetti 

neats Edited by the late Lord 
Hou r htm, 

Campbell Edited b> bh son in 

I iv?, tho TUv A W Hill With Hiinm 
by W Allmjrham 

Coloiidge Edited by. T. Abho, 

II A. L volh 

Vaughan Sacicd P >ems and Pious 

J | imlationt. Lditfd by th i Itcv. JI 
lytfi. 

Raleigh and Wotton With Se- 
lections iiom the WiilmgM of other 
tOUUTLY POSTS from 15 *0 to lo50. 
Edited by Vou. Arobilc*u.jn Hannah, 

d.o.l. « 

Chatlerton. Edited by the Rov 
W, W. Stout, M A. 2 voN 

Rogers. Edited by Edward Bell, 
MA. 

Herbert. Edited by the Rev. A. B. 
Gionurh 

Chaucer. Edited by Dr R, Morris, 
with Memon by bir H. Niool ia 6 vola 

gpenser, Edited by J. Payne Col- 

* lici, 5 voK 

Dryden. Edited by the Rev. R, 
Hoopoi, M. A. 5 voh. 

Gray Edited by J. Bradshaw, 
LLD. 

Pope. Edited by G R. Dennis* 
With Memoir by John Dennis A vole. 

Milton Edited by Dr. Bradshaw* 
9 vole, * 


| Churchill Edited by Jas. Hatmav 

| 2 \ ols 

I Scott Edited by John Dennis/ 

5 voK 

i Shelty Edited by H. BuxtpUb 

1 oi mini 5\ole. 

Prior Edited by R. B, Johnson. 

ii \Olv 

Wordsworth Edited by Prot 

Don den 1 vols. 

Burns. Editod by G, A. Aitken 

0 voli 

Herrick. Edited by Geoige gaints* - 

bmy. Svolfe 

Butler Edited byR. B. Johnson. 

2 vola * 

Parnell. Edited by G. A. Aitken. 

To he followed by # 

Goldsmith Edited by Austin 

Dobson. 

Thomson. Edited by the Rev, D, , 

0 Tinny, 2% oh. 

Collins Edited by W. Moy, 

'lhoinaa \ 

Surrey. Edited by J. Oregon^ 

roster. i 

Wyatt Edited by J, Gregory 

Foster. * 

Swift Edited by the Rev* 
IJoopei, M A 3 vols 

Cowper Edited by John Bruce, 

F.b.A 8 voh. 

Young. 3^ols. 

Shakespeare's Poems. * 



i*«, k l Ti« omg. A'rjWifflD aki? 

1 WEBSIfER^'i^ERNATIONAL DICTIONARY. 

5 } y -T - 

An entirely *N$® £dftion } t&oroifgfyly- Rev i set l } considerably Enlarged, 
i nhd resef. m ltiew Type, 

Medium 4M, iit%yage^ 3500 illustrations:' 

Price* t Cloth, £t ns 6 d.; half-calf, £2 2s.; half-russia, £2 5s. 

„ ^ ^ ^alf, £% 8* Also in 2 vols. cloth, £1 14s. 

, of Words, frith their pronunciation, ely- 

^mology, alternative' spellings, -and various meanings illustrated by quotations 
- a&lnutnerotts woodcuts, there are .several valuable appendices, comprising a 
"Jh&ttlonncitfg Gazetteer of the World ; Vocabularies of Scripture, Greek, Lein, 
' English Proper Names j a Dictionary of the noted Names of Fiction ; a 
'vBtief History of the English Language ; a Dictionary of Foirign Quotations 
■ ^fprds,, Phrases, Proverbs, &c. j a Biographical Dictionary with io/x>o 
Names,. &e. 

; ".'.’GW* last revision, comprising and superseding the issues of *847, 1864, 

’ atid iBSo, is by far the most complete that the Work has undergone during 
\ tf)fe slxty-two years that it has been before the public. Every page has been 
treated as if the book were now published for the first time. 


SOME PRESS OPINIONS ON THE NEW EDITION. 

h » 1 Wc bciieVylh'at, ail things considered, this will be found to bfc;thb best 
l ^aiating P^U'sh dicir^ty hi orre volume. , We do not know of ^ny. Wbrk 
^wrilar in rise and price which can approach it in completeness of vocabulary, 
variety of infonoatlon, and genera 1 usefulness. ’ — Guardi^ . -.•*■' ' i ' ; ^ ^ 

‘The comprehensive and the most useful, of its' Yv^d^lRdwutl 
Qfoener* . . 1 . ' • ’ 

*A magnificent edition of, Webster’s immortal Dictionary,’ — Daily 
TlJt&r*ph. 

’ throughly practical and useful dictionary.’ — Standard*, 

*& speuJmature of the present, book is the lavish use ipf efcgravngs, 
at once Uiuslfate the verbal explanr. lions of technical 'aitd’-seientific 
ferbis* ahd j^rmit them to remain readably brief It may be Enough to f 1 
tptbb trUck Qrt ^'Ccosi.” By the use of the little numbered dtftjjnwws uc ne 
frpuJ$ have become a’ treatise, and not a very • ■ . 

te^itneh^th^ taiesV'W abater to, every man of business, every father <>\ a 
fty, every tehch^and Almost every student— to everybody, in faet r who i, 
u ’ tn G* posed at XU urifaimjiar or half-understood word or phtate.’ - 


famf* 'ft 








